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Chapter 1
Natalia threw her gym bag on the floor of the hotel room and flopped onto the king size bed. She was still sweating from the match and the cleft her breasts made, pressed together by an almost too tight sports bra, glistened with her salty moisture. She closed her eyes, put a hand on her forehead and let out a giant sigh.

I let myself stare at her for a moment. Her long, lean legs dangled over the edge of the bed. I could just make out the tight white cotton of her panties beneath the tennis skirt she was wearing. "You did good out there," I said, walking over to the window and drawing the blinds. I grabbed the remote for the air conditioning and turned the fan all the way up. A blast of cold air shot out from the vent by the ceiling.

"Fuck that," she muttered, "I lost."

"Yeah, but it was a hot day. And you just played two days ago. I don't know who fucked up the schedule. I'm still gonna call someone about that."

"Forget it Dennis. It wasn't the heat. It wasn't the game two days ago." She popped up on the bed and propped herself up on her elbows. "Since when do you make excuses for my shitty playing anyways?"

"I'm not making excuses. I really thought you did good." Her tits looked even better now that she was half sitting. She swung her feet back and forth, making the muscles flex in her lithe legs. I looked away. It was the thing to do. The last thing she needed now was me leering at her and bugging her for sex.

"What's the matter?" I heard the hint of a smile in her voice and looked back. She was smiling. Just a bit.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean what's the matter, you don't like my legs anymore?"

I let out a chuckle. Natalia could always tell. "I just don't want to bug you. You had a hard day. You want to watch your match?" I started rummaging around in her bag for the video recorder.

"No. I want you to come over here."

This was new. Was she serious? "What are you talking about?" I looked up at her again.

She'd spread her legs a little more, revealing a line of dampness on her panties. Right above her slit.

"I'm talking about you coming over here and fucking my brains out." She said it deadpan.

It made my cock move. "You sure the heat didn't get to you?" I straightened up, video recorder in hand.

"I'm sure. Now are you going to fuck me or not? Cause if not I'm gonna go take a shower."

Yikes. "You don't want to shower first?"

The smile crept back across her lips. "Nope."

I put the recorder down and walked over to the bed. I stared down at her. My cock was bulging against my pants. I saw her catch a glimpse of it, then her eyes came back up to mine. "Cause you're kind of sweaty."

Her smile widened. "Yeah. I know. You like that don't you?"

I did. It was just a little confusing. Sex after a match? "We should watch the match. While it's still fresh."

She shook her head. "Hey, what is this? Did the heat get to you? Or are you just getting old? Since when do you say no to sex?"

Getting old? Fuck that. I dropped down onto her, pressing her legs open. I leaned in and sucked at the soft spot on her neck. She was hot and salty. "Getting old?" I growled, rolling off to one side and pressing my hand between her legs. My fingers came up against the soaked cotton of her panties. Fuck. She was raring to go.

She spun out from under me, rolled me onto my back and swung her leg over my waist, straddling me. "So that's what it takes? A little insult to get you going?" she said with a grin. She ground her hips against my hard cock.

Fuck she was hot.

She hooked her fingers under her shirt and yank it off, along with her sports bra. Her tits came tumbling out.

I couldn't resist reaching up cupping my hands under those big, beautiful breasts. I pinched her nipples, rolling the between my finger and thumb.

She looked down. "You still like those too?"

I nodded.

Smiling, she leaned over me slowly, crawling up my body, making sure to drag her sweaty panties along my cock. She offered me her breast.

My cock flexed as I took her nipple in my mouth and sucked. It made her purr and close her eyes. She loved it when I sucked on her soft, pink nipples. I sucked it a little longer, rolling my tongue around it and collecting the salty sweat.

She pulled back, popping the sweaty nipple out from between my lips and offering me the other one. I did the same thing, licking and sucking it until it couldn't get any harder. My cock felt like it was going to split a hole in my pants.

"You like that?" she cooed into my ear, her breath hot against my cheek. "You like me all sweaty and nasty, don't you?"

"Suck my cock?" I asked. The only thing Natalia did better than play tennis was give head.

She shrugged. "Nah. I don't think so. Not today. You owe me one for playing in that heat anyways."

"I do?" I asked, knowing exactly where she was going with this. My cock flexed again.

"Yup. Besides it seems like you're already ready." She reached down between us and squeezed my balls.

"Ouch, fuck!" I cringed as a bolt of pain shot through me from what she'd done.

"Oh, sorry baby!" she cooed. She sat up, grinding her pussy against my shaft again. Slowly, carefully, she started to hike her skirt up her body. She pulled the elastic up over her breasts, letting the fabric linger on them until she yanked it off in a second reveal.

My eyes roamed down her body. Fuck she was fit. Every muscle in her body toned from tennis and running and weights. You couldn't dream up a better looking twenty-nine year old woman. I looked up to see her smiling at me. She cupped her tits with her hands, kneading them and moving them up and down.

"Still like me?"

I nodded.

"Good." She leaned over me again, her mouth close to my ear. "'Cause I want you to lick my sweaty little pussy."

You didn't have to ask me twice. I put my hands on her ass and yanked her up my body. She let out a shriek that ended in a giggle as I pried her panties to one side revealing her tight, shaved sex.

"Come on baby. Lick my puss," she whispered, lowering herself onto me.

I groaned as the taste of her sweaty sex and seeping juices drenched my tongue in a salty tang. I pulled her up closer, so her hole was above my tongue and pushed myself deep into her slit.

She groaned and slid her fingers into my hair, clutching at me with her fists. She moved her hips back and forth as I fucked her hole with my tongue, grinding against my mouth like she had against my cock.

"Fuck yeah baby," she seethed above me as I tried to get deeper into her body. I felt her pussy start to tighten.

I swept up her slit. My tongue was aching from fucking her with it. I found her clit. It was hard and tight and ready. I flicked it with my tongue making her bounce on my face, then I settled into a nice steady rhythm, circling and sucking, circling and sucking.

"Oh fuck," she moaned above me as I felt her body tighten. She squeezed my face with her thighs. I felt them start to shake.

My tongue started aching from making circles. My jaw did, too. But the only thing I loved more than coming inside her was making her come. I pushed past the pain and kept licking.

"Fuck baby, yes! You're gonna make me fucking come!" she moaned.

I kept sweeping around her tender clit, her juices soaking my jaw and running down onto my neck.

"Fuck don't stop, don't stop!" she cried just as I felt the first flex of orgasm take her. She threw her head back and screamed as her whole body shook on my face and more of her wetness seeped from her pulsing pussy. She yanked my head up, slamming my mouth against her pussy as she rode my face back and forth. She moaned. Her hips jutted forward and back.

I kept licking that sweet, salty pussy, lapping up her juice until there was nothing left of her climax and she fell forward over me.

Fuck that turned me on. I rolled her off to one side, clutching at my belt with one hand.

She rolled onto her back, watching me tug and tear at my pants, desperate to get them off. When I finally pulled them off, I yanked my shirt over my head and crawled in between her legs.

She opened for me, staring up into my eyes with a smile.

I pressed the head of my cock against her hot, wet slit.

"Wait!" she said with wide open eyes.

"What?" It was all I could do to keep from fucking my cock deep into her.

Her surprise melted back into a smile as she bit her lip. "I stopped taking my pill," she whispered with a sly smile.

A bolt of nervous energy tore through me. "You what?!?"

"Are you mad? I just though you should know."

I couldn't believe it. "Thought I should know?!? What the fuck are you talking about?"

She rolled her eyes. "Come on, Dennis, we've been talking about this for months. It's not gonna happen that quickly anyways. Besides, I thought it'd be kind of hot. You know, you fucking me for real. The way nature intended?" The smile had crept back across her lips.

Mischievous little slut. I didn't want to make her feel bad but...fuck. What a way to tell me. "You couldn't have told me earlier? Before I got in between your legs?"

"If I told you before, would you have crawled between them?"

Fuck.

"Come on baby. Fuck me. I know you want to do it. You want to fill that pussy up with your cum."

My cock was so stiff I thought it was going to fall off. She wriggled her hips, pushing her hot pussy against my throbbing head.

"Think about it, think of all that hot cum swimming up inside me," she whispered. Her eyes were wide with excitement. Like she was going to get off on it as much as I was.

"Fuck it," I mumbled. I grabbed her hair, yanking her head to one side, exposing her neck. My hips slammed forward. My cock drove deep into her sweaty cunt. Instincts took over. Suddenly we were just two shapes of flesh, tearing at each other, grinding against each other, trying to fill and be filled as deeply as we could.

Our two bodies together turned into a frenzy of sex. I could feel hot cum moving from deep inside me. She wrapped her legs around me. I slammed into her harder. Her pussy squeezed around my cock.

"Oh fuck baby, you're gonna make me fucking come again!" she panted, grinding against me. "You're gonna make me cum."

The way she said it, so ecstatic and delirious and desperate drove me over the edge. "Fuck!" I groaned as I felt the seed start spurting out of me.

"Are you coming?" she begged, clawing at my body. "Are you coming in my bare pussy? Oh fuck that's so hot!"

And suddenly we were both in the grips of a shared climax that moved back and forth between us as we flexed and fucked and squeezed. Hot cum shot out of me, glazing her bare walls and starting to swim deep into her insides.

Her pussy clenched around my hard cock. Her legs gripped my waist. She dragged her nails along my back and screamed. Another wave of climax slammed into both of us, then started to ebb.

I fucked my cock into her long after I'd come. Like my body wanted to drive my sperm even deeper inside her. Once the feeling had slipped away completely I fell out of her and rolled off on one side of the bed. We both lay panting for a few minutes in the silence.

"Holy fuck that was hot," I finally managed on an exhale.

She rolled over onto me, her tight body glistening with sweat. She smiled. "Want to do it again?"

 




Chapter 2
"What the fuck has gotten into you?"

She giggled at the question and her hand drifted down my body and squeezed my softening cock. "Just fun is all. What?"

I peered at her, trying to figure out what the look on her face meant. "Fun? You really want to have this baby, don't you?"

She huffed and rolled her eyes and flopped down on the bed. "Honestly Dennis? Yes. I really want to have a fucking baby. I'm tired of this. I'm tired of the fucking circuit. I'm tired about worrying about whether I had enough carbs yesterday or not. I'm tired of feeling like shit in the sun and losing games."

"Babe, you're not losing that many games."

"Yeah, I just don't care."

"What do you mean you don't care? You love this."

She rolled over, propped her head up on her hand and looked me in the eye. "Dennis, I loved this. Past tense. I'm over it."

"What the fuck do you mean you're over it?!? You're so fucking close to grand slam!"

"That's what I'm saying. I just don't fucking care any more."

I was floored. Not that she wasn't allowed to have her own opinion. It's just that we'd worked so hard for this. All of the biggest tournaments. She was so close! "Baby, can we just hold off a little while longer? I know you can do this. You're close. You're at the top of your fucking game." I kissed her cheek.

She sighed again and rolled away. "Dennis, I've got this. I know already. I'm good and I know I can do this. I just don't care anymore."

I didn't get it. This wasn't my Natalia. This wasn't the girl that was in it to win it. This wasn't my wife! "Where the hell is all this coming from?"

"I don't know," she said, sighing again and looking the other way. "I guess...I guess I just know that I could do it if I wanted to. Honestly that's kind of enough for me. I don't care about actually doing it."

This was very perplexing. "So what do you care about?"

She rolled back over towards me. She was smiling again. It felt good, seeing her smile. "I care about us. I care about a baby. I care about starting a family and settling down and having a nice life. I've worked my ass off. We've worked our asses off. Can't we just, I don't know, coast for a while?"

A baby. We'd been talking about a baby for a while now. It wasn't that I didn't want it. I did want it. We were just so close. She was close. So close to killing it on the court. She was so close to being the top female player and now she wanted to quit.

And it wasn't just that. Every time she brought up the baby thing, I couldn't help but think about what I'd thought about every single day since I'd married her. Every single time we'd had sex. I was the only one. I was the only guy she'd ever dated. I was the only guy she'd ever slept with. I was...the only guy she'd ever known.

"What? Now what are you thinking about?" she asked with a smile. "I can tell it's something."

"Just the same old shit, I guess."

"What's the same old shit?" She leaned closer and traced a line through the hair on my chest.

"Aw fuck, Natalie, you know."

"I don't know. Tell me."

I kind of hated when she did this, made me confess about what I really thought. I kind of loved it, too. "The same old shit I always think about when we talk about this. What about you? What about...you know....the thing?"

The thing. It's what we called her monogamy. It's what we called the fact that she'd never been with another guy. It's what we called this weird relationship that we'd started when she was nineteen. When I became her coach.

She curled up to me. "I thought we already settled that? I thought we decided it wasn't a thing after all?"

"I think that was just you."

"Was it?" she asked, yawning. It was her favourite calming signal.

"Yeah. And you didn't really say that, remember? You said it wasn't worth talking about."

"Well, maybe it's not."

"I think it is." I nudged her off of me so I could sit up. "I want to talk about it again."

"Ugh, Dennis," she said, rolling her eyes. "Do we have to?"

Did we have to? Maybe we didn't right then. Maybe we could have just left it for another time or never talked about it. But something lived in a dark part of my mind. Something that would not let me fall back asleep at night if I woke up. Something that I let out occasionally, that came slithering out of the darkness so I could stare it, part disgusted, part horrified and part entranced.

This wasn't just about Natalia being with another guy. It wasn't just about her experiencing someone other than me. Part of it was about me. Part of it was about me not being able to shake the notion of her with another man.

"Now what are you thinking about? More Sex?" she giggled, reaching down to grab my cock.

A shiver ran through me at how close she was to the truth. "Kind of," I replied.

"Good. Then let's stop talking and start doing!" She shuffled closer and kissed me on the arm.

It was tough to resist her beautiful body but I knew I couldn't let this go on any longer. It had haunted me for years and if she was this serious about having a baby, I knew it was time to get it out of the way.

"Wait," I said as she started stroking my cock again.

"I don't want to wait," she purred, crawling onto me again. My cock was half-hard and she put her hand between her legs to stroke it against her used but still wet pussy. She was soaked. She was really raring to go. Our eyes met and her mouth twisted into a sinful smile. She sank a little lower, pressing the head of my cock between her soft pussy lips.

