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1. My Sister-In-Law
A man is supposed to be able to look forward to coming home at the end of the day. Don't get me wrong, I'm not one of those guys who expects his wife to greet him with a smile and a kiss, serving him dinner. Not at all.

My source of irritation stems from something entirely different, namely my sister-in-law, Kate. She's been staying with us for nearly two weeks. Feels like an eternity. 

To put it plainly: Kate is one of the most helpless and neediest people I've ever had the misfortune to meet. When her boyfriend broke up with her, to the surprise of absolutely no one, she came crying to her big sister Thalia — my far too kind and tolerant wife. 

Ever since then, she's been sleeping on the couch in our already far too small one bedroom apartment. And, in case you are wondering, no, she does not buy her own food. Thalia does. With our money. 

So when I come home after eight hours of digging holes to install a new fence, I don't get to relax on my couch in front of the TV. It's Kate's bed. I don't get to crack open an ice-cold can of beer. Thalia got rid of them for fear of Kate turning into a drunk. I don't even get to fuck my wife the way I want to. Kate might overhear.

But family is family. The bond of blood trumps the vows of marriage.

Hoping beyond hope that, for once, Kate won't be there, I unlock the front door of apartment 3C only to be immediately disappointed. The sound of gunfire from a procedural cop show greets me, followed by the pleasant smell of cooked chicken. Kate lies slovenly on the couch, Thalia is in the kitchen.

It always strikes me as odd how different the two sisters are despite being related. Thalia seems to have inherited all the good genes. She's 5'4" and very athletic. Glowing auburn hair, wavy and flawless, reaching to her shoulders. 

Kate, on the other hand, is — to sum it up in one word — dumpy. Her bleached blonde hair is matted with the auburn roots showing. She's twenty pounds overweight and I haven't seen her wear anything but pajamas since she arrived.

"Look, Zach, I'm making chicken soup from scratch," Thalia calls out excitedly.

I join her in the kitchen and marvel at the assortment of vegetables, herbs, and spices. She turns around and flashes me a pearly white grin. Four years of marriage and every time I see her face, I fall in love all over again.

At least Kate hasn't been able to take that away. I wrap my arms around Thalia and kiss her on top of her head. She purrs and I use the opportunity to pinch a sliced carrot.

"Hey!" she yells and attempts to slap my hand away. Too slow.

"Smells really good."

"Uh huh. Kate is feeling a bit down so I thought I'd make chicken soup for her soul."

I let out a long sigh. She flinches at the sudden gust of cold air tickling her neck. 

"I know how you feel about her but I've got good news. I'll tell you if you let go of me."

Reluctantly, I release her from my hug, taking the opportunity to pinch another sliced carrot. I'm starving and thanks to Kate, I'm only going to get soup. Thanks a lot, Kate. "I could use some good news right about now."

"We had a long conversation about life, things, you know and she said that she's ready to start living life again, so I'm gonna try and find her a boyfriend."

"Wonderful! If she's dating it means she'll be out of the place for at least a few hours."

"No, no," she says quickly and my jubilations are dampened. "She's not ready to start dating yet. I'm gonna find a boyfriend for her."

"You're what?" I ask in confusion. "You mean you're gonna go out and date guys, hoping to find one suitable for her?"

"Well, no, not exactly. I'm not going on dates, think of it more like job interviews."

"No way. No way in hell am I letting you do this."

"What, you jealous?"

"Damn right I am. You're my wife! Did you seriously think I was just going to agree to this crazy idea?"

"Nope," she says, smiling as she pulls the proverbial ace out of her sleeve. "That's why you're coming with me. We can go to fancy restaurants and it'll be just like one of our normal dates, except we have a conversation with a third person for a few minutes. Plus, I will make it up for you. You can be sure of that."

Thalia drops the knife and throws her arms around me. She happens to know my weakness. How can I no to her when her kiss just tastes that wonderful?



2. First Date
The restaurant is pretty nice. An Oktoberfest themed place that opened up two months ago. I've only heard good things about it from friends but Thalia kept finding excuses. I suspect the reason we're here now is that she wants to keep me happy for what's about to come.

The Wies'n is actually in the basement of the building. It's dark outside and the place is only dimly lit by electric sconces lining the walls. It's a great atmosphere, in my opinion. In the middle, there are four very long benches, a sort of free for all banquet. We're sitting in one of the booths, however.

What makes the restaurant so special is the large roast ox turning over an open fire. They offer a few signature dishes using ox and the head chef personally slices off a portion with a large butcher's knife. The delicious smell of sizzling meat drowns out the sweat and alcohol of the banquet. 

There's a plate with ox, mashed potatoes, and cabbage rolls in front of me. It's breathtakingly delicious. Thalia just has a plate of sauerkraut. We sit side by side, the bench of opposite of us is empty.

Thalia's all dressed up. I thought it was a bit weird, considering she wasn't the one going to date the guy, but you won't ever catch me telling her that she shouldn't dress up. She's damn good at it. A witch with powders and brushes and a sorceress of fabrics. Fortunately, she has her own job as a CPA to finance her addiction. I just get to reap the rewards. Today, she's wearing a green summer dress.

"He's late, might as well disqualify him," I say.

"No, come on. We gotta at least give him a chance."

"If he doesn't show up in the next—"

Of course, nothing in the universe ever goes my way. The man we've been waiting for arrives. Darryl Stone. He doesn't look anything at all like what I thought. For starters, he's black. In the flickering light of The Wies'n, he almost fades into the background. 

"Hey, I'm supposed to meet with—" he starts but Thalia cuts him off.

"With us, yes. You must be Darryl. Please, take a seat. I'm Thalia and this is my husband, Zachary."

Darryl hesitates. He eyes the two of us suspiciously. I can't blame him. "Am I getting catfished? Because neither of you looks like Kate."

"Kate's my sister. She's not here today, we are. Please, sit down."

The man squeezes into the bench opposite us. I've seen a picture of him on Thalia's phone, but a picture only goes so far. His hair is short, a crew cut, hairline as sharp as if it were drawn with a ruler. He looks younger than the twenty-seven years he is. Barely a blemish on that dark skin.

"So what's the deal, because I ain't up for a devil's threesome."

"Think of it like an interview for a job. Except your job is dating my sister."

"So why isn't she here?"

I just lean back and enjoy the taste of succulent roast ox. This is all Thalia's doing, she can be the one to explain it.

"I thought I made myself clear in the text," she grumbles. "You want to date Kate. I want to make sure you're her type."

"Good thing you came to me, then, 'cause I haven't met a lady who doesn't like me," he says confidently and grins.

The waiter materializes, wearing lederhosen, and Darryl just orders a glass of lemonade.

There's something about him, a unique quality. Charisma. He's the first one of the bunch I actually like.

So far we've met with four others.

The first one, a douchebag called Brad, had been a disaster. He played bass in a band called "Shiteating Whoresons" and that pretty much describes him down to a T. The fact that Thalia insisted he was Kate's type also tells you a lot about my sister-in-law. 

Next was another musician... if you can call a ukulele an instrument. Jorge (pronounced George) actually brought it with him, belting out an impromptu love serenade to the "unknown sister." The problem was every time he sang the high notes, he let out a little whistle because of the stud in his lip and every time he shook his head to the beat his earrings rattled like the chains of the damned.

The one after that made me wish it was another musician. Patrick, wearing a red plaid shirt, beanie, and sporting an unkempt beard was a YouTube food review vlogger. The entire time we talked to him, he was recording the plates for his channel. Even Thalia had to admit the guy was clearly not fit to date anyone. Hopefully, his thirty-three subscribers will enjoy the video.

Lenny was alright but only by comparison. He was an aspiring Hollywood director and I say aspiring because the only titles he had to his name were porn movies. That's right, my dear wife managed to track down what has to be the only porn director in all of Springfield. Nevertheless, the guy hadn't been pervy at all and he was Thalia's top choice up until then. The fact that he was vegan seemed to be a bigger problem than that he produced pornography.

But I think that's gonna change after Darryl. The guy is just so damn normal it's a relief. He works as a barista at Cafe Cool to support him while he attends community college for a degree in journalism. He's dressed in jeans and gray tee. No plaid, no nose rings, no ukulele, no camera. Not a vegan.

"What was your longest relationship?" Thalia asks.

"I think about... six years. No, seven. It's hard to say. We were friends in high school before we officially started dating."

"What happened?"

"Life got between us."

"What does that mean?" I ask and receive a warning squeeze on my thigh.

"She passed away."

"Ohhhhhhhh," Thalia coos.

"Sorry, I didn't know."

"No, no, it's okay," Darryl assures me. "Anna and I got married right out of high school. Never thought it would end at twenty-two."

"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," Thalia says.

"It's okay. It's not something I'll ever get over but after five years, I've learned to deal with it."

"So you're a widower?" I ask.

"Zach!" she reprimands me and pokes me in the side with her sharp finger.

Darryl just chuckles. "Suppose I am, yeah. What about you two? When did you get married?"

"Four years and five months ago," Thalia says without having to think for even a second.

"We met six years ago at a Pearl Jam concert in Atlanta. She was the only one who was dancing even though nobody around her was. I just had to go talk to her."

"We've been dancing ever since," Thalia adds, leans over, and kisses me. 

"And Kate?" Darryl asks.

"Never been married. She recently got out of a serious relationship and she's been heartbroken since."

"And I'm supposed to be the rebound?"

"No, no, not at all. You're supposed to be the end to a string of bad boyfriends."

"I see," he says and smirks. "I've never even met her but you're already planning my marriage, huh?"

Without missing a beat, Thalia fires back. "Yes, is that a problem? Are you saying you're not long-term relationship material?"

Darryl chuckles. "You're clever, I like that. No, but I would like to know more about Kate before I decide on things like that."

"That's fair. She's really sweet. Very passionate about everything. Smart, too. She has a bachelor's in economics."

I press my lips together to stop myself from mentioning that she's never actually held a job in the finance industry or anywhere else. Kate has always relied on others to provide for her. Like us.

"Beauty and intelligence must run in the family," Darryl exclaimed.

While I'm still deciding if he's just being friendly or if he's crossing a line flirting with my wife, Thalia bumps her shoulder into me and beams up at me. She's having fun. I decide not to ruin it. 

The things I do to see her happy.

"When do I get to meet her?"

"We haven't decided yet. I'm gonna be upfront with you and let you know that you're not the only one we've been talking to. This is just a first, quick get-to-know-you."

"Only the worthy ones get to court Queen Kate," I quip and the joke is well received.

We chit-chat for a while longer, about the weather, about Centerville, but it's cut short by Darryl announcing that he still has a lot of homework to do. We let him go but not until I get in a few japes about a twenty-seven-year-old guy still having to do homework.

I'm so glad I never have to do homework ever again, although I do still occasionally get nightmares about forgetting to do it.

"What did you think of him?" Thalia asks the moment Darryl is out of earshot.

"I actually kinda like him, strange as that sounds."

"Yeah, me too. I think he might be the one."

"Really? Are you sure he's Kate's type? If I remember correctly, you said she likes the weird, wild guys."

"And she keeps getting her heart broken. If I had to find a guy for a long-term thing, I'd look for someone like Darryl. Not like that prick Johnny."

"Fortunately, you don't have to. You have me," I tell her.

"That's why we need to find someone like you for my sister."

"That poor fool."

"Hey! She's still my sister."

"I haven't forgotten. So, have you settled on Darryl?"

"Nope. We still have four more contestants to go," she says. I groan. "It's not that bad!"

"To you, maybe. I've never been a fan of dating guys."

"Fortunately for you, we're done of the day. Come on, let's get out of here."

We settle the bill and head upstairs. The evening air is cool and refreshing. The stark difference makes me realize just how stuffy the air inside The Wies'n was. No wonder Darryl excused himself to do homework.

No sooner do we step outside than Thalia jumps at me. "You were great today, thank you," she says and starts assaulting me with kisses.

I'm not quite sure what's happening but I never pass up an opportunity to make out with the love of my life. The kiss rapidly turns into groping and petting. I haven't seen Thalia this horny in a while.

We make love on the passenger seat of the car. The windows fog up. The suspension creaks. She rides my cock with the fury of a sex-starved lioness. 

It reminds me of the old college days, where sometimes both of us would just get so incredibly horny we had to stop whatever we are doing to fuck. Our relationship isn't as intense these days but as she massages the entire length of my cock with her kegel muscles, I'm transported back to our early days.

Afterward, we just sit there, hugging, laughing, kissing. Basking in the post-coital radiance.



3. Ungrateful
"No, no, ugly, eww, no, hell no, nope, yikes, fuck no," Kate says, rapidly flipping through the pictures on Thalia's phone.

In about two seconds, Kate manages to shit on everything her sister (and me!) has done over two weeks. Talking to people, setting up dates, spending money on going out. We sacrificed a lot of time and effort to try and do something good and she just dismisses it.

I want to scream in frustration.

"Come on, Katie, you didn't even take a good look at them."

"So?"

"So you should take another look. Consider each one for at least a little bit. I will tell you all I can about them. Did you know one of them plays the bass? And one of them's a director."

"A porn director," I add.

"Not helping, Zach."

I make my exit to the kitchen. Instinctively, I try to reach for a nice, cool can of beer from the fridge because if Kate is just gonna be a bitch, I'd like something relaxing. Except, of course, there's no beer. I grab a can of coke instead.

On my return, the two sisters sit on the couch together, poring over the images. Thalia tells her the things we learned about each one but Kate doesn't seem interested in the least. Her gaze keeps flickering towards the muted TV.

I have absolutely no idea how Thalia can put up with her.

After number seven, Kate just pushes away the phone and lets out a long sigh. "Just, like, pick one of them and I'll sleep with him, then you can be happy."

"No, I don't want you to just sleep with one. This is supposed to be a long-term thing."