I felt myself get harder. Maybe it could wait after all? Maybe we could have the conversation another day? Maybe there was no need? Maybe there was no reason to have it all? Was I just being crazy?

"I want you to have sex with another man."

The smile dropped from her face. Her lips parted and her eyes opened wider. "Dennis," she whispered. "What the fuck?" She rolled off, leaving my cock hard and bouncing at my waist. She slid over to the side of the bed, shaking her head and staring at me. "What the actual fuck?"

I sat up. My cock had started aching now. I couldn't believe I'd said it out loud. At the same time I felt like a massive weight had been lifted off my chest because I had. I'd been carrying it around for so long. I'd wanted to tell her so many times. Now it was out there. There was no taking it back.

"I don't mean right now. You can still come back here and have sex with me right now," I said, trying to lighten the mood.

She shook her head and scowled.

Shit. Maybe I could have waited until later. Too late now.

"Why did you say that?" All the playfulness was gone from her expression and her tone. There was only serious concern now.

"Because...because I've been thinking about it." I didn't mean for it to sound trite.

"For how long?"

"Honestly? Since we got married. We've talked about this. You know about this."

"I didn't know you were that serious about it. I didn't know you actually wanted me to do it?"

"I actually do."

Hearing the words sent another wave of shock through her. She balked and looked down at the bed.

"Why are you reacting like this? I've more or less told you this same thing before..."

"Not like that. Not right about when we're about to have sex!" She whipped her hand out, like she was throwing the last word at me.

"Okay, maybe my timing was a little off."

Maybe not.

"How are you still even hard?!? After saying something like that?"

That one was a little trickier. Did I tell her? Did I tell her about all the times I'd fantasized about it? Did I tell her about how I imagined another man crawling in between her legs? Or kissing her breasts? Or yanking that ponytail she wore before burying himself in her tight pussy?

"Dennis?" Her voice broke my trance.

"Yeah?"

"Now what are you thinking about?" she whispered. Her eyes moved back and forth between mine and my bouncing cock.

I'd won Wimbledon back in the day. I'd never felt as nervous on the court as I did now. Naked. In bed with my wife. About to reveal my biggest secret.

"I'm thinking of what it would be like to watch."

 




Chapter 3
"Dennis what the fuck are you talking about?"

Aghast. It was the only word I could find to describe what she sounded like. Aghast.

"I'm talking about...what I said." I turned my eyes down. I couldn't bear to look at her. "Don't make me say it again?"

She shuffled closer, which made me feel better. I stole a glance at her ripe, round breasts. "Did you just say you want to watch me have sex with another man?"

I looked up. She didn't look quite as stunned as she had a second ago, but definitely still surprised. "Yeah. That's what I said."

"Are you serious?"

"Yeah. I think I'm serious."

"You think? You think?!? Isn't that something you want to be sure you're serious about before you say it?"

I couldn't help but chuckle. I'd thought about it so many times. I'd thought about this conversation so many times. How it would go. How she'd react. How the hell I would explain. It kind of felt like saying it out loud finally made it serious. Brought it into the real world instead of just festering in my mind.

"I'm serious. I mean, I am now that I said it. Before? I didn't know so much."

"What? What do you mean? What does that even mean you didn't know so much?"

I took a deep breath. It was time to come clean. "You remember every time we talked about this?" I asked. "Do you remember how hot the sex was afterwards?"

Her eyes drifted towards the bed as she reached back in her mind. "I guess...I don't really remember all of them to be honest."

"Well I do. Every single time we talked about it we ended up having sex. And every single time you were so turned on. I remember it because that made me so turned on. And you were rough and ready to fuck. You wanted it hard and you came over and over. You've got to remember that."

"Yeah. I guess the sex was good but why do you think it has anything to do with this? With me being with another guy? Or us talking about it?"

Even just hearing her say it sent a pulse of jealous lust pumping through me. "Come on," I said, lowering my voice and leaning in closer towards her. "Don't tell me you haven't thought about it? Don't tell me you've never thought about having sex with someone else? With a younger guy? Someone that's in the same fucking amazing shape you're in. Someone that can fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked?"

I swear I hadn't rehearsed that. It all just kind of came out sounding that polished.

"Dennis stop it. I love you. I love our sex life."

"I know you do. You know I do to, right? But this isn't about that. Or, it is but it isn't. I want to do this for you. I want you to know what sex is like with more than just me."

"Why?"

"Because...well, for starters, what if you get curious later? What if you get curious after we have a baby and things get complicated?"

"Complicated? What? Curious? Dennis, what are you talking about! I'm not going to have an affair after we have a baby. Is that what this is about? Are you scared that I'll leave you? Because you're ten years older than me?"

"Yeah, I mean, there's an element of that but it's not just that. You never answered my question, though."

"What question?"

"Whether you've thought about having sex with someone else?"

She sighed and rolled her eyes and looked away.

"It's okay," I said, putting a hand on her arm. "I'm the one that started this, remember? You're allowed to say yes."

She turned to look at me again. "Okay, fine! I have! I have thought about it. As if you haven't! Men are always thinking about that!"

"I know, Natalia, I'm not accusing you of anything. I'm not trying to start a fight. I just want to talk about it."

She didn't seem convinced.

"When do you think about it?" I asked, my voice quiet.

She balked again. "I'm not telling you that! I'm allowed to have some secrets, aren't I?"

"Of course you are. I just thought this might be one that was fun to share." I picked up her hand and gave it a squeeze.

She shook her head again but the gesture seemed to settle her down. We sat there in silence for a while with me staring at her while she looked anywhere but back up. "You first," she said, finally.

"What?"

"You go first."

"You want me to tell you..."

"I want you to tell me about other women you've thought about."

I stifled a laugh. "Baby you're not going to believe this but I only have eyes for you. I mean it!"

"See! You won't do it!" She slapped me and looked away again.

I got closer still. "I will tell you something else though."

She looked back up. "What?"

"I'll tell you about the times I've thought about you and other guys."

She let out a slight gasp but her eyes came back up filled with curiosity and wonder.

"I'm glad that got your attention," I said, smiling.

"Are you serious?" she whispered. "You think about that?"

"Yup," I said, lying back on the pillows. My cock was still rock hard. She stole another glance at it, then blushed when she saw that I'd noticed. "I know it sounds a little weird..."

"A little?"

"Okay, maybe more than a little but that's how it is. I can't really help it. My brain's just wired like that I guess."

She bit her lip. "So...like...what do you think about?"

"Come back here and I'll tell you." I patted the spot beside me.

She crawled over and nestled back up against my body. I felt her pulse inside her chest. Her heart was beating fast.

I closed my eyes. "I think about you, lying on your back on a bed just like this. Maybe in a hotel? Somewhere nice. I think about how beautiful you are and what a lucky guy I am to have you. And then I think about what it would look like."

"What what would look like?" she asked, breathless.

"What it would look like to see another guy crawl between your legs."

Another gasp.

"I think about what it would look like to watch him put himself inside you. What your face would look like the moment he pushed his cock into your pussy. I think of how that would make me feel, that another man was doing that to you and not me."

"And? How would it make you feel?" she asked, an urgency in her voice that hadn't been there before.

"That's the strange part," I said, opening my eyes again. "Kind of jealous, but kind of hot."

"You mean you would be jealous and turned on at the same time?"

"Yeah. Something like that." I reached down and pressed my hand between her legs. Her pussy was soaked. Her nipples were stiff against my chest. When our eyes met, I knew she knew there was no hiding how she felt. "Aha."

"What aha?" she asked, pushing my hand out from between her legs.

"You can't tell me you're not turned on." I put my fingers against my nose and sniffed.

"Gross!" she said, pushing away from me and rolling over onto her stomach. Her ass was plump and toned and it looked like she was pushing it up into the air.

Something inside me took over. I rolled onto her legs and sat up. My cock was hard. I reached forward and grabbed her by her ponytail and yanked.

"Hey!" she yelped as she rose up onto all fours. Seeing all the muscles working in her body gave me another jolt of lust. My cock bounced and I grabbed it and pressed the head of it against her hot, wet pussy.

"Are you thinking about it now?" I growled. "Are you thinking about what I just told you? Are you thinking of another guy fucking you like this?"

She gasped as I pushed the head of my cock past her pussy lips. She tried to look around but I held her fast. I drove another inch of myself into her. She let out a moan. I felt her juices come trickling out.

"You are, aren't you? You're thinking of how hot it would be if some young, hung stud were here instead of me, aren't you?"

"Oh fuck, Dennis," she moaned as I pushed even more of myself into her.

"Say it, baby." I shoved my cock fully inside her. Her sticky juices came pulsing out, running down my balls.

"Fuck!" she screamed.

"I want to hear you say it," I said, giving her pony tail a yank.

"Say what?"

"Say you want to fuck another guy!"

"Oh fuck, Dennis," she mewled.

"Say it!" I barked.

"I...I want to fuck another guy!"

My cock hardened inside her completely and I started to fuck. I let go of her hair and put both hands on her beautiful, round ass. I looked down at it, watching it bounce off of my pelvis with each of my hard thrusts. When I looked back up, she was looking at me. She was turned around, watching me fuck her and looking at me with a curious expression and a half smile. I slowed down, not wanting to blow my load right away. I slid my cock in and out of her soft pussy, being careful to go slow.

"Is that how you'd watch?"

I looked up again to see her staring at me now. "Huh?"

"Is that how you'd watch another guy fucking me? Would you watch his cock move in and out of me the way yours is now?"

A tremor rippled through my body and settled in between my legs. My mouth dropped open. I felt my cock harden and my balls tighten between my legs.

She bit her lip. "Is that what you want, Dennis? Do you want to see a nice big cock stuffed into my pussy? Some other guys cock?"

"Oh fuck," I groaned as the image blossomed in my mind.

Her eyes widened in surprise and delight. "If you really want it Dennis..."

"Oh God," I groaned again, looking down at my shaft splitting into her wet, wavy folds. The feeling of her pussy tightening around me as I pushed in each time made my back stiff. I closed my eyes and tried to think of baseball. I was right on the edge.

"Dennis?"

I opened my eyes and looked up, still sliding in and out of her. So close to the edge. "Huh?"

"If I did it, if I let another guy fuck me, would you let him fill me up with cum?"

My cock started to twitch and pulse and flex. My body erupted into fitful jerks as it tried to deliver its load inside her. I dug my fingers into her ass and slammed against her with a roar. I stared at my cock gliding in and out of her soft pussy. She squeezed me when I plowed in deep.

Then it was over. I stayed inside her, enjoying the warmth of her pussy before slipping out. As she rolled on her side I caught sight of the the tiniest trickle of cum seep from her closing slit. When I looked up she was smiling. Not the playful smile she was wearing when she asked for sex the second time. A feisty, devilish smile.

It made me a little scared.

 




Chapter 4
"What?"

"What do you mean what?" she purred, sidling up to me and pressing her cheek against my chest. I could tell she was still smiling. I could hear it in her voice.

"Why are you smiling like that?"

"'Cause, I learned something new about you today. You remember that question your mom asks every time she calls? Now I have something to tell her."

"Hey. Now that's gross."

"Ha! I can't believe I said something that grossed you out! Aren't you proud of me?" she bubbled like champagne.

"So you don't think I'm crazy?"

"Ummm, yeah, I think we both know you're crazy. There was never any doubt about that. But you probably mean about this situation in particular?"

She had done a complete one-eighty. Now she was playful again, but even more than before. Playful and flirty and coy. "Yeah, Natalia. That's what I mean."

She giggled. "I don't know, it's kind of a fun thing to have on you."

"Have on me?"

"Yeah. You know how you're always bossing me around?"

"I'm your coach."

"Yeah, well, now I know how to get you back. I found your secret button. Or, I guess you showed me, rather." Giggle.

Not exactly what I had expected. "Nat, I didn't tell you this so you could 'get me back' for anything." I tried to keep the irritation out of my voice at her reaction. The ache of betrayal was rising up my throat like bile. "You know it wasn't easy for me to come out and say this?"

The smile vanished. She pushed herself up. "Oh my God, Dennis! I was just joking! I'm sorry, I didn't mean to make you feel bad!"

Ugh. Great. Now I just felt like a schmuck. Poor little Dennis and his hurt feelings. "It's okay. You don't have to apologize, just...I don't know. Don't..."

"Make fun of you. I'm sorry. You're right. I was being a bitch. I'm sorry."

I was all confused all of a sudden. I didn't know what the hell I wanted her to do or say to make things right.

"I won't say anything like that again. I promise."

That was pretty good. I guess. I pushed myself up and started to get up. "Sorry, I'm being kind of a chump. I should take a shower. You should take a sh..."

"I don't want to shower anymore. I want to talk."

A nervous energy gripped me. "You want to talk?"

"I want to talk. About this."

Now she wanted to talk about this? I lay back down. It was what I'd asked for. "What do you want to talk about?"

"I want to know if you're serious. Like really, really serious?"

Really, really serious. I'd been so convinced that my answer was a big, fat "YES!" until she'd said what she'd just said. She was right about the secret button. I hadn't really thought about what would happen if she decided she needed a little more control in our relationship. Knowing that I enjoyed fantasizing about her with other men would give her some of that.

"I don't know. I was pretty sure about it until...until you said that thing." I sounded like a wounded puppy saying it. It felt like shit.

"Dennis, I told you I was sorry. I won't do it again. I was just joking around. Cause you're the coach. You know?" She gave my arm a playful punch.

It made me smile, at least. "Would you do it?"

She bit her lip. "I honestly never thought about it. I had no idea that a guy could be turned on by something like that. Aren't you supposed to be insanely jealous if that happens?"

I shrugged. "Yeah, it's weird but that's almost part of the turn on."

"Jealousy?"

"Yeah. It's...it's like when you come across a terrible accident on the highway. You're not supposed to slow down and stare but you can't help yourself. You know something terrible has happened, is happening, and you can't help but watch."

She furrowed her brow. "Yeah, I don't know if I get that. I'll have to take your word for it for now."

"Look," I said, "how would you feel if you found me in bed with another woman?"

She puckered her lips and looked up to the ceiling, feigning deep thought. She nodded and looked back down. "I would cut your nuts off with a rusty razor."

Yikes. "Okay. Scrap that. Not the same kind of thing." I thought about it some more. What the hell was so arousing about it? Why would I want my wife to sleep with another guy?

"Can I ask you something?" she whispered.

"Shoot."