"Yeah, well, how do you expect me to pick one for that? I don't even know them."

"That's what dating is for. To get to know them."

"That's so much work," Kate whines. I roll my eyes. Fortunately, neither of them sees it.

"I'm doing most of the work for you already. Just pick one you think is interesting."

"But... what if I pick the wrong one?" Kate asks, suddenly quiet. "What if he's another Johnny? What if... what if..."

The waterworks start. Thalia hugs her sister. It's time for me to go.

It's a good thing we have another TV in the bedroom. I take off my socks and make myself comfortable. Through the door, I hear muted snuffles and Thalia's soothing words.

Thirty minutes later, the door opens and Thalia trudges in. She collapses on the bed and rests her head on my stomach.

"I'm so tired," she murmurs.

"No surprise there, you're living for two. Honestly, I can't believe how ungrateful she was. All that work for nothing?"

"No, it wasn't all for nothing. She's just in a difficult place right now, you understand, right?"

"I don't. I really don't. I think maybe it's time that she flies on her own."

Thalia lifts her head and glares at me. "I'm not kicking my sister to the curb."

"I'm not asking you do. But we can kick her to a hotel. Hell, at this point I'd gladly pay for that just to have her out of here."

"I just need a little more time, please."

I sigh. "How much more time?"

"I don't know. A few more days?"

"It's already been a month."

"Yes and she's already gotten a lot better. She doesn't cry herself to sleep anymore."

"Okay. Fine. Whatever. What are you gonna do now?"

"I'll get her more info, then we can set up a date."

"Oh great, more work."

"You don't have to do anything if you don't want to."

I start combing my fingers through her wonderful auburn hair, massaging her scalp. She purrs and snuggles closer.

"I love you, Zach."

"Love you, too."



4. Out
I open the door to our apartment and the first thing I notice is the awful smell of stale air, farts, and sweat. The second thing I notice is the source of that. Kate, eating straight out of a box of frosted loops cereal. She actually has her entire face in there and just tips it upward to make them roll into her mouth. She can barely peer over the edge to see the TV, which is running some kids' cartoons.

I'd be impressed if it wasn't my couch, my apartment, and my cereal.

"We're out of milk, by the way," Kate says in lieu of a greeting. And my milk.

"So go buy some more. Is Thalia home yet?"

"Yeah, she came home. Then she left again."

"Left? Where?"

"I dunno. Some date. She got all dressed up."

"A date with who?"

"How should I know who your wife is dating?"

"Fuck off, Kate."

"Bite me."

"You'll have to shower first."

I head into the bedroom and slam the door. That's enough Kate time for the day.

Thalia doesn't answer her phone. I let it ring six times before hanging up and sending a text instead.

ME: i'm home kate says you're out, when you coming back?

As I get up, my phone buzzes.

THALIA: 40m

Great. No explanation, nothing. She never does that. It will probably take an hour before she gets back if you adjust her estimate. My stomach rumbles. 

"I'm going out," I tell Kate as I put on my shoes.

"Don't forget to buy milk."

I just chuckle. Screw the milk. I'm going to get something to eat.

Roughly forty minutes later I return, my stomach full of burgers and fries. Sometimes it feels good to just eat the worst kind of food you love. Works wonders to clear your stress levels.

In the apartment, the biggest difference is that Kate is no longer using the cereal box as feeding trough. It lies on the ground, empty. I pick it up and throw it in the trash.

It takes Thalia another fifteen minutes to arrive. And what a change she makes. She steps through the door and it's like there's a fresh breeze carrying goodness and hope. She's definitely polished, skinny jeans and a low cut blouse, but not as dressed up as I feared.

"We need milk," Kate greets her.

"I'll get it later, Katie," Thalia replies, brushing her off for once.

Instead, she comes straight for me. She's all hands and tongue, practically shoving me into the bedroom. She doesn't even care that Kate's in the other room.

I'm speechless but fortunately, my pecker has no problems rising to the occasion. Thalia rides me cowgirl style as if possessed by a demon.

I barely last a minute the way she's grinding me into dust. Sweating, she collapses on top of me and kisses me again.

"Oh God, I needed that," she murmurs.

That's when the questions start to form. What exactly spurred my wife into such a frenzied state? "What have you been doing?"

"I was out, getting some more follow up information from some of the guys. Kate wanted me to ask them a bunch of questions."

"And that got you all worked up?"

I feel her tense up like I said something she didn't expect. It only lasts a fraction of a second but with her naked body pressed to mine, there was no way I could have missed it. "No, no, honey. Quite the opposite. Talking to them made me realize just how lucky I am to have you," she says quickly and kisses me.

Something about it feels off. I don't know what. That gut feeling of jealousy and betrayal that always seems to lurk deep inside my stomach. "I thought we agreed you wouldn't do this alone."

"You said last night you didn't want to do anything, so I figured you were okay sitting out for one meeting."

"I meant both of us not doing anything."

"Oh. I must have misunderstood."

"Who'd you meet with anyway?"

Thalia seems to hesitate before answering. "Darryl."



5. Scouting Mission
I am a jealous guy. Always have been. When I'm with someone, I want to be with them and only them. I know that seems a little outdated in this day and age but that doesn't stop the way I feel about things. And marriage is supposed to be the ultimate commitment. A way to show everyone you are dedicated to one person. That's why I put a gold ring on her finger.

So when Thalia told me that she went to see Darryl again, it gnawed at me. All those feelings of insecurity and doubt bubbled up inside of me. Am I not good enough for her? Is she not happy? 

Of course, the rational side of me knows I'm just worrying for no reason. She's trying to hook up Kate with somebody, she's not interested in them at all. We're married and in love. She told me several times that she was sorry and it wouldn't happen again. 

That side typically won out. It eventually overpowers the jealousy and beats it into submission. That, and the fact that usually, everything turns out alright.

But the worst part is the dreams. They're not always the same. Sometimes I'm sitting in a restaurant, turn around, and Thalia's not there anymore. I go look for her but my legs feel like lead and the air is like a thick soup. I wander around trying to find her but she's gone.

Sometimes they're more direct. Sometimes explicit. I wake up sweat-soaked and Thalia is sleeping at my side like an angel. I've never told her about my dreams.

But the point I'm trying to make is, I know myself pretty well. I know how to manage my fears and my jealousy. I know when I'm being stupid.

And I know that something is wrong. Call it a gut feeling, call it a sixth sense, but deep down something is telling me that it's different this time.

It was actually Kate that set me on the trail. I came home and she asked me from her perch on the couch if we were still trying to find a boyfriend for her. That, despite Thalia going out on three more "scouting missions" as she calls it.

In fact, she's going on another one today. She always lets me know beforehand after the first one.

I've never had a reason to distrust my wife and I feel like shit, waiting in the car half a block away from our apartment building. I took off early at work to stalk out my own place. I already saw Thalia's little red Ford go into the parking lot.


It's 5:14 p.m. Thalia's car pulls onto Washington. My stomach is twisted into a knot but I don't have a lot of time to decide whether or not I should follow her.

I turn the key in the ignition and press the gas pedal. The car, unfortunately, starts rolling down Washington.

It's not hard to follow her. I don't know what I expected. They make it look difficult in the movies. All I have to do is hang back a bit and push down the guilt.

We take the route past Hyde Park where I proposed to her. It was Valentine's Day 2013. We had a nice out at a sushi restaurant and took a leisurely stroll. Then it started raining. The forecast had been for clear and warm weather. We were only wearing sweaters it was so warm that day. 

When you're in love, a little thing like rain doesn't stop you. I went down on my knee and popped the question. She said yes. I don't even remember the rain after that.

A year later, I slid the gold ring on her finger.

It takes us fifteen minutes to reach our destination. A small neighborhood in the east end of Springfield. It's full of nice but not extravagant houses, mostly single story ones out of wood.

Thalia pulls up to the curb and parks in front of one of them. Number 2246 on Rosewood Road. I wait about a hundred yards back. She gets out of the car and heads straight for the door. She doesn't look left. She doesn't look right.

Why should she? She's not doing anything wrong, the rational part of my brain reminds me. A wave of guilt hits me again.

The door opens but I can't see who answers it. My wife disappears inside.

It's another moment of truth. Two deep breaths. I just have to know. I just have to. Just so the dreams will stop.

I park at the corner to Hazel Road and wait two minutes. Just in case she comes back out right away. She does not. Just walking down the sidewalk makes me feel like a creep. Fortunately, the street is empty. No sound of children playing or lawnmowers, only the occasional car going past.

Number 2246 is painted in a pine green. One story with a crawlspace. It has a small six-foot wide corridor of lawn, surrounded by a tall privacy fence.

I realize that if anyone were to see me, they'd think I'm a peeping tom. Am I?

There's no time for moral quandaries. I make my way to the side of the building and peer into the first window. It's a bathroom and empty.

The next window peers into the largest room of the house, the living room. Beige couch, mustard carpet, TV. It's empty.

I creep around the building. The porch and first window on the other side also offer me a view of the living room.

Did I get the wrong building? Have they already left? Am I making the worst mistake of my life?

My questions are answered before I even reach the last window. No, no, and a resounding yes.

I can hear them before I see them. The unmistakable sound of moaning, muffled by the thin walls. Each outcry is like a dagger stabbing me in the heart.

Some sick, twisted part of me needs to see it before I believe it's really her. Very carefully, I peer around the edge of the window.

Everything hits me all at once. It's Darryl. Thalia's on top of him. Naked. They're both naked. She's bouncing up and down.

My vision becomes blurry and I feel nauseous. I steady myself against the side of the building. My heart is beating so fast I think it's going to explode. Cold sweat runs down my back.

I have no idea what's going on. My entire foundation just got shattered. Thalia's cheating on me. 

"Ohhh yeah, oh, oh, oh, yeah," she moans.

My wife. 

Details start to fade into view. Like the discarded black and beige dress with Japanese print discarded on the floor. The red silk bed sheets. The dark and silent flatscreen TV.

And the wedding ring on Thalia's finger. Solid gold. Inscribed with "To never forget and to always love." Her fingers are intertwined with Darryl's. She's using them to push herself off.

She has to. The cock sliding into her is enormous. She raises her entire body about six or seven inches. The gargantuan pole is still inside of her. It's oddly bright and shiny. A condom. He's wearing a condom, I realize with some amount of relief. Then she drops back down, letting out a soft "oof" followed by a moan. Her breasts bounce.

"God, you're amazing," Darryl grunts.

"I know, ohh, I know," Thalia pants.

They burst into laughter, briefly stopping their copulation. She leans forward and their lips meet.

It hurts more than the sex. To see her kissing him is more intimate than anything else she could have done.

I want to cry. I want to scream. I want to beat down the door. I want to die. I want the whole world to die. I want to pound my fists on the window until it shatters.

I don't do any of those things. I don't even breathe. 

The only thing rapidly bouncing around my thick skull is that even in the ultimate act of betrayal, Thalia just looks so damn gorgeous.

Her milky white skin is in stark contrast to his mahogany limbs. It's like a fucking Van Gogh painting if Van Gogh directed porn movies featuring my wife.

Thalia resumes the laborious effort of impaling herself on his cock over and over with renewed vigor.

I'm hard. Down there. I only notice it because of the spike of pain.

Jesus, what the hell is happening? How could I possibly get hard?

Except I can't seem to think straight. The animal instinct in me takes over.

I unzip and pull out my cock. One. Two. Three pumps. That's all it takes. I blow my load all over the pine green wood. 

Immediately, the post-orgasm clarity sets in. What the hell am I doing?

I bolt. Not a trot, not a jog. A full-on sprint back to my car. 

I'm a coward. A pathetic coward. My wife is being taken by another man and all I can do is run. 

The image of the two of them embraced in each other on the red satin sheets is seared into my retina. It's all I can see. 

Next thing I know, I'm in the parking lot of our apartment block without any memory of how I got there. And my cock is threatening to burst. I jerk off behind the wheel. Quick, furious strokes.

The cum splatters all over my shirt. I wipe it off as best as I can with a paper tissue.

It just makes me feel even more pathetic. My wife is cheating on me and all I can do is jerk off.

Whatever impression I give off must be a strong one. Kate takes one look at me as I enter and for once doesn't make any snide comment or pointed barb. I shut myself in our bedroom.

That's when the tears come. I sit at the edge of our bed, put my head into my hands, and just cry. Gut-wrenching, spine-shattering sobs.

I don't know how long I cry. How long is an eternity? 

What do I do now? Do I get a divorce? Do I kill her? Do I kill Darryl? No, no, and no. I can't imagine a life without Thalia. But how the hell does a life with Thalia look like?

I don't have an answer.

The alarm clock reads 6:35 p.m. when the front door opens. Kate and Thalia exchange greetings. I'm frozen, lying in the bed, unable to move.

The door opens and Thalia walks in, still wearing that same black and beige dress. Still as beautiful as ever. I thought my heart was broken but at the sight of her, it thumps so hard I wonder if she can hear it.

"What's wrong, Zach? You look awful."

If I didn't know what just happened, I would never be able to tell something is wrong. Only a few strands of hair are out of place. Her cheeks are slightly flustered, but nothing a brisk climb of the stairs couldn't explain. Her smile was immaculate.

"I think I'm sick." My voice croaks, lending credence to my claim.

"Oh no, what's wrong?" she coos and immediately rushes to my side.

I tell her how maybe I ate something bad and feel nauseous. She buys it without a question. She makes me chicken soup, not from scratch, and plays the nurse.

Maybe the woman I saw in Darryl's house had been a different Thalia. It couldn't be the same woman that is lovingly stroking my forehead and spoon feeding me soup in bed.

Except it is. 

Mere minutes ago, she had kissed another man. The same lips that were blowing air on the soup. Has she ever given him a blowjob? The thought of those beautiful, plump lips wrapped around the black cock is too much.