"What about what I said? The last thing I said? That made you come?"

I thought back and the memory of her words sent a hot pulse of lust down my spine, rousing me again. "About a guy filling you up with cum?"

"Yeah. That part."

I shook my head. "I have no fucking clue what that was about."

She got even closer. "But it turned you on? Thinking of it happening?"

"Obviously," I replied.

"Can I tell you something?" she asked looking deep into my eyes.

"Mm-hmm," I nodded.

She whispered. "When I said it, it really turned me on. Don't be mad."

A whisper of jealousy snaked down my spine. The thought of another man buried inside her, his cock exploding with seed, spilling into her fertile, unprotected womb...my heart began to pound.

"Are you mad?"

"I'm not mad." I wasn't mad. What was I? What was this feeling I'd never felt before? This feeling that seemed to blossom from sharing what we'd just shared.

"So what do we do now? Go out and find a man to fuck me?"

I knew she was joking. She said it completely deadpan but I could tell that she was joking. That wasn't enough to keep my insides from twisting into a knot. "Jesus, Nat, do you have to say it like that?"

"Come on," she said, smiling and kissing me. "It was just a joke."

It might have been, but that was exactly what we were going to do. I looked at her, staring up at me and smiling like an innocent little girl. I wondered what was running through her mind right then. Was she thinking about it? Was she thinking about another man between her legs even as we lay in bed together? The thought made me cringe inside. I felt my cock stir.

"What kind of guy turns you on?"

She cocked her head to one side and smiled. "You."

Sweet thing. "You don't have to do that. Tell me."

"I know I don't have to. I want to. I want you to know that I love you." She sounded very earnest now. Very sincere. "I want you to know that no matter what, I love you."

I didn't want to admit to myself that it was something I needed to hear. It brought a relief, though. When she said it, I felt like she knew it was what I wanted to hear and that felt good.

"I love you too. Now tell me."

She bit her cherry lip and glanced to one side, then the other. She giggled and hid behind her hand. "Dennis, I can't!"

"What do you mean you can't?"

"I mean, this is crazy. It's one thing to say something erotic when we're having sex. But to say it when we're just talking like this? I can't!"

I decided to get her started. "Okay, you like big guys, right?"

She giggled again, into my shoulder this time. "Yes," she whispered.

Big guys. I wasn't huge but I was in reasonable shape. Did she want someone bigger than me? Would that make her happier? Would it feel better to have a man with more muscle on him between her legs? The thought left me cold but I couldn't stop imagining it. I pressed on.

"How big do you want him to be?"

She giggled again, pressed her nose against my arm and peeked up at me. "I don't know. The bigger the better?"

That sent another surge of jealous lust through me. My cock bounced and the motion caught her eye.

Her eyes widened as she registered how turned on I was getting just talking about this. She looked up at me, like she'd just discovered some great secret. The real one. The truth. "This is really turning you on isn't it?"

I couldn't lie. "Yeah. It really is."

"Why? What is it about it?"

"I don't know. It's...it's something I've thought about a lot. It's a real balancing act. There's all this jealousy that goes with it but every time I think about it I can't help getting hard."

Her eyes narrowed. As if she finally started believing me that this was the real thing. "So you really want me to tell you what kind of guy I'd want to be with?"

I nodded. My cock flexed at the thought. Her eyes darted down my body, then back up. And then that smile. Was it sinister? Was it sly? Or was it just playful and I was reading into things too much?

"You know, I haven't thought about this since we got married but before we were, when we were still dating, I..." She paused and bit her lip. Was she wondering whether to go on? Was she worried? Did she think it might hurt me? "I always wondered what it would be like to be fucked by a black guy."

I felt the air leave my lungs. It was the way she worded it. It wasn't "have sex with," or "make love to," a black guy. No. She didn't wonder those things. She wondered what it would be like to be fucked by a black guy.

Ow.

"Are you okay?" she whispered, tearing me from my own thoughts. "Did I...was it too much?"

"No. No," I reassured. It was almost too much and still not enough. I wanted to hear more. I didn't know if I could stand it, if our marriage could take it, but I did. I wanted to hear her keep talking about it. "Tell me more. Why a black guy?"

She twisted her lip up, pondering the question. "I'm not sure. There's something sexy about it. Look how pale my skin is. The skin that's not in the sun." She pushed her hand against her stomach then let it drift down to her pussy. "Can you imagine," she whispered, "a big, black cock pushing against my pink pussy? Isn't that hot?"

It was hot. It was so hot that I was now completely hard and could only think of fucking her again. I wanted to hear more. "Do you think about that a lot?"

"No," she said, furrowing her brow. "I told you. I haven't thought about it at all since we got married."

"Why not?" I asked. Why? Why did I need to hear that explanation? She was a devoted, loving wife. Why was I pushing her to make up stories about fantasies of infidelity? Why was that so arousing?

"Dennis, I love you. I didn't know you thought about all this stuff. I didn't want to be, you know, unfaithful. Even in my mind."

She was the picture of innocence when she said it. It was amazing that she could be such a tiger on the court and such a cub behind closed doors. "There is only one word for that. Cute."

She puckered her lips in mock frustration. "Cute? I was trying to be a good wife!"

"I know you were. Now be a good wife and tell me more."

The smile curled one side of her mouth again. "What do you want to hear about?"

"I want to hear more about your dark fantasy."

"There's not that much more to it."

"Make something up."

She looked to one side. Then the other. Then back into my eyes. "Okay. But you have to do one thing for me."

"What?"

"Let me fuck you while I tell the story."

She swung a leg over me. Her hot pussy sank onto my cock.

 




Chapter 5
My body tensed as the hot lips of her pussy slid down the length of my shaft. She was wet and ready and she squeezed me with her snatch. "So you want to hear about me with other boys, huh?" she teased.

I flexed inside her and grabbed her thighs as she rose and fell, rose and fell on my cock. "Yes," I whispered.

"Hmm, let's see," she said, eyeing the ceiling. "Well, sometimes, late at night, when you were already sleeping and I couldn't get my mind off a game, I would just, you know, reach down and play with myself." She was staring right into my eyes as she swallowed me with her dripping pussy. "I would close my eyes," she said, her voice quieter, "and think of some big, black stallion that had snuck into our house."

A bolt of pleasure shot through me and made my cock harden inside her. Her eyes opened wider, along with her smile.

"Oh, you like that? Well, I would think of how this big, black stranger would make his way up the stairs." She rose off me, a little too high. My cock fell out of her with a sloppy pop. "Ooops!" she giggled, reaching between her legs and guiding me back in. "There we go," she purred as she sank down onto me again. She didn't rise up again this time. "Why don't we just keep that in there for now. I think we can still have a good time."

A thrill rushed through me at what was about to happen. Natalia was religious about her Kegel's, like she was about all her training. It's how she'd achieved so much. But this, what she was about to do, she saved for special occasions.

I felt the first ripple of pleasure shoot from my cock into the base of my brain. She started the contraction almost at the lips of her pussy, working the muscles of her pelvis and squeezing up my cock all the way up to my head. It felt like she was riding me, but better. Like a hot, wet hand was stroking up my cock, trying to milk the seed out. The whole time she was perfectly still, staring into my eyes. My cock bulged inside her at the feeling.

It made her smile even wider. "It's been a long time, huh?"

"Oh fuck," was all I managed to groan as I felt her squeeze me again.

"Now where was I?" she purred. "Oh yes. I was talking about the big man inside our house. He'd stop at the door. He'd see that I wasn't sleeping. He'd see that I was touching myself and that you were sleeping beside me." She paused again and I felt a pulse of pleasure tear through me as she clutched at my cock with her cunt. "He'd walk into the room. Slow and quiet so that he wouldn't wake you. I'd always imagine that I was so scared I couldn't move. You know, like in a dream? When you want to run, you know you have to run or scream but you can't? And he'd walk over and reach out and grab my arm and yank me off the bed. I'd fall onto the carpet and gasp but he put his big, fat hand over my mouth so I couldn't scream."

I felt her pussy squeeze me again and my hips bucked at the sensation. My whole body ached with need. I wanted to fuck her, to throw her off me and onto her back and drive myself into her and fuck her tight slit. I wanted to hear the rest of the story even more.

She leaned over me a little, squeezing me again. Her breasts swayed gently. I reached up and cupped one with my hand. "Now, now," she teased, "if you want to hear the rest of the story, no moving!"

I let my hand fall to one side and fought the craving that was making me want to thrash against her.

"That's better. He's in the room," she whispered. "You're sleeping on the bed. I can't say a thing because my mouth his covered. He's already between my legs. He undoes his pants, then pushes them away. I look down. His cock. His fat, black cock is half hard and so fucking big."

Squeeze. I felt the cum start to move from my balls. I felt them tighten. I was going to blow it into her pussy again. Her hot, bare pussy.

"He crawls up, his hand still on my mouth. He's holding his cock with the other. I only have time for a breath as he takes his hand from my mouth and shoves the head of that fat cock past my lips." She let her mouth fall open.

Another pulse as her hot walls tightened in a ripple up my cock.

"And then he starts fucking my mouth. He starts fucking my mouth with his cock, all the way to the back of my throat. There's nothing I can do about it. All I can do is lie there as he's choking me and fucking my mouth like it's a pussy. And you're right next to us. Sleeping the whole time. And I feel so bad but..." She let out a moan and closed her eyes. I felt her pussy tighten around me and I knew she was feeling as good as I was. "I feel so bad but..."

She opened her eyes and stared straight into mine.

"I feel so bad but I fucking love it. I love having that black cock in my mouth. I love feeling a man do that to me. Own me like that."

Her nipples tightened. Her mouth opened. I felt her pussy pulse, sending juice trickling down my balls. I stared into her eyes as the cum shot through my cock. It erupted into her, filling her with warm seed. Her pussy squeezed and tightened around me. She groaned. We stared at each other, lost in the bliss of a shared orgasm as our organ's did their work. Nature's work.

She fell onto me, pressed her lips against mine in a hot kiss. She wrapped her arms around my neck. We lay there for a while, breathing together. The next time I opened my eyes, she was staring at me.

"That was hot," she whispered, kissing my forehead. "Are you really serious about this?"

"I am."

"So I have your permission then?"

"Permission? For what?"

"To look for a man?"

My insides tightened. My wife was asking my permission to look for a lover. It was absurdly erotic. "Yes."

"Will I sleep with him alone? Or...how should we, you know, make it fun for you too?"

"I hadn't thought about that. I don't know if we can find a way."

"How could you stand it? If you weren't there? How could you, God, how could you live the whole time it was happening?"

I shook my head. I had no good answer for that. I hadn't really considered being there as a possibility. That had only come up since we'd started to talk about all this.

Natalia rolled off. "What if we, you know, find someone that's into it with the both of us?"

"The both of us?"

"Yeah. People do that kind of stuff. Like menage, you know?"

"Okay. How do you suggest we go about finding this mystery man that will be into having a menage?"

She looked over at me. "Dennis. I'm a fucking tennis star. I don't think it's going to be that hard."

 




Chapter 6
Her suggestion wasn't what I'd been expecting. I was in the shower when she came in and asked.

"What about Rodney?"

My gut felt heavy as soon as the words were out of her mouth. I pulled myself together and leaned out. "Wow. That was fast."

"Well, you started it. You're the one that started all this," she said, stepping into the shower with me.

I spun her around and let her have the hot water on her back. "You want to fuck our friend Rodney?"

"Only because you're making me, remember?"

But that didn't seem quite enough of an explanation for me. "You've never thought about him before? Like this? About you two? Together?"

"What? No! Of course not! I told you, I didn't even like cheating on you in my mind."

Of course I could never really know. Although Natalia had always been the perfect wife. She barely even smiled at other men. But what if she had? What if she'd fantasized about Rodney? What if he was the dark stranger in her dreams? The one holding her down.

"Stop it," she said, slapping my arm. "I know what you're thinking. No, it wasn't him. I just...I don't know, he's a nice guy and he's pretty well built and he's..."

"Black."

She smiled. A shy little smile that just flickered across her lips. She liked that. She liked that he was black.

"Yeah. So? You said I could pick."

"I guess I was thinking more of a stranger."

"A stranger? Umm, no. No way. I'm not some slut that's just going to go down to the bar and pick up the first guy that seems like he'd be a good fuck." She almost seemed shocked that she'd said it herself. She looked up at me with wide eyes posing the silent question. Am I?

"Are you sure about that?"

Her eyes wandered around the shower. I could tell she was thinking. She'd obviously surprised herself with whatever reaction she'd had.

"Are you thinking about it?"

"Dennis," she said, looking back up. "I couldn't. Could I? Oh my God that would be so...slutty."

"I guess that's kind of the way I saw it happening. I thought that we could just do it that way so that it would be clean. A stranger. No strings attached. You get to...experience someone else and then it's done. Like ripping off a band-aid."

She smirked. "Oh nice. So that's what this is supposed to be about? You getting your kicks? What am I supposed to do, just lie there?"

"No," I said, scowling. "I just meant that...Look, this isn't going to be easy for me, you know?"

She softened at that. "Oh Dennis, I'm sorry. I know. I shouldn't forget about that. Are you sure you even want to..."

"Yes. Absolutely yes. I want you to know what it's like to be with someone else."

She sighed. She twisted her back, letting the water run down over her shoulders and across her breasts. "Do you want me to just do it now?"

"Now?"

"Yeah, now. I bet I could go down to the bar and be back up here with a guy in under fifteen minutes."

I balked. I hadn't really considered that as an option. For some reason I'd put this all far away in my mind. I'd put it off in the future where I would still have time to get used to the idea. To psyche myself up. To watch the freight train down the tracks before it slammed into me.

"Is that a no?" she asked.

"Not a no, just a...let me think about it?"

She nodded. "Okay. Shoo. Think elsewhere."

I stepped out of the shower, towelled myself off and walked back into the room. My mind was spinning from her suggestion. Thoughts were flying from every corner. Could I really do this? Could I do it right now? She had a game two days from now. What would this do to her game? What if it fucked everything up?

That wasn't what I was most worried about, though. Especially after her story about being tired of the sport. What worried me most was that I wouldn't be able to take it. What if she got a guy up here and I chickened out? Of course we could always tell him to leave but how would that make me feel? I wasn't about to start losing the game like that at this stage of my life.