Under the guise of needing the toilet, I flee to the bathroom so I can jerk off again.



6. SpyMaster 3000
The memory haunts me. Day in, day out. Thalia and Darryl. Darryl and Thalia. Cock and vagina. White and black. Wife and thief.

My life is like a fever dream. 

If Thalia suspects anything is amiss, she doesn't show it. I never knew she was that good of an actress. If she can be nonchalant about things like ripping out my heart, what else has she lied about?

She had two more "scouting missions." I tried to needle who it was out of her. It took her some shifting and some thinking to come up with names that weren't Darryl. She said Clarke for the first one. When I asked the second time, it was right at the tip of her tongue: Jorge.

I want to see it again. I want to see Thalia impaled on Darryl's rod. The problem is, I have a job and she always goes on her scouting missions when I'm still at work.

That's where the SpyMaster 3000 comes in. It's a small, one by one inch cube, capable of recording Full HD and sound video. Battery life of forty-eight hours of idling or two hours active recording. There's a slot on the side where you can plug in a MicroSD card. It's motion-detector activated. Cost me only forty bucks.

The only problem is I can't just tape it to Darryl's bedroom window. Too obvious. I'd have to break in but that's too risky.

So the only option is to bring them both back to our apartment.

A plan starts to form in my head. I use my lunch break to set it up, combing our place for good hiding places. The window sill is too obvious. The night table, too. Bed, dresser, mattress. Nothing.

As I rifle through the drawers on Thalia's side of the bed, I stumble across a pack of condoms. Twenty-four brand. There are sixteen left. 

I don't know what demon possesses me to do it. With a big thumbtack, I puncture the center of each condom, masking the hole with the "o" of the brand name. My cock is hard as a rock the entire time. I'm not worried about Thalia getting knocked up, she's on the pill, but the thought of her being defiled like that is supreme.

In the end, I put the SpyMaster 3000 on top of the wardrobe. It's tall enough that nobody is gonna suspect looking for a tiny black cube sitting just at the rim, overseeing the entire room. A quick test confirms that.

The scene is set. I call Thalia at her office.

"Honey, I love you, but we need to finally solve the Kate issue," I say, getting right down to the point. 

"What are you saying?" she asks apprehensively.

"I'm saying we need to start on the next step to her recovery plan. Today."

"Okay, I'm listening."

I don't know if it's guilt or something else but she seems receptive. "Since she's too scared to go out on a date, I say we just bring the date back to our place. We invite one of them, not for a date-date but just hanging out. No pressure."

"I'm not sure if that's a good—"

"It'll be great. We're both there so we can keep the conversation going. Kate just has to look pretty. If we're waiting for her to act, we're gonna die of old age."

"Maybe, but there are—"

"I think we should start off easy. I was thinking we should invite Darryl. He was definitely the friendliest of the bunch and even if things with Kate don't work out, I wouldn't mind hanging out with him for an evening. So what do you think about doing that today?"

The other end of the line stays silent for quite a while. I wonder what must be going through her mind at the moment. Her husband asking her lover to hang out? Finally, she speaks up. "You sure you don't want to start weeding out the bad candidates first?"

"No, let's not waste any time. I want you to call Darryl. Tell him to show up at our place at six o'clock. That'll give me a bit of time to change after work. And also tell Kate to take a shower."

"I can try but I don't know if he's avai—"

"C'mon, I know how convincing you can be. Please, Thalia. I miss having my wife all to myself. I want our life to go back to normal. Please, can you do this for me? I need it."

Bam. Guilt trip laid on top of everything. It works. "Okay," she says, defeated.

For the rest of the day, I have the energy of ten oxen. Landscaping has never been so easy. Thirty-pound bags of dirt feel as light as a feather. Even my coworkers ask what's up with me. I don't dare to tell them the truth, of course. 

At two, I get a text from Thalia, confirming the arrangement. By the time five rolls around, my jaw hurts from all the grinning.

The next part of my plan depends on the luck factor. I park at the end of Washington, still wearing my sweat-stained work clothing, and pull out my phone.

ME: Crap, boss needs us for overtime today we just got a shipment

ME: I'm really really really sorry but I'm gonna run an hour late

ME: I'll be home at seven earliest

Five minutes later, I see Thalia's red Ford pull into the parking lot. My phone buzzes.

THALIA: But this was your idea

ME: I know, I'm sorry. I'll be home as soon as I can. I'll make it up to you

THALIA: Okay

It seems forever for the minutes to tick around. My eyes are glued to the street, scouting for Darryl. I have no idea what he's driving.

Then something incredible happens. A sight I never thought I'd see.

Ten minutes to six, Kate comes walking out of the parking lot. She's wearing actual clothes, not just pajamas. She saunters along the sidewalk for a minute before a cab shows up. She gets in.

My heart is thumping. Thalia's all alone in our place. Or is Darryl already there and I missed it?

An eternity later I look at the clock and see that it's not even six yet. The tension is getting to me.

If I just wait there, I'm gonna make myself crazy. I start the car and get some grub at my favorite burger place. 

Five minutes to seven, I park my car in front of the apartment building and race up the two flights of stairs.

Kate is just sitting on the couch, watching TV, as if nothing had changed. The only indication that I hadn't imagined seeing her outside was that she still wore jeans and the apartment smelled a lot better.

The curiosity to know what happened is killing me. "Darryl still here?" I ask her.

"Nope, he already left," she says and looks at me.

She knows. I don't know how, but she knows. That expression in her eyes tells me everything I need to know. A mixture of sadistic joy and pity. 

The sound of running water pulls me into the bathroom. 

Thalia is standing in the bathtub, sluicing off her naked body. She's perfect in every way. Firm tits with hard nipples. Soapy suds clinging to her thigh.

"Zach! Oh, hi," she says, surprised I just barged in.

"So glad to be home, honey. I need a shower, too. Been hauling bags of dirt for an hour straight."

I strip off my clothes and step into the tub behind her. My cock is hard as a rock.

I can't keep my hands off of her. I don't know for sure if it happened but the thought that she just got fucked by Darryl in my own bed is overwhelming. 

"What's gotten into you?" she says and giggles as I run my hands all over her defiled body.

"I just missed you so much," I whisper in her ear as I shove my dick inside of her.

I wonder if she can even feel my dick after fucking Darryl. A tiny needle compared to a jackhammer.

Five pumps and I'm done

Of course she's cheating on me if I can't even satisfy her anymore.

"Darryl and Kate really didn't get along," Thalia tells me as we towel off.

"I'm sorry I missed it, what happened?"

"We already suspected that he wasn't really her type, turns out we were right. You didn't really miss anything, he was just here for like five minutes."

"Oh, well. At least we tried, right?"

"Right."

The SpyMaster 3000 is still sitting on top of the wardrobe. It's incredibly hard to resist watching the video. I look in the drawer and there are only fifteen condoms left.

Hallelujah.