No. If I said yes, if she did come back here with a guy I knew I couldn't bail. I knew I had to go all in.

So then the only thing left to think about was whether I could really do this now. Could I watch my wife get fucked by another man? And why was she suddenly so into it? I'd only told her about it that day?

I shook my head. What the fuck was I thinking? I was the one that had brought this up. She'd never so much as thought of another guy for the whole time we'd been married, much less look at one. I was sitting here putting words into her mouth and thoughts into her mind. Just suck it up, Dennis. Get over yourself and get this done.

"So?"

The sound of her voice made me jump and spin around. I realized I was still standing completely naked in the middle of the room. "Can we ease into this a bit?" I asked, picking up a towel and covering myself. I suddenly felt oddly uncomfortable, being so exposed around her and talking about this.

"Having second thoughts?"

"No. I just didn't think...I don't think I'm ready for something that drastic." I couldn't help but notice her shoulders slump a little. Was that disappointment? The thought that it might be, stung. The thought that my wife had been excited by the possibility of having sex with another man was unsettling, even though I'd suggested it. What was more unsettling was how turned on it made me, too.

"I have a better idea," she said, sidling up to me, biting her lip. "Why don't we just go down to the bar and look at guys? You can be my BFF!" She giggled and bounced across the room.

It had been an offhand remark but it, too, cut a little bit. I was pretty sure my wife wasn't going to friend zone me if I let her sleep with another man. She didn't need to. I was doing it myself. I was going to be the guy on the other side of the wall listening in. Or maybe just waiting until she came home. If we were lucky and things worked out the way I wanted them to, I might get to watch. But I was going to be the guy sitting in the corner staring while another man fucked my wife.

"Hey! You just gonna stand there with your mouth open? Or are we gonna find a guy for me to fuck?"

I forced a smile. She was joking, of course she was. Funny thing was, she never did have a terrific sense of humor. It made me wonder what had changed? I shuffled to the suitcase and pulled out some clothes.

***

The hotel bar was large but dark enough to be intimate. There weren't a lot of people there yet, it was only three in the afternoon. We chose a booth in the corner where we could see the door and the bar. There were a couple guys in suits watching the game and drinking beer. We ordered drinks and waited until the waiter was out of earshot.

"So?" I asked.

"So?" Nat echoed.

"What do we do now?"

She smiled at me. "We check out guys, silly!"

I turned to survey the guys standing at the bar. "See anyone you like?" I turned back to watch her as she examined the men. A shiver of jealousy shot down my spine and settled as arousal in my cock at what I was doing. I was watching my wife checking out other men. Checking out other to find the right one to fuck her.

"First guy's a little too scrawny. And probably very pale." Her eyes widened as she took in the second in the lineup. "He's...okay. He's got nice arms." Her lips curled into a soft smile.

My heart started to beat a little faster. Was she really enjoying this this much? The question brought more jealous lust flooding to my cock.

"You like this?" she asked.

"Like what?" The smile she was wearing looked devious.

"You like watching me while I check out other guys?" Lip bite.

"I do and I don't. But mostly I do."

"Mostly?" she asked, cocking her head.

"Mostly. I think it's not knowing what you're really thinking that gets to me. Like, how do I know you don't secretly really want this."

She furrowed her brow this time. "What? What does that mean?"

I sighed. I was saved from answering by the waiter coming by with our drinks. An awkward silence settled over us. The kind that makes it obvious the conversation we were having had been for our ears only. The waiter set down our order and scurried away.

"So? What does it mean? That I secretly really want this?"

"It means...it means that there's a part of me that is kind of scared of you being really into this. That you might," I looked around to make sure no one was in the adjacent booths. I lowered my voice. "That you might make it with another guy and, I don't know. What if you fall for him or something?"

"Unh-uh. Not gonna happen, Dennis."

"Hey, never say never."

She put her hand on my arm. Her expression turned serious. "Listen to me. It's not going to happen. I love you. I'm doing this because you want it. Am I going to have a good time? I guess I'll try. There's no way this is going to come between us." She never spoke to me like that. She was a tough girl and talked like that to other guys all the time, with that determination. Not to me. With me she always gave way. There was always room for my opinion. Maybe it was because I was her coach.

"I love you too. Just, don't worry about any of that stuff. Remember, we're here to look at guys." I shot her a smile. It only made her eyes narrow. She knew me well enough to know it was a little white lie.

The truth was that no matter what she said, anything could happen. People were funny, unpredictable creatures. She had a crazy streak in her. It's partly what made her such an amazing athlete but you had to know how to control it. I was great at that when it came to tennis, even in our personal life. These were uncharted waters, though. Variables I couldn't forsee. I knew I had to be ready for the possibility that we might have to weather a storm.

I saw her perk up. Without thinking I craned my neck. She slapped my arm.

"You're not supposed to do that!"

"Do what?"

"You're not supposed to just stare like that! You're supposed to be more discreet!" Nat giggled into the palm of her hand.

"Oh," I muttered, "sorry." I waited for a while before turning around again. I knew who she was talking about right away. He'd just walked in and was walking over to the bar. He wasn't very tall but he was built like a fridge. Stout. "Him? Really?" I asked, turning around. She was still staring at him and it made my cock lurch.

"Why do you say it like that?" she asked.

"I don't know," I replied, sneaking another glance. "Look at him and look at me. I wouldn't have taken him for your type." He couldn't have looked more different than me, something that made me wary for some reason. I was still in excellent shape so it's not like I was jealous about that. It's just that this guy was thick, meaty. A wall of muscle, something I could never be. I wondered what made Nat want a man like that.

"Variety is the spice of life, right?" she said, smiling.

"So they say," I muttered and took a sip of my drink. "So? Are you going to do something about it? Or are you just going to stare?"

She shook her head. "Just stare. Up in the room I kind of surprised myself. It was so dirty thinking of how slutty it would be to come down here and just pick up a guy and bring him back. There's no way I'm doing that now, though. Dennis. It's just...over the top."

I stared at her, studying her eyes. There was that tone again. There was no room for my opinion on this again. I knew this wasn't going to happen tonight. It was going to happen on her terms and not mine.

"But..." she whispered, finishing her drink and casting me a coy smile. "I have a feeling that you're just as excited by watching me watch other guys as you were a few hours ago, am I right?"

My cock was already hard. I nodded.

"Then why don't we go back upstairs? We can talk about options?" Without waiting for an answer she slid off the bench and stood up. I watched her turning heads as she walked through the bar. I saw the guy she'd picked look up from his phone and follow her as she walked out the door, eyes on her ass. My cock stiffened. I got up and adjusted myself, trying not to draw too much attention to the bulge inside my pants.

 




Chapter 7
Nat had stripped and was lying on the bed with her legs crossed by the time I got to the room. She had a devious smile on and her eyes shot down to my crotch, then back up to mine.

"So I was right?"

My cock had softened but only slightly. I peeled my pants and underwear off, then my shirt, then dropped down onto the bed next to her.

"So this really gets you going, huh?" she said, rolling onto her side. She slid her hand down my abs. I felt her fingers circle my cock. She started a slow and gentle stroke. I tried to roll over, to take charge. I wanted to take back some of what it felt like I'd given her. I wanted to close what I'd opened. Toothpaste back in the tube, you could say.

She propped herself up on a shoulder, took her hand off my cock and put it on my chest. "Hold on a second," she said, looking like she was delighted to watch me squirm. "You don't have to be in charge all the time."

It was a little frightening, hearing her say that. The fact was that I did like being charge all the time. She was younger. I was her coach. She did what I said almost all the time. I'd already come to terms with the fact that I was going to have to let her lead the way on this whole thing. It didn't make it any easier for me. I like control. I trusted myself more than anyone else. Call it entitlement. I knew I was good at stuff.

I relented and leaned back against the bed. Her hand slid down my torso, her fingers wrapping back around my cock. "There. See? That wasn't so hard." She squeezed my cock at the word hard and giggled. "Now I want to know more."

"More?"

"Yeah. I want to know more about this whole thing. And this seems like the perfect time for questions."

I wasn't sure where she was going with this but I had no choice, it seemed, but to ride along. "Okay..."

"So..." She bit her lower lip again and glanced at my cock. "If you think about me here with Mr. Muscles, from the bar, instead of you, does that..."

She hadn't even finished the sentence. The image of her on the bed, stroking the cock of the guy downstairs made me flex in her hand. Her eyes popped wide with delight.

"Okay. I guess know what the answer to that question is. What about if you were sitting across the room and he was, you know, in between my legs?"

Not only did my cock harden in her grip again, I actually groaned. I couldn't stop staring at her as she talked. My eyes danced between hers and her mouth as I tried to decipher what every twitch, what every raised eyebrow might mean. She seemed so thrilled at what she was doing. So pleased with herself. She got up on her knees and started to crawl down my body.

"And you'd want to just sit back and let another man take me like that? You'd let another man do that to me? You'd let him fuck me right in front of your eyes?" She let her fingers slide down my shaft and she cupped my balls as she said it.

My cock bounced and I groaned at the pressure of her squeeze.

Her lips stretched in a bright, wide smiled. She sank lower.

"You know he'd probably want me to suck him off first," she teased, her mouth so close to the head of my cock that I could feel that heat of her breath. "Would that be okay? Would you like to see my mouth stuffed full of his big, black cock?" She bent lower, swallowing me in the wet heat of her mouth right after she said it.

"Oh fuck," I grunted as the searing pleasure of being inside her mouth ripped up my spine.

Her lips hollowed as she started to suck. She lowered her head, taking more of me inside her mouth. Then she lifted herself slowly off in a long, loving suck. She let my cock pop out of her mouth, glistening from her wetness. She watched it bounce before taking it into her mouth again.

Already I could feel my balls loosening. I felt the cum start to churn inside me. I felt my body start the slow climb towards climax as her tongue slipped around my shaft. She popped off again but only to catch her breath. Her mouth, her whole expression looked hungry. Like she was intent on sucking every last drop of seed out me that she could. She purred as I felt a trickle of precum spurt out of the head of my cock. I felt her swallow it down. She let me fall out of her mouth and started crawling up my body. I smelled her excitement between our bodies. Our eyes locked.

"I'm not letting you waste a single drop of that cum," she whispered as she lowered her hot pussy onto my cock. She was so wet that I slipped in easily. She groaned as my stiff cock relieved the ache in her insides. "Are you gonna give me all that cum? Are you gonna fuck me full of your hot cum?" she asked, begging to hear it.

"I'm gonna fill you up with hot cum, baby," I whispered back.

My answer made her moan and made her grind against me harder. "Are you gonna let another man fuck his cum into me? Would that make you happy? Seeing my pussy full of another man's cum?"

The image exploded in my mind. Natalia, her legs spread wide open. Her pussy red and raw from being freshly fucked. A single tear of creamy white drool seeping from her closing entrance. Her pussy full of another man's cum. My cock hardened inside her. Her eyes opened a little wider, letting me know she felt it, too.

She started riding me hard now. I realized she must have been thinking about it, too. The thought of another man dumping his load inside her tight pussy was making her as hot as it was making me. I tormented myself with the image again.

"What would you do if it happened, baby?" she asked. "What would you do if another man filled me up like that?"

I wasn't sure what she was talking about. I knew we were just talking dirty but I wasn't sure what she wanted to hear. "Whatever you want, baby. I'd do whatever you want."

"You would?" she mewled, bouncing up and down and sliding back and forth.

"Whatever you want...of fuck!" I groaned as the ache inside me went taut. Now I didn't just want her fucking me. Now I needed to finish inside her. My body needed to fill hers up.

"Would you eat it out of me?"

My jaw fell slack. Had she really said what I thought she'd said? Was she really asking me to talk to her about eating another man's cum?

"Oh baby," she whined. I could tell she was close. "Tell me you would. Tell me you'd do it!"

"Fuck...yes...anything," I gasped, my eyes racing down to her tits, down to her pussy, then back up to the silent moan stretching her mouth.

"Say it!" she hissed.

"I'd...I'd eat it out of you! I'd suck all that cum from your tight little snatch!"

"Oh fuck!" she sang. She dug her nails into my sides. Her back arched as she drove me deep inside her cunt. I felt her tighten. I felt wetness come flooding around my shaft. She was coming all over me. I started to come.

"Fuck!" I roared as my hips slammed up against ass. My body flexed with pleasure as hot cum came spurting out of my cock, buried deep inside her cunt. In the throes of the orgasm we were sharing I saw it again. Leaking from her pussy. A thick, white mess. And me, cleaning her out.

She came off me before I'd really finished. My flagging cock danced, spewing what I had left onto my abs. She crawled up my body. Before I knew what was happening she was sitting on my chest, almost at my neck, prying her soft pussy lips apart. She was staring down at herself, the intensity of her gaze beckoning me to do the same.

There it was. My hot, creamy mess. The lips of her pussy were sealing, trying to hold it in. I felt her looking at me. I looked up.

Her eyes looked wild but I knew what she wanted. Could I do this? I'd never been the kind of guy to do anything like this. She begged me with her eyes. Something inside me snapped. Fuck it. Who cared? It was only this one time. I grabbed her ass and pulled her close. Her snatch stank like fucking and spunk. I stuck my tongue out. The first taste of my own cum shot to the back of my tongue. I pulled her in closer, slipping my tongue into her pussy. I scooped out the filthy mess.

"Oh my God!" she moaned above me. She threw her head back again, like what I was doing was giving her just as much pleasure as her orgasm had. I plunged deeper, scooping a thick glob of myself into my open mouth. There was too much now and it forced me to swallow.

The first shot of dank, salty tang made me shiver beneath her. When I saw how excited she was, though, I couldn't stop. She was staring at me, moaning and running her fingers through my hair. I dug deeper and scooped even more out.

I felt her pussy tighten around me. More liquid. Her's this time. I felt her thighs shuddered. I looked up and realized she was starting to come!

"Fuck, please don't stop!" she squealed.

I burrowed in as deeply as I could. My own cum was mingled with her juices and I sucked and sucked making her writhe on my face until she put a hand on my forehead. "Oh God, I can't! Stop!" She fell to one side. I watched as her body continued to shudder with pleasure in short bursts. When she opened her eyes she smiled, then burst into laughter, covering her mouth with her hand.

I didn't know what to think but I'd never done anything to her to make her body do what it had just done. A strange mix of pride and confused shame swirled inside me. She must have seen it in my expression. She curled up and put her hands on my cheeks.

"Oh my God, I have no idea where that came from or why it felt that good! Are you okay? Was that totally gross?"

It wasn't exactly a strange question. Natalia was never one for swallowing after a blowjob. "It was...different, that's for sure."

"I won't be offended if you have to go and rinse. I hate the taste of cum!"

I felt like maybe I should. Maybe the smell of my breath was offensive. At the same time I didn't want to leave just then. I wanted to stay and pick apart what the hell had happened. And why the hell she'd found it so hot.

"What...whaddya think did that?" I finally ventured.

"I have no freaking idea!" she squealed, twisting her leg around me and pulling herself close. "But it was so freaking hot!"

I thought of saying more but decided to leave it. She was happy. I didn't feel terrible. It had actually been a turn on, thinking that it might be another guy's. What the hell did that make me? It wasn't a question I wanted to ask Natalia. Not right then.

 




Chapter 8
I've never seen her play tennis better than she did two days after that. Whether it had something to do with what we were going through, I don't know. She was on fire. She demolished her opponent in the first set and the other girl never came back. During the game I was all in. I felt an amazing thrill every time she smashed an ace into the grass. As soon as the game was over, I started to wonder why?

"Okay tiger," I said as soon as she crashed onto the bed of the hotel room. "What the hell was that?"

"What the hell was what?" she asked, popping back up.

"You were amazing out there. What do I have to do to flip that switch again? And what happened to being tired?"

She grinned and flopped back down. "I don't know, you know? I was just really feeling it." She stared up at the ceiling getting lost in her thoughts.

I sat down on the bed next to her. "Having second thoughts about giving up?"

"Oh, don't take everything I say so literally. You know how it is sometimes. Sometimes I just need to talk things through."

That was definitely true but that still didn't explain what had happened and why it had. "Something has you all hotted up. Come on. What is it?" I said, running a hand along her thigh. Watching her play like that had made me hot.

Another grin. She swatted my hand away. "No funny business today, sorry!" she giggled. "Closed for repairs."

Ugh. It was going to be a long few days. I couldn't help press her some more. "So seriously, you must have some idea about why that happened?"

A coy smile this time. "You really want to know?"

Something about the way she said it made my insides tighten. "Of course I do."

"I was thinking about it. I was thinking about the guy. The one from the bar. Are you mad?"

A punch to the gut. I hated when she ended with a question like that. It put me on the spot without letting me collect my thoughts. "Uh...no. I'm not mad. Why would I be mad?"

Except I was a little mad. Or, not mad, really but definitely knocked off balance. Thinking of another guy fucking her made her play like that? Yeesh. This I had not anticipated.

"You're mad," she said, sounding certain.

I sighed. "I'm not mad, it's just..."

What? What was it? Why would this particular thing get under my skin. I pushed through the doubt and anger that threatened to well up and come pouring out. When I'd been thinking about her in bed with another man, when I'd shared it with her, it was...easily controlled. There was time to think and choose words and ask for reassurance if I needed it. Somehow it felt like her taking that and turning it into the best game I'd ever seen her play was...it felt like she'd cheated. Like she hadn't played by the rules. Our rules.

"I'm not mad." It came out sounding a little mad. "But how the hell does thinking about fucking another guy make you do that?" That came out sounding even more mad.

She shrugged, still staring at the ceiling. Like she couldn't feel that I was upset by it. Or she didn't care. "I don't know. It was just...I felt sexy as fuck out there."

Sexy as fuck Natalia did not say things like sexy as fuck. Not when it came to the game.

"Well, shit," I said, trying to rile her up a little by swearing. "I guess you should just make that the new game plan then. Hell, maybe you don't need me anymore!" I couldn't help throwing the last part in. I knew what it sounded like. It sounded like a wounded puppy act. I wanted to kick myself for that.

"See? You are mad." Not a single note of apology in her tone.

"Fine!" I barked, stomping towards the bathroom. "Maybe I am a little fucking mad!" I slammed the door harder than I'd meant to. I'd worked myself up into quite a piss. Her comments weren't helping. Not sure what I had planned on doing in the bathroom, I pretended to take a piss, managed to simmer down and took a few deep breaths, getting ready to explain.

Except when I came out she was gone.

A bolt of nerves tore through me. Natalia didn't walk away from conversations. Hell, Natalia didn't fight. My Natalia sat and listened to what I said, considered it carefully and then did what I told her. Natalia didn't leave. I quelled the sudden panic that rose in me from nowhere. Had I fucked up? Had I fucked up by telling her about my fantasy? Had it somehow changed her in a way that couldn't be changed back? I shuddered at the thought. That was crazy. There was no way that just telling her something like that could change her that much. Was there?

I started doubting everything I'd done. Should I have kept it all to myself? She hadn't been concerned about never having slept with another man. Why the hell had I gone and stirred up the pot about it anyways? All because of my fucked up fantasy. All because I was the one that wanted to see her with another man.

My hand was shaking slightly as I opened the door to go out and look for her. Where would she even go? After a game we either watched the playback, showered and fucked or ate. She hadn't even had time to change! I stormed down the hall and took the steps instead of the elevator down. I didn't think I could stand still long enough for the ride.

I was almost out the door when I saw the familiar shape of her toned thigh in the corner of my eye. She was standing at the hotel bar and she was talking to him.

She saw me. He had his back to the door but she saw me over his shoulder. The way she arched one eyebrow and smiled made my blood boil and my cock flex at the same time. What the fuck had I done?!? It took every ounce of restraint not to tear into the bar, pry her fingers off the drink she was holding and drag her back upstairs. I breathed deep, unclenched my fists and did my best to saunter inside.

The two of them were laughing about something as I came up. She shot me another look and it made him realize someone was there. He turned around. He was even thicker close up than when I'd seen him the other day. He obviously took his weights seriously because his biceps looked like they might start to tear the black shirt he was wearing. He was wearing dark glasses so I couldn't see his eyes.

"Can I help you?" he asked in a velvety baritone voice.

"Yeah. I just came down to..."

Get my wife.

That had been the plan. As soon as I saw her with him, that's what I'd thought I was going to say. But I caught Natalia's stare over his shoulder again. The muscles in her face had tightened. Her lips were pursed and she shot me an icy cold stare. It sent a chill down my spine and made something click inside my mind. This wasn't going to end well. Not the way I'd seen it playing out. Natalia wasn't going to come back upstairs with me. She wasn't going to sit on the bed and listen to me talk her through, coach her through this. Natalia didn't need that right now. Natalia needed me to go away.

"I came down for a drink but...I forgot my wallet upstairs."

Her face changed as soon as I'd said it. Her expression relaxed into mild disbelief. Her friend eyed me for a moment, then nodded. "Cool, man. Cool." Then he turned around and started talking to her again. As if I wasn't her husband. As if she wasn't my wife. As if they were none of my business.

Natalia got flustered but only for a moment. She put her game face back on. Not the tennis game face, her flirting game face. When she shot me one last glance, she was smiling.

The hardest thing I've ever had to do was step back, leave them there and walk away. The second hardest was probably the hour that I spent in the room waiting. I entertained every fear I'd ever had about Natalia straying. Even though I was the one that suggested it, I wallowed in a pool of jealousy that threatened to overwhelm me. Because this wasn't me telling Natalia to do something and her doing it. The tables had somehow turned and in that moment where I saw her staring at me over the other guy's shoulder, I realized Natalia wanted some room. She wanted to call the shots on this one. I couldn't just trust myself anymore, to tell Natalia what to do. I had to let Natalia try to figure that out. I had to trust her.

The sound of the door opening sent fear and panic and relief at the wait being over washing over me. Then panic again as she stepped into view. Had she done it? It didn't look like she had. Her cheeks were a little rosy, probably from the booze. Had she gone to his room? Had she been fucked by another man?

She stepped into the room and let the door swing shut. She stared at me. She smiled. She put a hand on one hip. "So?"

"So?" I echoed.

"Don't you want to know what happened?"

I did. More than anything else I wanted to know what she'd done. "If you want to tell."

She smirked. She looked so smug. Did she know she'd hurt me? Did she like it? "And if I don't?"

The thought that she might not tell me twisted my insides tight. "What am I gonna do, Nat? Spank you?" Maybe I should have. She was being a brat.

Her mouth popped open at the suggestion. Maybe she wouldn't have minded, from the way she looked. Maybe she liked that kind of thing too? "Kinky," she taunted. "I didn't sleep with him."

Her words were a cool balm on my hot, frayed nerves. "What was that all about then?"

She sauntered over to the bed, across from the chair I was sitting in, and plopped down. "I don't know. I knew you'd be mad. I knew you'd be mad that I thought of...that stuff. I knew you'd be mad that it made me play that way."

Maybe she knew me better than I thought? "How'd you know?"

She sighed. "Because you're like that, Dennis. We've been married for eight years, remember? You get jealous and weird about the funniest stuff."

"Do you like that it made me jealous?"

"No. I don't like it when you get jealous. Maybe when we're, you know, fooling around. Then it's kind of fun. You're just so...controlling sometimes."

I knew she was right. That part didn't hurt. I knew that about myself. What made me feel bad was that she didn't want me that way anymore. I was determined not to let that show, though. In many ways I'd treated her like a girl. Maybe it was time to let her be a woman.

"What did you do?" I asked, hoping the question would be taken as it was meant, as a peace offering.

"We just talked. He invited me out to dinner. Isn't that funny?" she giggled into her hand.

It wasn't funny. It made my stomach twist into a knot. It made my cock move in my pants. "What did you say?" I managed, my voice tight.

She giggled again, turned her eyes down towards the floor, then looked back up. "I told him yes."

 




Chapter 9
I couldn't really be upset. I was the one that had started all this, got it all rolling. I didn't really feel upset, either. I just felt...lost. "When?" I asked.

"Tonight."

"Where?"

"The restaurant downstairs."

It was all so matter-of-fact. So smug. Did she mean to sound smug? "You're going to..."

"I'm going to go to dinner. Then we'll see." A pause. She studied my eyes. "Do you still...want that?"

Finally, a slight relief from the tension that had built up inside me. Finally she was offering something. Finally she'd let the veil of irritation she'd been wearing, down. "If you do."

She furrowed her brow. Had my answer annoyed her? "What do you want?"

That was a good question. The answer seemed to change for me every hour. "I...I want you to be happy. I want...I want you to know that you want this. That you want us. Before we get in too deep. Before we have a baby. I want you to be sure."

Her face softened. "Dennis, I keep telling you, I am sure."

Did I really not believe her? Or did I just want this for myself? There was only one way to find out. "Go. Have fun. I'll be waiting back here."

She took a deep breath. "Okay then. I will."

And she did. She pulled out the only nice dress she'd brought. A tight black thing that hugged every curve of her body so tightly it looked like parts of her might pop out. Her tits were pressed together, pushed up by the bra she was wearing. It was so tight you could just make out the cleft that her ass cheeks formed. Her strong thighs spilled from the bottom of it, tapering into slender, caves, dainty ankles and perfect feet.

I watched her get ready. I poured drink after drink watching her put on make-up, adjust her hair, get herself ready for this other man. When she was ready she turned in the mirror. Her eyes roamed down her athletic frame then came back up. She puckered her lips into a pout the looked at my reflection in the mirror. "Still sure?"

"Still sure."

She shrugged. "Okay. I love you then." She giggled. "Don't wait up!"

It sent a a pang of jealous lust coursing through me. She had done all of this for him. The man she'd picked out at the bar. The man she'd seen earlier that day. The man that in a few hours might be fucking my wife. She leaned over me, taunting me with the fullness of her breasts. "I'll be back. I'll tell you all about it."

Then she was gone. She was gone and I was left with nothing to do but pour myself drink after drink of whisky and wait. I thought about what his face might look like when they met again. Would his mouth drop open at the way she looked? Would he drink her in with his gaze? Would he fantasize about fucking her after they ate?

Each thought brought a fresh swell of loaded jealous lust until the booze extinguished the jealousy and I was left with a hard on I didn't want to do anything about and a heavy feeling in my gut. The evening got darker. I started to sweat. I started to worry. Had I done the wrong thing? She didn't even know this guy? Should I have at least kept an eye on her? Made sure she made it to his room and not out into the night and a cab to some unknown destination? I started to imagine all the things that could go wrong. I started to think of all the bad situations she might end up in. Was I crazy? What kind of man sends his wife out to fuck another man?

I was almost passed out when the soft click of the latch in the door stirred me awake. The glass I'd been barely holding fell out of my hand and onto the floor. I leapt up. It was her, silhouetted in the light from the hall. Her hair was mussed. Her body swayed, like she'd had too much to drink. She turned on the light in the hall and I knew. I knew she'd done it. I knew from the way she looked. The way she smiled. She let the door swing shut and swayed into the room, unsteady on high heels.

"You waited up after all. Coach." She winked.

That wink made my heart pulse with pain. "What happened?" I asked, breathless.

She giggled into her hand. "We fucked."

The words took the wind out of my lungs and made my stomach ache. Like a one-two punch in the gut. My cock stirred to life. "You fucked him?" I growled. I couldn't help that I growled. It just came out that way.

Another giggle. Her good humor only made it burn deeper, hotter. "Like you told me to. Remember?"

I remembered alright. I remembered being that crazy. Part of me wanted to take it all back. "I want to..." I started but couldn't bring myself to finish.

"You want to hear all about it?" she teased.

"Yes."

"I figured as much." She fell down onto the bed and reached down to start pulling at the straps of her high heels.

"Now." I couldn't help that it sounded like a bark. I was furious. Furious and completely aroused.

"Yes sir, coach," she answered with a salute. "Where should I start?"

"Did you go to dinner?"

"Yeah. We did. But that part was boring. He's kind of a thug."

Another punch in the gut. Kind of a thug? What did that mean? "What do you m..."

"He's just some guy who bounces at a bar. His stories were boring. Boring as fuck."

"But you stayed?"

"Yeah I stayed."

"Why?"

"Why?" She locked me in her gaze with wide eyes. "Because my husband told me to go and get fucked," she whispered.

"Stop saying it like that. You're drunk."

"A little," she sighed and collapsed onto the bed.

I wanted to go over to her. I wanted to scoop her up and hold her and tell her she never had to do anything like that again. I couldn't. It felt like my feet were riveted to the floor.