7. Showtime
On the way to work, I pull off of the freeway onto the access road. From there, onto a dirt road leading into a field of corn. The stalks are tall and shield me from the highway. 

I want privacy for what I'm about to do.

Everything is ready. A towel, the SpyMaster 3000, my phone. I swap the memory card from the camera into my phone.

The video starts with the door opening, activating the motion detector. 

"And this is the bedroom," Thalia says, stepping inside. She's wearing Khaki capri pants and a dark blazer. Her work outfit.

Darryl enters the small room after her, wearing slacks and a mauve dress shirt. He definitely dressed up for the occasion.

"Nice place."

Thalia grabs his shirt and yanks him in for a kiss. I unzip my pants and start stroking.

"You sure you want to do this here?" Darryl asks, looking around. He doesn't look up toward the wardrobe, however.

"Like I said, my husband won't be home until seven and I sent my sister out with my credit card. She'll be busy for a while." So that's what happened to Kate. She licks his neck and unbuckles his belt.

"You're gonna be the death of me, Snowbunny," he laughs. A nickname. He has a nickname for her. He grabs her butt with his large hand and picks her up, then throws her on the bed.

"And I've never felt more alive, my big black stud," she rasps.

I almost ejaculate on the spot. I grab the towel to catch the precum leaking out of my tip.

Darryl starts kissing her and they make out for a while, turning the process of taking off each other's clothes into a game. They're not exactly hurrying but they're not dawdling as well. They are under time constraints after all.

It takes too long for me. I fast-forward, watching Thalia perform a little striptease at the side of the bed in fast, jerky motions. 

When she turns to the drawer, I continue watching. She grabs the pack of condoms and tears off one of them. Doesn't take the time to inspect. Why would she?

Darryl lies on his back and she uses her mouth to tease him to an erection. Her head bobs up and down on his cock. Her auburn hair hides the action from sight. Her ass is up in the air and I can see her other hand slipping in and out of her.

Then she sits up and slides the condom over his shaft. I marvel once again how big it is. My own cock jerks up on its own. I start stroking again.

"Make love to me on my husband's bed," Thalia begs him and he obliges.

Darryl climbs between her legs and starts pumping her missionary style. I'm a little disappointed I can't see the action any better. All I can see is Darryl's butt.

"Oh God, you have the best cock in the world."

They start going at it faster and faster. The moans start to get louder. The cabin of my car is filled with the screams of my wife's pleasure.

"Hold on," Darryl suddenly says and stops. "I think the condom just broke."

"No, no, don't stop, I'm so close," Thalia urges him.

"But the—"

"I don't care. I don't fucking care," she snaps in a sexual frenzy.

Thalia wraps her long legs around his backside and practically pulls him deeper inside of her. He starts plowing once more.

Darryl raises his head in orgasmic triumph and blows his load as Thalia twists and writhes underneath him.

I blow my load into the towel, timing it almost perfectly. The strongest waves of euphoria I have ever felt wash over me.

I keep watching as Darryl collapses next to her. The tattered remnants of the condom are hanging around the base of his cock, which is glistening with Thalia's juices. He strips off the ring with his fist and throws it aside. 

"The condom broke," he says into the quiet.

"Shit. I know. But Jesus Fucking Christ that felt good."

Thalia starts masturbating, rubbing the top of the pussy with three fingers. Her knees drift apart and I can see her vagina perfectly, captured in Full HD. Even on the small screen on my phone, I see a streak of white semen seep out of her.

I rewind the video.

"Hold on," Darryl repeats, pausing. "I think the condom just broke."

"No, no, don't stop, I'm so close."

This time, I manage to cum right when Darryl does. It feels right. That big cock cums inside of my wife while I just jack off into a towel. A damn towel!

My life is pathetic.

This time, I let the video play out.

Darryl starts nibbling on her nipples while she masturbates.

Then the door opens. Kate is standing the doorway. Her eyes are wide, an expression of utter shock and surprise on her face. 

"Katie!" Thalia yelps in surprise.

"Oh my..." Katie gasps. She turns around.

There's a mad scramble. Darryl flies out of bed, not even pulling on his underwear. Thalia nearly breaks the sound barrier, whizzing out of the bedroom completely naked.

"I can explain," Thalia yells from the hallway.

"Fuck!" Katie exclaims loudly.

Darryl leaves the bedroom and closes the door behind him. The voices become muffled. I can't make out what any of them are saying, only that it's loud. 

Then the video shuts off.

Kate definitely knows. The gravity of that sinks in. My sister-in-law caught my wife cheating on me and didn't say anything. Why would she? She hates me. 

There are more video files. Out of curiosity, I open the next.

The door swings open and Thalia enters, alone. She's wearing a pink bathrobe. She bends over next to the bed and picks up the condom fragments. She opens the window. She makes the bed. She cleans up her discarded clothes.

It's only a minute long, ending with her closing the door behind her.

The third video is only a few seconds and features me, entering the bedroom and grabbing the camera off the wardrobe before turning it off.

It's all so overwhelming. I climax two more times before I'm finally spent and head to work.



8. Snowbunny
Three days after the "incident" I come home and, to my complete amazement, the couch is empty. The air smells surprisingly clear. The scent of chicken and onion wafts into my nostrils.

"Where's Kate?" I ask Thalia, who appears to be frying up a delectable dish. She's wearing an airy, green summer dress.

"She's on a date," Thalia says, filled with delight. 

"A date?"

"Yup."

"With who?"

"Friend of Darryl's." She nearly stumbles over Darryl's name. I feel a twinge inside my pants at the mention. 

"Oh?"

"Yeah. He felt bad about Kate... not working out, so he set her up with a friend who he said she would get along."

"You've been trying to get Kate to go out on a date for two weeks and the moment a stranger asks her she does it?"

"There were extenuating circumstances."

"Such as?" I ask, raising my eyebrow. I can probably guess that there had been some strong words involved and that Thalia probably — no, definitely wasn't telling the whole truth.

"Never mind. Darryl can be quite convincing when he wants to be."

"I'm sure he is."

She gives me an odd look as if she can't figure out what I meant but she also really doesn't want to press the subject.

I walk up behind her and kiss her gorgeous neck. She's tense, I can feel it.

As far as I know, there haven't been any more trysts with Darryl. Maybe it's guilt, maybe it's something else. But I know she's not happy.

More than anything in the world, I want her to be happy. 

"Are you relieved now that you don't have to go on dates for Kate anymore?" I say, probing the topic.

"Of course I am, honey. Well, I mean, yes and no. It was pretty nice getting to know new people. Have new experiences. It was really enlightening."

I bet it was. "What'd you learn?"

"How lucky I am to have such a loving, trusting husband," she says. Her eyes well up with tears.

It's not going the way I had hoped. She's probably in pain. Kate caught her cheating, so she thinks it's only a matter of time before I find out. Torturing herself over her infidelity. Her weakness.

The power to end that lies with me.