"Are you gonna come over here and fuck me? Or are you just going to stand there like that?"

Heat and rage and jealousy boiled through me. Somehow I overcame the heaviness in my legs and stepped towards the bed. The room swam from the effects of all the alcohol I'd had. My cock was straining against my pants. I sat down on the bed next to her. I could barely bring myself to touch her. I wanted to know everything and not know any of it at the same time.

She had other plans. "I know what you're going to ask."

"What?"

"Whether he had a big cock."

A pulse of lust rocketed through me. This was my wife. This was my wife talking about another man's cock. I couldn't summon any words.

"It was huge," she smiled. "And thick."

I swallowed the rage that bubbled up from deep in my insides. She propped herself up on her elbows.

"He left me a present. Want to see it?" Ever so slowly, her legs fell apart.

What? What the fuck?!? Had she fucked him without protection?!? Had she let him come inside her?!? I pushed her black dress up past her hips. Her bald pussy glistened in the light coming from the hall. It was just the way I'd imagined it. Red and sore from being used. It looked like it had been stretched and stuffed. And in the soft canyon between her lips, where her hole was still closing from being fucked, there was the smallest leak. A tiny river of white.

"He fucked you bare? He fucked his cum into your pussy?" I seethed.

"Yup." She reached down with her hands between her legs.

I sat watching. Frozen.

She pried her soft pussy lips apart. The trickle turned into a torrent that turned into a gush that spat out of her with a wet splurt.

My eyes went wide. Why the fuck did I find this so erotic? The sight of my wife filled with another man's cum? I didn't ponder the question. I pulled my shorts off and pushed them down. I ignored her chuckling as I pressed myself between her legs. My cock was rigid and ready and searching for her seeping cunt. When I found it, I sank into her, my passage lubricated by his seed. I groaned and the sound made her serious. It made her stare up into my eyes.

"You like that baby? You like sinking into another man's spunk?"

My body erupted into a violent fucking. I drove myself inside her. I felt her arms come up around my neck. It was so confusing and thrilling and I couldn't parse it. I just let my instincts take over. I pressed my lips against hers and plunged my tongue into her mouth. She took it and met it with hers. We kissed deeply as I fucked. I felt her legs come up, glide against my thighs as she raised them in the air. She was giving me access to her deepest place and it was hot as fuck. I pounded myself against her, the cum moving from my balls as our bodies mashed together. I was perched on the edge, ready to explode.

She looked up with a sly smile. "Come on Dennis, fuck your cum into me. We'll see whose wins!"

My whole body stiffened as she said it. My cock flexed inside her tender cunt.

"Oh fuck yes!" she cried as her body tensed in climax.

I felt my load spurting into her sex. I felt her pussy squeezing, clenching at me, milking me for seed. Had he done this to her? Had they come together? Had her pussy squeezed his cock like it was squeezing mine? The thought just made me start fucking her again as my body tried to push my seed deep into her pussy. Deeper than his had gone.

When it was over it felt like it had ended too soon. For once I didn't appreciate the easy relief that comes after an orgasm, the disconnection from urgency in life. I rolled off of her to one side. We lay in silence.

"Dennis?"

"Huh?"

"Are you alright?"

 




Chapter 10
I'm still not sure why I started laughing. She seemed a little put off by it at first. But then she started chuckling, too. She crawled closer to me on the bed. Her body felt like the Natalia I remembered. The one I married. The one I loved. When the laughter died down she kissed my cheek.

"I'm sorry," I said. "I don't know why I had to laugh."

"It's okay," she whispered. There she was again. There was the woman that listened and thought and did what I asked. She wasn't a slut anymore. She was mine. "Do you want to come shower with me?"

"Yeah. I do."

We barely talked in the shower. She got in first and I followed. I stepped up behind her and wrapped my arms around her and held her like that. She didn't seem to mind. She leaned back into me, letting the hot water splash across her bare breasts, rivulets of it trickling down her toned abs.

It was all fine for a while but once my post-orgasmic disconnect began to pass, I felt the same feelings welling up within me again. I couldn't really question myself any longer. What was done was done. I'd made my wife go out and fuck another man, a stranger. She had. Not quite the way I'd wanted things to happen, but it had happened. There was no use wallowing in self-pity about it.

But it wasn't self-pity or jealousy or anger that started racking my mind. It was lust. The more I thought about it, the more I regretted not making her do it in front of me. Why had I made her go do it herself? We could have arranged something, some way for me to watch. As I stood there with my body pressed to hers, thinking how erotic that would be, my cock began to rise again.

She turned around and smiled. "Well hello," she said, her voice a little dreamy in the steamy haze. "What are you thinking about?"

"I want to know more," I replied.

She turned around. She glanced down at my cock and smiled. "Know more about what?"

"I want to know more about what it was like."

Her smile widened a little bit. Was that excitement in her eyes? Was she excited that I was asking? Did it turn her on, the thought of telling me about all the lewd things she'd done? "Are you sure? You're not going to be mad?"

For some reason I felt I could say it with much more confidence this time. It felt like the ball really was in my court. There was none of the abruptness or slyness that I'd seen in her before. Before it had happened. "I promise. I won't be mad."

"Well," she began, her eyes drifting up towards the ceiling as she recalled what she'd done. "He took me to his room. After dinner. We had a drink."

"What'd you have?"

"Vodka. Neat."

"And him?"

"Same. I listened to his stories for a little while longer then started getting kind of bored so I just decided to get it done."

Another pulse of nervous lust. "How? What did you do?"

She giggled. "You're going to laugh. It's okay it was just so...not like me, you know?"

"What? What did you do?"

"I just put my glass down on the bed stand beside the bed and dropped down onto the floor and kind of," giggle "crawled over to the chair he was sitting in."

I caught her eyes dart towards the chair in the corner of the room. It was probably the exact same setup. An idea blossomed in my mind.

"You want me to show you, don't you?" she asked.

It was surprising, that she'd read my mind like that but in a good way. I nodded. My heart sped up.

"Well, you better get over there," she said, waving out of the bathroom. "Get your clothes back on."

I stepped out of the shower, grabbed my clothes from the heap they were in on the floor and went back out into the room. I nearly fell over trying to put on my pants. Then I stumbled across the room and sat down in the armchair.

I caught my breath when she came out a few minutes later. Her dress was back on. She looked the way she had before she left. Before she fucked another man. She was looking at me with a coy smile. She sat down on the bed. "How'd you know he was sitting there?" she asked, sitting down on the bed.

I only shook my head. "I didn't."

She slid down the bed, onto the floor and started crawling across. My pulse raced. My palms began to sweat. I felt the blood rush to my cock.

"You did it just like that?" I whispered.

"What? You don't believe me?" she asked as she reached me and put her hands up into my lap. "You think because I don't get this naughty that I don't know how to be?"

I swallowed loudly, betraying my excitement. Not that there was anything to hide. Once again my cock was hard against my pants.

She peeled back my zipper. I sat up, letting her pull my pants down. She'd touched up her makeup. Her lips were a rosy red and her lashes were luscious and long. She stared up at me until my cock popped out.

"So, that's the only difference. He wasn't nearly this hard."

"Was he hard?"

"He was kind of hard. I had to work to get him up all the way, though."

"What did you do?"

She touched the underside of my shaft with her index finger and let it slide down. My body tensed as she slid it along my sack. "Well, I had to take him in my mouth. Like this." She practically pounced up and sank her lips down onto my cock. The feeling of it sent the image blazing through my mind. What would it have looked like? To see her with his dark cock inside her mouth? She took me about halfway then pulled off slowly with a luscious, sloppy suck. She came off me with a pop leaving me bouncing in front of her mouth.

"Did it take long?" I whispered.

"Long?"

"To get him hard?"

"Not really. I tried something new."

"You did?"

"Yeah," she smiled. "Watch." Lowering her face between my legs, she wrapped her fingers around my cock. I felt her tongue flick against my balls. Then I felt it press against them in a long lick. Then, the incredibly erotic almost painful sensation as she took my low hanging nut into her mouth and started to suck.

"Oh fuck!" I cried. I tried to push her away. It wasn't the it felt bad. I guess it was just that I hadn't expected the sensation.

Her other hand slammed down on my abs, pushing me back into the chair. She eased up on sucking my one ball. The shadow of pain I'd felt faded and now all I could feel was the warm tickle of her tongue gliding along my nut. Then the feeling of her cheeks as she sucked it gently.

She started stroking my cock, now rock hard, with her hand. A tension gripped me. No. This wasn't how I wanted to finish! I wanted to hear the whole story!

"Fuck baby, please stop! I'm gonna cum!" I managed.

She let me pop out of her mouth and let go of my straining cock at the last possible moment. I balanced on the knife's edge of the surge I'd felt starting to rush through my shaft. It could have gone either way. I closed my eyes. I took a breath. The feeling retreated then sucked back up into my insides, making me shudder.

When I opened my eyes she was kneeling in front of me, staring at me, waiting for me to come down.

"So that took not too long. I guess it's a good technique, huh?" She was still slurring, though ever so slightly. I imagined how drunk and lewd she might have been with him. She was probably toning it down for me, now that the effects of the alcohol were wearing off.

I dug my fingers into the arms of the chair. "Then what?"

She giggled. "Then he stood up." She waved at me that I should stand. I did and my pants fell to the floor. "Yeah, he stood up like that. He picked me up!" She sounded absolutely delighted that he'd done that.

I shook my head. There was no way I could do that. I'd probably take out my back.

"And pretty much threw me onto the bed!" She scrambled onto the bed herself, saving me the embarrassment of trying to reenact what he'd done. "Then he ate my pussy."

What a gentleman.

And what a strange thought to have.

She spread her legs. Her dress peeled up. I saw her now tidy slit shinning with her juice. I can't lie, it was an enticing sight. I dropped down on the bed, moved my face between her thighs. The fragrance of her freshly showered cunt, tinged with the still lingering smell of sex made me rock hard. I pressed my lips against her and ran a long lick until I found her clit.

"Oh Dennis, just like that!"

I started spinning fast circles around her clit with my tongue. She started moaning and writhing on the bed beneath my mouth. I put my hands on the two orbs of her ass. Now I didn't care what he'd done to her. It was still hot, to think that another man had been between her legs that night, the way I was. Now I just wanted to push my throbbing cock back inside her and release what little I had left inside.

My licks got wetter, sloppier as more and more of her pussy juices began to leak out. She shuddered once but as soon as she did, she pushed me away, clutching at me, asking me to climb up.

"I want to feel it," she begged as I clambered up between her legs. "I want to feel us both come. I want you to come inside me, fill me up!"

I slammed my cock into her slippery puss. It slid in. Her walls were back to their tightness. She didn't feel used anymore. She felt mine. I started to rut so hard it started shaking the bed, banging it against the wall. I didn't care. I was obsessed. I needed to come. I hardened inside her and the seed pulsed through me.

"Fuck Nat, I'm gonna come!"

Her hands pressed against my ass. She helped me get deep inside. She stared into my eyes. My mouth dropped open. I exploded inside her tight cunt.

"Fuck Dennis yes! I'm coming!"

Our bodies slammed into each other as our orgasms gripped us on the inside. I grabbed her hand and felt her squeeze mine at the peak of it. We strained against each other and moaned. As soon as the height of the climax passed my body released me back into an easy fucking as I pulsed the rest of my seed into her womb.

Her hands slid down my body, caressing my spine. When it was all over, all the pleasure was fucked out, she wouldn't let me go. She made me stay inside her. I lay down on top of her and she held me until I felt out. Even then, she kept me on top of her until I could tell I was too heavy. I rolled off to one side.

"Holy shit," she said, now sounding completely lucid. The sex had obviously burned off the rest of the booze.

"What is it?" I asked.

She turned to me. "Dennis, that's so fucking hot!"

I nodded. "Yeah. It really is."

It really fucking was.

 




Chapter 10
We actually saw the guy the next day when we were checking out. It was obvious that we were together. He saw us across the lobby and actually took his glasses off, his mouth opened a little in shock as he realized who I was and that we were together. I have no idea why but it felt amazing. Knowing that he'd fucked her the night before but that she was mine was an incredible feeling of power. I nodded at him and smiled.

It took him a few seconds but he started to chuckle and shake his head. Then he gave me a thumbs up. When I turned to settle up at the front desk I saw that Natalia was looking at me. She actually looked proud. She leaned over and kissed my cheek and everything felt right. We got a cab to the airport, flew home and ordered pizza and binged on bad sci-fi. Somehow all the fear and anguish that I'd felt so deeply over the last few days melted away as we got back into our daily routine.

Nat was the one to bring it up. It was a few days after we got home. We hadn't had sex since we got back. She was tired. I was tired. And I just wanted to keep the pleasant buzz about what had happened in the back of my mind. We were sitting around reading one night on the couch when she poked me with her foot.

"So?"

"So?" I asked, barely raising my eyes from my book.

"Is that it?"

"Is what it?" I asked, looking up.

"Are you serious? You really don't know what I'm talking about?" she asked, looking a little stunned.

I didn't. I shook my head and put my book down.

"Is that all we're going to do about...the thing?" She twisted the word "thing" in a funny way.

It took me a moment to figure out what she was talking about. As soon as I did, I felt the familiar ripple of nervous lust shoot down into my insides. "Okay. I know what thing you're talking about. I thought...I thought we already did that?"

She slumped back on the couch with a sigh. My disappointed little slut.

"What?" I sounded a little snappy. I took a breath, trying to even out.

"You didn't like it?"

"It's not that I didn't like it, I just thought..." What did I think? Did I think that if she had sex with one guy that would be enough? I'd never considered the possibility that she might want to keep going. Why would she? She had me. Right?

"Thought what?"

"I thought...I guess I thought that would be it. I thought it would be enough."

She sidled along the couch until she was leaning up against my shoulder. "I'm not saying it wasn't enough. I just thought, you know, you didn't get to actually see it happen. Didn't you want that? Didn't you say it would be hot to see me with another guy?"

I took a deep breath. I really hadn't been anticipating this at all. On the one hand, it turned me on. The idea of actually seeing her with another man already had my cock getting hard. On the other hand, there was something about her asking to do it that was kind of unsettling.

"What?" she asked, "Now you're not into it anymore?"

I took a deep breath. "No, I'm still into it. It just feels different knowing that you are."

"Jealous different?" she asked, narrowing her eyes.

"Just different." It was jealousy but for some reason I didn't want to tell her. Maybe I didn't want her thinking that she was hurting me.

"Okay," she replied, opening her book back up and looking a little dejected.

"Okay, what?"

"Okay you're not into it. It's okay. I just thought it would be fun."

I started thinking about it. I looked at her pretty feet, tucked under her toned ass. My cock started to twitch. How would we do it? Who could we possibly get to fuck my wife while I watched?

She glanced up, her eyes pausing at my crotch. The faintest smile flickered across her lips. "Watcha thinkin' about?" she asked, setting her book down again.

I watched her move onto all fours and crawl across the couch towards me. I didn't reply. Just looked into her eyes. What would it look like, seeing my little Natalia staring at another man like that? What would it feel like? Would I really be filled with lust the way I was just then? Or would I not be able to take the burning jealousy that threatened to consume me at every turn.

"Are you maybe thinking about your sweet little wife with another man's cock stuffed in her pussy?" she purred. She trailed her fingers down my chest, down my abs and touched my already firm cock through my pants. "Come on baby," she whispered, leaning close so I could feel her breath on my cheek. "You know you want it."

She undid the button and pulled down my zipper, then hooked her fingers behind the elastic of my underwear. My cock jumped out as she yanked my clothes down. Natalia's eyes popped open in mock glee. "I guess that's a yes?" she asked.

I felt the soft warmth of her slender fingers wrap around the base of my shaft. I let out a groan as she slid her hand up to the base of my glans, then back down.

She was watching my cock, staring at it as if the sight of it was making her wet and ready. I looked down at the tight cut-off shorts she was wearing and imagined what it would be like to sink into her warm, wet pussy, to drive myself between her thighs.

"You could watch me take a cock in my mouth," she said and immediately sank down onto me with her lips.

I groaned again as the wetness inside her mouth spilled down my shaft, slathering me in her spit. She sucked and bobbed up and down making wet, guttural noises like some women do in porn. Like she knew that's what I really wanted. For her to be a dirty whore.

She popped off and a string of drool clung to her lower lip that looked like it was curled in a snarl. "I could suck another man for you, just like that," she said, her voice sounding husky.

My dick throbbed and she saw it. There was no hiding from her that I wanted her to do it. There was no hiding from her that I wanted it so badly that it made me hard every time I thought about it.

She bounced up, tugged off the tank top she was wearing. Her round breasts came tumbling out, her nipples pink and stiff and ready. She wiggled out of her short, the smell of her ready pussy already wafting through the room. She swung a leg over me and settled onto me but not all the way. Only enough for me to feel the heat coming off her sex. A drip of her moisture trickled from her and dribble down my cock making me bounce so the head of my cock just grazed her dewy sex.

"Are you gonna say it?" she whispered, swaying above me and tormenting me with her closeness.

"Am I going to say what?" I asked softly.

"Are you gonna tell me to fuck another man?" And then quieter. "I'll let you into my pussy if you do."

My mouth was open, my eyes were wide. I was staring deep into hers. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever heard her say. "I want you to fuck another man. And I want to watch."

She put a hand on my cheek and smiled. At that same moment she let go with her thighs, sinking onto me and letting my cock slide along the walls of her tight, wet cunt.

"Oh baby that feels so good," she said, starting to ride me. "I can't wait for you to watch me do this with another man."

I flexed inside her as she said it. What would it be like? What would it be like watching her do the same thing to another man?

"I can't wait to do it. I can't wait to do that for you," she said over and over as she rode in my lap. Her pussy was leaking all over me and as she started to ride harder and bounce higher it started making sloppy wet noises and the smell of sex drifted up between us.

I cupped her full, bouncing breasts with my hands. I pinched her nipples, hard, and she moaned at the affection. She ran her hands up her body, closed her eyes and her head tilted to one side. She was enjoying herself immensely.

I felt her pussy start to clutch at my cock, squeezing me for seed and I had to try hard not to release with my young wife riding me like that. I thought of her being off her birth control. I thought of the fact her bare womb was ready for my cum. My cock hardened. It pushed her over the edge.

"Oh fuck baby yes!" she cried. She opened her eyes and her mouth made the "O" shape as her whole body shuddered above me. Her pussy got even hotter and even more sloppy as her body tensed with climax. The whole thing was too much and I couldn't hold out any longer. I put two hands on her hips and slammed up into her. The head of my cock erupted inside her, spraying her fertile walls with my creamy, white seed. We came like that, together, fast and hard and I shook beneath her.

Then, Nat pushed me over to one side, until I was lying on the couch. I didn't understand what she was doing until she climbed off and put a hand between her legs. She scrambled up my body and settled on my chest, staring down at me.

Our eyes locked. Why was this so erotic? My young wife was going to feed me my own cum.

Still staring at me, she moved her hips forward, pressing her messy sex against my lips. I opened my mouth. She smiled, pleased, no doubt, that I was finding this as arousing as she was. As her hand came away, I looked at the still stretched lips of her freshly fucked pussy. My potent load was in her. I plunged my tongue inside her, bringing her closer to me with my hands on her ass. She moaned at the sensation and clutched at my hair with a fist. I slurped and the slippery oyster of my own spunk slithered down my throat. I swallowed it up, back into my gut.

I couldn't help myself. Even though we'd just fucked, I wanted to give her pleasure again. I found the nub of her clit with my tongue and started lapping at it. She tasted so good, like woman and sex and cock. She started moaning above me, writhing against my face until I felt her come again, her juices slathering down my throat, evidence of my success.

She crawled off my chest and cuddled up beside me and we lay there, holding each other on the couch.

"So what about Rodney?" she asked.

A jealous sizzle snaked up my spine.

 




Chapter 11
"You want me to do what?!?" Rodney practically shouted it. His big lips stayed twisted in shock for a moment.

"I want you to have sex with Natalia. But you can only do it if I watch." After spending the better part of an afternoon rehearsing my request in front of a mirror, I'd decided that the best thing to do would just be to say it straight. Get it over with.

"Dude, what in the fuck?!?"

Rodney and I had been good friends for years. He'd been the best man at our wedding and would sometimes coach Natalia when things between her and I got a little heated. He'd even been to a few tournaments with her. It felt sort of natural, to ask him to do this for us, too. As natural as this perverted little fantasy could, I guess.

"She's already fucked another guy. I just didn't get a chance to watch," I explained.

Rodney was still stunned. "She fucked another guy?"

"Yeah."

"Dude. Why?"

I sighed. This was the part I'd been dreading. Of course I could explain to him that I wanted her to have another experience other than me. That part was easy. The hard part was explaining why the hell I wanted to watch. "Rodney, I've been thinking of this since I married her. You know, there was a part of me that thought of asking you this when you were my best man? She's never been with another guy, dude. I'm the only one. I just...I don't know, I guess I just thought that's a shame or something.

"Hmm," Rodney replied, "I didn't know that."

"It's not just that, though. It's...kind of a thing for me."

Rodney shook his head, then ran a hand along the dark skin of his black pate, glistening in the sunlight. "That is some fucked up shit, man."

I shrugged and took a sip of my coffee. "It's not that fucked up." I think I was trying to convince myself as much as I was trying to convince him.

"You just...let her fuck another guy?"

"Yeah, kind of. We were talking about it and talking about it and then she just...did it. It wasn't really letting her, she kind of did it on her own."

"And then what? She told you about it?"

I nodded.

"And you liked that shit?"

I nodded again.

He shook his head. "Man, we best buds and everything and I want to do right by you and all, but shit. I don't know if I can do this shit for you. What if some shit with us gets fucked up? I like you man. I like havin' you as a friend."

It was my turn to shake my head. "Nothing's going to get fucked up. I promise. She really wants to keep trying this thing and honestly, it's a real turn on for me so if it's not you we're probably going to have to find someone else. I just thought I'd try because, well, I'd feel better about it if it was you."

Rodney scowled touched his head again. "Shit," he muttered.

The waiter came up and asked if we wanted anything else. We both said no so he handed us the check.

I'd decided it would be better not to bring Natalia with me but I'd told her to be ready at home, just in case he said yes. We'd talked about the three of us doing dinner first or something but that just seemed like it would get really weird. This seemed like the best way. I take Rodney out for a beer and if he's into it, we get it done.

I looked up at him as we stood outside of the restaurant. "So? What do you think?"

"You serious about this shit? This ain't some practical joke, right?"

"Dead serious." It was hard to keep a straight face. Rodney and I usually had a pretty jocular relationship.

"And she at home right now? Waitin' for it?"

I nodded. A pulse of adrenaline coursed through me at the though. I'd left Natalia naked, on the bed. I wondered if she was still there, touching herself with her legs spread open in anticipation of her new, black lover.

"A-ight. Let's do it."

Elation and envy and jealousy and relief all seemed to well inside me at the same time. I steeled myself as we walked towards our cars. My big, black friend Rodney was going to come back to our house and fuck my young wife. I knew I had to stay steady, though. I had to be the big guy. Natalia really wanted it and I did too and I wasn't going to let this come between me and Rodney in any way.

He followed me on the short drive back from the restaurant to our place. The whole time my pulse was pounding inside my chest. I kept imagining what it was going to be like. What was it going to be like seeing Rodney's cock press into Natalia? I'd seen him in the locker room enough times to know he was hung. Would Nat be able to take a cock like his? Would it hurt? I wondered what her face would look like. Would she look at me? Would she look at him? Would they look into each other's eyes? The thought of that was almost a little terrifying. It was exciting, thinking of her having sex with someone else. It was rage inducing thinking of her making love.

We pulled up to the house and parked our cars. Rodney asked one more time if I was sure about this and I told him I was and not to worry, that everything would be fine.

We walked into the house. It was quiet and I was pretty sure Natalia was where I'd left her, upstairs, naked on the bed.

"You want a drink or something?" I asked Rodney.

"Nah, man. I'm good."

"Okay, let's go upstairs then. She's waiting for you up there."

She was waiting up there, for both of us. I walked in through the bedroom door. Rodney followed me in and stopped as soon as his eyes came to rest on Nat's beautiful, full, toned figure lying on the bed.

Her knees were bent, leaning one against the other and she was swaying her legs side to side. With every sway you could just make the tiniest glimpse of her already moist slit.

"You did it!" she said, looking at me and smiling.

"I did it, baby. He's here for you."

We both looked at Rodney. He was still staring at Nat with wide-open eyes. "Ho-ly shit," he muttered. We both burst into laughter. It was really the only reaction you could have when confronted with a naked Natalia. She was stunning. I saw that Rodney was already getting a little hard. "Well, it don't matter what the fuck you say now motherfucker, I ain't goin' home after seein' that!"

We both laughed at that and Rodney joined in with a chuckle. I walked over to the chair I'd set up in the corner of the room and settled in. Rodney kind of stood there for a while, still not a hundred percent sure how to act. Natalia let her legs fall open. As soon as his gaze settled on her honeyed pussy, he lost all inhibitions.

He took off his shirt and pushed his shorts down. His cock was as big as I remembered and it was already starting to get hard.

Nat's eyes went wide as soon as she saw it and her mouth fell open a little. I wondered if she had the same worry I had, whether she'd be able to take something of that size.

An electric thrill raced through me as Rodney got up on his knees on the bed. From where I was sitting, I had the perfect view.

"Come here baby," he said, waving her closer.

Nat scrambled on all fours right away and crawled over towards him the same way she'd crawled towards me on the couch. She was staring at his rising cock the whole time, like she couldn't really believe a cock could be that big. When she got to it, she wrapped her fingers around it and lifted it towards her mouth. Then she looked up into his eyes.

That part, seeing her stare up at him like that, the way she stared up at me when she gave me head, was the most terrifying. It was thrilling, but something about it made me scared. What if this changed things between us? What if she started to have feelings for Rodney? Was she just looking at him like that because she wanted him to have a good time? Or was she looking at him because she felt the same way she did about me when she was about to take me inside her mouth?

Rodney let out a low, pleased sound as she opened her mouth wide and took the head of his cock. She swayed back and forth, working him in a little deeper each time until she managed to get him in just past his glans. It didn't look like she was taking any more.

"Shit, baby we gotta teach you how to take a cock."

Another arousing thrill pumped through my heart at hearing him say that. Was I really going to watch my big, black friend teach my wife how to take his cock?

Nat popped off and puffed her lips into a pout. "What? You don't like it?" she teased.

"I didn't say that, baby. You just need a little help. That's all." He put his big, black paw on the back of her head and guided her mouth towards the head of his bulging cock.

She looked a little taken aback at his sudden forwardness but there wasn't much she could do. She opened her mouth and let him slide his cock back inside. He got the head in and I saw Nat's body tense, thinking she couldn't take any more.

"Easy does it, baby. Just relax," Rodney coached moving his hips towards her and stuffing more of his meat into her mouth.

Nat's eyes went wide, as if she couldn't believe this was really happening. As if she didn't believe that it could.

Rodney stopped, about a third of his now hardened dark shaft past her lips. Nat was breathing heavy through her nose and he let her get comfortable to having that much of him in her mouth. I thought he was going to pull out. I think she did, too.

Nope. With his hand still on the back of her head, he thrust his hips towards her making her cheeks swell. I heard her gag as he shoved his dark shaft against the back of her throat.

I thought I was going to have to tell him to stop. I thought I might have to call the whole thing off. It looked like he was being pretty rough with her. Then something changed. Something in her eyes, her whole expression, really. It was like something on her face softened and she didn't have the panic in her eyes anymore. No. Now she was looking up at him with a hopeful despair. Like she couldn't get enough of that fat, black cock.

Rodney's lips cracked into a smile. He pulled his cock out of her mouth. Nat took a giant gulp of air. But as soon as she had caught her breath, she had her tongue hanging out and her mouth wide open, ready to take that cock right back into her mouth. She was practically begging to have it back inside her mouth again. Rodney had to hold her ponytail just to hold her back.

He turned to me, still smiling. "See? That's how you teach a bitch to take a cock!"

I couldn't believe it. Natalia wanted that thing back in her throat more than I'd seen her ever want anything in her life. Rodney didn't disappoint. He let go of her hair and she just impaled herself back on his cock, taking him even deeper than before. She managed to get almost all of him into her mouth. I heard her gag but she powered through the reflex to try and take him all. She couldn't quite get all of it. She started bouncing back and forth, fucking his cock with her face and trying to look up to see if he was happy with what she was doing.