I wrap my arms around my lovely wife and whisper in her ear: "I want you to know that I will always love you with my entire heart. I want you to be happy, Snowbunny."

Thalia gasps loudly. She whirls around, pushing me away with strength I've never seen before. I stagger a few steps but catch my balance. Her eyes are torn wide up, bulging. She looks like she's seen death. "What did you just call me?"

"I told you, I love you no matter what you do. Or who you do. Snowbunny."

Thalia's face goes pale as a sheet. "You know?" She braces herself against the countertop.

"That you've been sleeping with Darryl? Yes."

"Oh God, oh God, oh God," she stammers, breathing heavily.

I rush up to her and kiss her. She's confused and pushes me away. She's still looking at me with those enormous doe eyes. Now or never. "I've never seen anything more beautiful than you impaled on that massive cock, Thalia. I'd frame it and hang it in the louvre. You are magnificent. I want you to keep doing what makes you happy. I want to worship you." As the words flow out of my mouth, I get more and more turned on. "I want to kiss your adulterous cunt."

I sink down on my knees and lift the hem of her dress. It's warm under there. I kiss my way up her bare legs and yank down her cotton briefs. 

I glomp down on her pussy like a hungry wolf. My nose is filled with her aroma. My mouth is full of her taste. I muster up all the skill I possess.

After a few seconds, Thalia starts to get into it. She spreads her thighs to give me better access and I reward her with some flicks across her clit. She grabs my head with her hands through the dresses' fabric and pushes me even deeper.

The moans and sighs that fill the kitchen are like angels serenading me. I keep at it until she squirms and shudders and cums on my face.

Thalia slides down the cabinet and comes to rest on the floor next to me. "I don't know what's going on anymore," she whispers.

I don't say anything. I kiss her on the knee. I grab her hand and hold it. She intertwines her fingers with mine. That makes me happy. We are still a couple.

After a minute of quiet, she speaks up. "You said you... saw me?"

That's when I tell her my side of the story. The suspicion. The slip up from Kate. Following her to Darryl's house. I even tell her I jerked off on his wall. The SpyMaster 3000. Everything.

She listens attentively. 

When I'm done, she kisses me. She pulls my head into her lap and cradles me, stroking my hair. 

It's perfect.



9. Together
The doorbell rings. Excitement bubbles up inside of me. It's finally happening! I've waited so long. An entire week.

I rush towards the door but Kate beats me to it, which is a surprise given that she's wearing a tight dress and high heels. She flips me the bird.

Darryl and Eli, stand there. Next to his friend, Darryl almost disappears. Eli is a tall motherfucker. About 6'5" with broad shoulders, bulging arms, and a leather vest. He looks more like a black bear than a human. 

With a roar, Eli scoops up Kate and whirls her around. Cradling her in his arms, he starts frenching her with a lot of tongue. The muscles aren't just for show, any guy who can pick up my sister-in-law is the real deal.

Kate breaks the kiss to gasp for air. She turns to me. "Bye bye, you pathetic fucking cuckold. Eli, take me away from this hellhole."

Yeah. Kate finding out I wanted Thalia to sleep with other guys didn't exactly improve my standing with her. I don't mind. She's right. I am pathetic. Seeing her get carried down the stairs is a great start to my evening.

"Hello Darryl, please come in."

It's the first time I've seen him face to face since we met at The Wies'n. He somehow looks bigger than before. Older. He greets me in return and awkwardly shuffles inside, taking off his shoes. I'm not sure if I'm supposed to shake his hand. He makes no motion to do anything of the sort.

What exactly are you supposed to say to the man who's fucking your wife?

"Want a drink? We have water, milk, and orange juice." In all the hubbub, I completely forgot about restocking on alcohol.

"Nah, it's alright."

"Is that Darryl?" Thalia yells from the bedroom.

"Yes."

Thalia emerges looking absolutely radiant. She spent two hours dressing up. Her skin is flawless. Her eyebrows are on point. She's wearing a gorgeous red sheath dress. It clings to every one of her curves. She's not wearing any underwear beneath. Her hair is tied up in the back.

"Wow, you look amazing," I tell her.

"Hot damn," Darryl says and whistles.

We look at each other and it's like we have this connection between us. Both of us love Thalia. But only one of us gets to fuck her tonight.

Thalia flows towards us on bare feet and sidles up to Darryl. She looks at me as if she's asking for permission and I nod. She presses her lips to Darryl's and kisses him. It hurts me inside. My chest contracts and stings. But I'm also erect. 

Then she kisses me and I can taste Darryl on her lips.

"You want anything to drink?" Thalia offers.

Darryl and I laugh. Some of the awkwardness goes away but a different sort of tension comes up. 

Fortunately, Thalia takes the reigns. "I missed you so much, Darryl," she says and wraps her arms around his neck. "I haven't had sex in six days."

"You haven't?" he asks, shooting me an accusatory glance.

"I told her I wouldn't make love to her until she agreed to this. And when she did, it didn't seem right anymore to waste her energy on anything but the best."

"I need your cock, my big black stud," Thalia coos. She pulls his dress shirt out of his pants and snakes her hand inside, fishing for his dick. Once she finds it, she leads him towards the bedroom. I follow meekly.

The place looks and smells great. The curtains are drawn and the entire room is lit by a dozen candles. Thalia sits down at the edge of the bed and pulls Darryl closer. She quickly undoes his belt and pushes down his pants.

I walk around the side and my breath catches in my throat. His cock, even flaccid, is so big. Seeing it up close really shows me for the first time just how big it really is.

"Come over here honey, I want to compare you two."

Dutifully, I strip down to nothing but socks. Darryl takes off his shirt.

"Now do you see why I need you?" Thalia says and Darryl chuckles.

I can't decide what's worse. Is it the fact that my cock, fully erect, seems barely bigger than just the glans of Darryl's beast, or is it the fact that I'm erect in the first place?

Thalia grabs his manmeat and touches his tip to mine. "Boop!" she says and giggles. A shiver runs through my body. I have just been blessed by an incredible cock and I know it.

She leans forward and wraps her lips around his head, dragging them along his sensitive skin. Red lipstick marks are left behind. "Oh God, I've missed this so much."  She rises to her feet and turns around to look at me. "Honey? Please demonstrate your willingness by undressing me."

I obey her instruction. I bend at the knees and grab both sides of her dress. It seems a shame to already take it off so quickly after putting it on. The stretchy garment slides over her smooth skin without too many efforts.

Thalia lifts her arms and I pull the dress over her head. Her hair comes loose and tumbles over her naked shoulders. She places on hand on Darryl's chest and pushes him backward on the bed.

Then she practically pounces on him. Kissing him. His dark hands glide over her back and ass, squeezing it. 

My entire body tingles. I know that if I start jerking now, I'll pop in seconds. So I don't. 

Darryl's cock rises to its full magnificence. "You're one wild woman, Snowbunny," he says and laughs with pure joy. His feet stick out of the edge of the bed.

Wet trails are left on his stomach where Thalia drags her pussy over his skin. She's practically dry humping him.

"Honey, there's a cock right there," I tell her.

I squat at the edge of the bed, ready for it. She lifts her ass up and guides his cock to her entrance.

As I watch it, I feel lightheaded. Darryl's enormous glans pushes aside my wife's labia. They seem to mold themselves to his shape, hungrily gobbling up every inch of black dick.

It's too much for me to handle. I jerk off so hard my wrist hurts but I can barely feel the climax. Warm seed covers my palm and I wipe it off on the bed sheets.

"Oh God, this is so good," Thalia moans, thrusting herself on him.

I agree wholeheartedly. Darryl's rasps of pleasure do the talking for him. A wet trail of her juices runs over his shaved balls.

After watching the incredible display for a minute, awed by the beauty of the black cock savaging my wife's pussy, I kneel halfway on the bed. I run my hands all over my wife's flawless body. A sheen of sweat covers her skin. I reach around and squeeze her breasts. I kiss her neck. I pinch her nipples. I massage her buttock. I tease her sphincter with my middle finger.

But she's only half of it.  "Can I touch it?" I ask.

"He means you," Thalia says and giggles.

"Sure," Darryl grunts.

I slip my hand between them. They slow down their coupling. 

My fingers just about reach around the thick base of his shaft. It's warm and slick. Just under the skin, I can feel the torrent of blood rushing through his cock. 

It's raw fury. Masculine power.

Thalia resumes fucking him. Even with my hand gripping his dick, there is far more than enough cock left for her to enjoy. Her hot lips slam into my thumb and forefinger. She's so incredibly wet that drops run over my knuckles. 

I cum again after barely touching myself and let go of his cock again. But the memory of it remains. Every woman in the world should be able to enjoy that immense pleasure. 

A profound happiness fills me that my wife gets to enjoy this. 

Thalia lets out a loud, low orgasmic groan. Her entire body flexes and shivers with her powerful climax. 

I wish it were possible to just capture that moment and keep it for all eternity. 

She collapses forward and Darryl takes over. He thrusts his hips, slamming into her with loud, wet slaps. Thalia's moans take on a slightly painful edge, overstimulated after her orgasm.

"Oh yeah, baby, please come in me," she urges him on.

Darryl's hands tightly squeeze her ass and pull her cheeks apart. Spreading her open. For me. His cock spasms and pulsated. Pump after pump after pump.

He doesn't pull out, instead very slowly continuing to thrust. White, frothy substance bubbles out of the edges.

They lie there, embraced in each other's arms, kissing. I don't care to interrupt their happiness. 

After a few minutes, she finally rolls off of him. Her face is flush and her makeup is slightly smudged but she has never looked more beautiful. She's grinning from ear to ear.

"So, what'd you think, honey?"

"I love you, Thalia. I love you so much it hurts."

Darryl shakes his head and folds his arms behind his head. "I don't get it."

"I don't get it either," I admit and start laughing. They both join in.



10. Freak Show
They do it two more times. Doggystyle and missionary. Thalia's three favorite positions. By the end, Darryl is completely exhausted. My dick feels chafed. Even Thalia is spent.

I lie next to them in bed, watching them spoon and kiss.

"So is this gonna be a regular thing?" Darryl asks, nibbling on her ear.

"Yes but not like this," Thalia says.

"This one was special. The first time," I say.

"Oh, good," Darryl says and exhales in relief. "I don't know if I have the strength do this often."

"You two can hook up whenever you want. I want Thalia to be free to fuck anyone she wants, whenever she wants. Who she picks is up to her."

"Mmm, my own personal little fuck doll," Darryl says.

"Yes, I'm all yours," Thalia purrs.

The front door opens. It can only be Kate. Thalia dislodges herself and makes us all get under the blanket. Just in case.

Sure enough, as we are settling in under the warm covers, the door to the bedroom opens and Kate pokes her head in. "How's the freak show going?"

"Going very well," Thalia says and grins. "How was your date with Eli?"

"It was great. Thanks for hooking us up, Darryl."

"No problem."

"That's three dates already," I point out. "When are you moving out?"

"Bite me, jackass. But, actually, you do have a point. It would be great to have my own room again."

"You're not getting ours," I fire back.

"Wouldn't want it. This one stinks and there's cum all over the sheets. I started looking for a place."

"Oh, that's wonderful," Thalia exclaims.

"Are you gonna keep fucking for a while because I'm actually pretty worn out and would like to go sleep some time today."

"I suppose now is as good of a time to call it as any," Darryl says. "I still gotta drive home and I need to wake up early tomorrow."

"Great!" Kate pipes out and shuts the door.

Darryl gets out from under the covers. "We'll definitely have to this again sometime. It was really powerful."

"Absolutely," I agree.

The man gets dressed while we chitchat for a bit. Then he's gone and the room feels suddenly empty.

"So? What'd you think?" Thalia asks, turning to me.

"Incredible. Better than anything I imagined."

"And us? What's gonna happen to our relationship? To our marriage?"

"We still do everything we do before. Dates. Dinners. Vacations. The only difference is now you get to have sex with anyone you want."

"Are we still gonna do it?"

Instead of answering with words, I dive underneath the blanket. It's warm and humid. In the darkness, I navigate by touch to the heaven between her legs.

I start lapping at away are her incredibly wet pussy. My tongue slithers deep inside of her. The difference has been apparent the moment my lips touched her folds.

I can taste the salty seeds left behind by Darryl. I dig in deeper, eating his cum out of nature's bowl.

I just want to show her how much I love her. How much I desire her. 

Her moans let me know that my message is well received.



Epilogue.
It's a beautiful day. The weather is warm with the occasional cool breeze. Not too many clouds out. Sometimes I'm glad I get to work outside. It'd be perfect if it wasn't for the work.

My back hurts and my biceps ache. There are machines for so many things now but adding a fresh layer of topsoil to an already existing garden is still a hands-on activity. Hauling around fifty-pound bags of nutrient-rich dirt, spending hours hunched over and carefully spreading it.

The t-shirt on my back has been soaked through. I'm not the only one. Everyone is eager for the lunch break. Bottles of beer are passed around. Sandwiches come out.

My phone buzzes. I pull it out and it's a video from Thalia.

While the others are hungrily wolfing down their food, I excuse myself and move away from the group.

The video is taken at a selfie angle. She's naked, riding a fat cock. I don't know whose it is, nor can I see much more of him than his cock and abdomen. He's black, has abs, and a bulky waist.

Thalia's moans emanate in a tiny sound from the speakers. "Hope you're... having fun... at work... I sure am," she pants.

The clip cuts off there. I watch it again, taking a bite out of my sandwich.

That's been happening more and more often lately. I get a message in the middle of the day from her. She sends me pictures and videos of her fucking black cocks. I lost track of how many different guys by now. 

After watching that, I am energized. My back barely stings and my arms feel great. 

Later, once I'm home, she'll tell me all about it in detail. We'll sit on our Kate-free couch, drink a glass of wine, and cuddle.

Life is perfect.
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