Rodney was pretty mesmerized. He kept staring down at Natalia, watching her pretty pink lips swallow more and more of his cock. He pushed her hair out of the way every once in a while.

I had a raging hard on and wasn't sure of what to do with it. I didn't really want to pull it out because I thought that might weird Rodney out. So I just sat there, the pressure in my pants making me more and more uncomfortable.

"Oh shit," Rodney grunted after a while. He grabbed Nat's pony tail and pulled her off with a sloppy pop. "Shit, baby, you almost made me nut."

Natalia had nothing to say. She was just looking up at him, hungry for whatever was going to happen next. "Roll over baby," Rodney said, twirling a finger in the air. Nat spun around and was on her back in a flash, her legs splayed open wide, ready for Rod's cock.

"Mmm, that is a fine looking pussy," Rod said. "You don't mind if I have a taste? I love eatin' me some pussy." Then his bald, black had sunk in between her tanned thighs and I could tell the moment his lips touched hers by the look on her face. Not that she didn't have fun when I was eating her out. This was completely different. This looked like ecstasy.

She turned to look at me and mouthed a "thank-you" and it felt good knowing that something I'd let her do was making her this happy. But I can't say it didn't sting a little, too.

Rod put a hand between her legs and I saw the moment he worked a couple of fingers into her by her expression, too. She started mewling a high-pitched sort of sound and I could tell she was getting close to a climax. She put both hands on Rod's head and pulled him closer. Her body arched up off the bed and then she screamed as he licked and sucked on her clit and fingered her cunt. When her orgasm was over she collapsed back on the bed.

She was exhausted and she was his and he knew it by the way he got up onto his knees, towering over her on the bed. He spat on his hand and worked his cock back up to a full hardness. It was like the two of them didn't know I was in the room anymore. I kind of liked it that way.

Her legs fell apart easily for him. He was a big guy and just seeing him between her thighs it looked like he might break her, despite the shape that she was in. She just looked so frail and petite next to his massive, dark frame.

Watching his hard, curved cock press up against her dripping sex was a crazy thrill. I remembered how I'd been inside of her not too long ago and then thought about the fact that now Rod was going to know forever what the inside of my wife felt like. Then I thought of her not being on birth control and felt a pulse of adrenaline rocket through me. This was very risky and I wondered if maybe I should say something. Maybe I should run to the store for condoms. But the thought of his seed, which would certainly be voluminous if the size of his cock and his balls were any indication, spurting into Natalia's bare pussy made my own cock so stiff and I pushed away the worry. She was probably right, nothing would happen right away.

Rod let his shaft glide along Nat's slippery slit a few times before pressing the head of his cock against her folds. Her body undulated beneath him as he started pressing into her.

"You ready baby? You ready to take a big, black cock?"

Nat mewled again and it seemed her energy had returned. She nodded and bit her lip and I wondered if she was feeling nervous at all of taking Rob. I didn't have to wonder long because as soon as she nodded he rammed his hips against her, driving himself inside with a wet splurt.

Nat's eyes opened wide again as she felt his girth stretch her wet snatch. "Oh God," I heard her whisper. It made Rob pause.

"You got it, baby. You want some more?" he asked.

She nodded vigorously and I saw him cocking his hips again for another smash, pulling back a little and then, slam!

Nat screamed and I clutched at the arms of my chair, worried that he'd hurt her somehow. This time I couldn't help interrupting. "Baby, are you okay?" I asked.

When her head rolled to one side, she had tears in her eyes. She looked a little surprised. As if she really had forgotten that I was there. "Are you alright?"

"Oh God, baby," she moaned, "he feels...so...good!"

Just then Rob thrust the last of what he had against her. I thought I heard her pussy split as she shoved the final third of his cock into her cunt. Her legs came up off the bed. She grabbed her ankles, holding herself open for her new, black lover. My friend Rod.

I leaned back into my chair, unable to peel my eyes away from the scene in front of me. Rodney had come up off of Nat. The flexed muscles of her long calves proved too much to resist. After admiring her legs, her ran his hands up and grabbed her ankles. She let go, her hands coming to rest softly on her pillowy breasts as she squeezed them together for his viewing pleasure.

As he began sawing into her, I stared down at the girth of his sloppy dick each time he pulled it out. Natalia's slit looked stretched so tight around him and it really made me worry that if his fucking became more aggressive he really might tear her apart.

But her face told an entirely different story. Each time his formidable seeding muscle plunged into her sweaty, dripping cunt, her lips twisted into an agonized, silent moan. Her eyes closed and her body writhed as she tried to impale him even deeper into herself. Everything about her, every motion, every look, every sound spoke a single word. Yes.

He fucked her like that for a while, holding her feet up, sometimes opening her more widely, sometimes pressing her calves together so she looked like one giant slit. He drove her deep into the mattress and made her moan as she got close to coming. When I could tell she was right on the edge, he started fucking her faster and harder, pounding his cock into her pussy until I saw her start to clench around him as her body tried to drain his load towards her womb.

The terrifying thrill rushed through me again as I thought of the fact that he was unprotected, and Natalia too. There was no barrier between his life-bearing seed and the egg that might be waiting in her insides. His cum, if he delivered it into her pussy, would live inside her long after he was gone, hunting for its target, longing to take root.

The sound of Natalia crying out in pleasure ripped me from my taboo fantasy. I watched her body shake. He let go of her legs. They fell to the sides of him, grazing against his dark well-muscled thighs. He leaned over her and as she came all over his thick cock, he pounded her into the bed, driving her to another swell of climax.

Finally, with her body limp beneath him, I saw her hands move to his chest and I heard her whimper "Stop!" because she simply could not take anymore of his love.

I sat, staring as his meat emerged from her freshly fucked hole, dripping with her excitement, with the liquid that would help deliver his potent load. He rose up and out from in between her legs. He rolled her over easily on her stomach then yanked her up by her hips, leaving her face on the bed and him staring into her puckered, back hole.

Without warning or request, because it seemed that the three of us all knew that she was his now, he pushed his thumb into her pussy. She mewled but didn't protest. She let him twist the digit inside her, pull it in and out with noisy, wet slaps and slurps.

Then, just as freely as he'd pushed it into her pussy, he held her ass hole open and shoved the wet thumb into her dirty back hole.

Nat's eyes popped open at the intrusion but she didn't protest. I looked from her back to Rodney to see him gazing lovingly at his immersion in her behind. "Mmmm, baby, that's it. You took that fine."

I wondered if he had other designs on that way into her but dismissed the thought as impossible. He could never even fit the head of his cock into that hole.

For now, he took his cock in hand and keeping his thumb still inside her, he pushed himself back into her closing cunt.

She groaned a "Yes!" and clutched at the sheets as his member slid into her soft, stretched pussy. She pushed back against the bed, trying to get him to go as deep as he had before. He gave it to her, but at his own pace, making her wait and giving her a warning slap on the ass if she got too uppity.

Now that my attention wasn't completely by her eyes, which were closed, I stole a glance between Rod's legs. His balls were equally as impressive as his cock and they hung low between his legs, no doubt heavy with good seed. As the last inches of his length sank into Natalia's stretched pussy, I watched those balls swing forward and slap against her clit.

He held her there for a while, admiring how skewered she was on both his thumb and his cock. Then, still keeping his thumb inside her, he started to ride her, plunging deep into her, drawing himself out, then thrusting back in.

I felt such a need to touch myself, like I've never felt before in my life. I resisted, knowing how much better it would be to have her than to relieve the pressure in between my legs with an orgasm now. I was beyond the point of caring what Rodney would think if I pulled myself out. I just wanted to hold out and be with her.

Every once in a while I would glance at Rodney's face. Each time I did it was to see that the snarl on his lips had grown. As Natalia moaned against his violent love, I could see his body tensing, getting closer to the moment of release.

Again, the thought gripped me in its paralyzing hold. I should do something. I should say something, tell him that she's not on birth control. For his sake as much as for hers. But the thought that soon his cock would be spewing a potent, creamy load inside the walls of her fertile pussy was so erotic and intoxicating that I found myself bound to my chair. It was Rodney who saved the moment.

"Where you want me to come baby?" he grunted.

Nat opened her eyes. I stared at her and she looked back at me, her expression perfectly calm. I knew she was thinking the same thing I was. I knew she was thinking she should answer him, say something, or that I should. But she didn't. Neither of us did. We just gazed into each other's eyes as Rod pounded deep into her pressing towards his climax. It was the most beautiful moment I think I'd ever shared with her up to that point.

"Shit!" he grunted, then, "I'm gonna nut!" He pulled his thick, dark spear from her sloppy pussy. He grabbed himself and barked, "Shit, roll over!"

Natalia twisted her torso until she was lying on her back. She spread her legs, baring the pink hole he'd fucked so well and stretched so wide. She kept her legs splayed, pressed her tits together and stuck out her tongue making it clear that she was his right then and he could anoint her with his gift anywhere he pleased.

The first hot spurt of it erupted from Rodney's cock as he came with a shout. I couldn't help staring at his cock as he pumped it. The way that muscle flexed in his hand as it spewed shot after shot of white cum onto my wife was mesmerizing. I knew this couldn't be the end. I knew I had to see the same thing again and again, but this time it would have to be inside her. I needed to watch him cum inside my wife.

When I looked back to Nat it was to see her glazed with his creamy spunk. Some of it had landed on her face. Another shot had gone on her tits and was hanging off her nipple. Then he'd pointed it at her used pussy and there was a dollop of it there, dangerously close to going inside. My hard on raged as I thought of what she might make me do after he was gone. Would she make me clean her out?

His orgasm seemed to pass more quickly than Nat's had. Almost before I could enjoy everything about it, it was over and it seemed like Rodney had noticed me in the room again. He looked at me, seeming a little sheepish at what had just happened.

"You okay man?"

Finally I found the strength to get up. I walked over to him just as he pulled his pants on. I took his hand and shook it. "You're going to think this is crazy, I know, but thank-you," I said. "That was...fucking beautiful, man."

His eyes went a little wide and he shook his head as he put on his shirt. "Shit. Seriously? You need me again? Anytime. With that?" he said, jerking a thumb towards Nat. "Anytime." Then he turned around and walked out.

And I turned to my wife. She was licking her finger then dragging it across her cheek, then licking it again. She was tasting him. I stared at her until she looked up.

"Do you want to try?" she whispered.

My eyes fell to the clump of cum that was still clinging to the lips of her pussy.

She noticed me looking. She lowered herself on the bed, opening her legs wider. Letting me in.

I sank down between her thighs. She smelled like sex and pussy and cock. I stared at the seed he'd left on her. I stuck out my tongue.

 




Chapter 12
I pressed my mouth against her soft lips. The first sharp taste of Rod's cum hit me full force. There was a musky sweetness to it but that was just the first note. Afterwards the taste broke down into a bitter tartness as it travelled down my throat. But I couldn't stop. I wanted more. I licked up all the cum he'd left beside her pussy. Then I crawled up to her tits and licked what hadn't dried there, too. Then she scooped what was left on her cheeks and fed it to me, staring at me as I ate.

"You like watching that?" I asked her when there was no cum left.

"I don't know why," she answered, "but I do."

Suddenly I realized how close to her I was and how naked she was and how clothed I was. Then I again noticed the desperate ache that was filling my insides and making my cock totally stiff. I tore my shirt off and crawled out of my pants and I had my cock in my hand and was ready to bury it inside Natalia.

"Wait. I'm so sore," she whispered as I crawled between her legs. "Can you just...I can help you finish." She seemed a little shy about it. A little upset that she couldn't accommodate me.

"It's okay," I soothed. It was a disappointment but I was sure I would be ready again soon. I started stroking my cock, my eyes roaming up and down her generous curves. Her pussy lips had closed completely again, back into a tight, inviting slit and I felt a pang of jealousy and regret that I wasn't allowed in.

She reached out and touched my cock and started stroking me. It was awkward, being right in front of her. I shuffled over to one side, so she could stroke me more easily. I felt her other hand come up behind me, in between my legs. My cock hardened as I felt her take my balls into her soft hand and start to knead. Still stroking me I felt her rolling my nuts around like two golf balls in her hand. Every once in a while she would pet the underside of them and that would make my cock jump in her hand.

I was so close to coming I started shaking a little bit from kneeling the way I was. I felt the cum start to surge out through my cock. She was going to make me come. My wife was going to make me come onto the sheets of the bed. And then...

"Oh God! My foot!" Except it was her that said it and not me. As the first shot of seed spat out of the head of my cock she let go of me, clutching at her foot.

I fell forward with a terrible groan as more cum spurted out of me. I grabbed at myself, trying to salvage the orgasm but it was too late. The pleasure had already fluttered away back up my spine. My cock bounced, spilling the rest of my seed into a little pool that darkened the sheets. I turned to look at Natalia.

"Oh my God, I am so sorry!" she said, scrambling towards me and reaching beneath me to try and start again.

"It's okay," I grumbled. "What happened?"

"Oh God, I got the worst foot cramp!"

A foot cramp. Yeah. Those suck. That one really sucked for me.

We spent the day ruminating on what had happened. Natalia was thrilled. She wanted to see Rodney again. I wanted her to see Rodney again, too, but now that I wasn't in the eroticism of the moment, I started wondering whether she was getting a little too excited about it all. I wanted her to be happy but I wanted to make sure she knew there would be an end to this. I brought it up at dinner.

"So, what do you think about giving ourselves a time limit."

"Time limit?" she asked in between bites of chicken.

"Yeah. Like what if we were to say that we're going to do this, play like this, for a month."

"A month?" she asked, frowning.

"Yeah."

"That's it?"

I paused before answering. "What? You want more?"

"Why do we have to put a time limit on it anyways?"

Why did we have to put a time limit on it? I guess we didn't. I guess I kind of wanted to. "I'm not just going to let you fuck other men forever you know?"

I meant it as a joke. Her reaction was what turned it serious. She scowled and took another bite of chicken. That made me feel bad.

"Wait, Nat, did you think I was? Did you think I was just going to let you keep doing this?"

She shrugged. "I don't know what I thought. You like it, don't you? You loved watching today."

"Yeah, sure, but I don't know. I don't want things getting out of hand."

"What do you mean out of hand?"

"I mean, this one time was awesome. It was good hearing about your time with the other guy. But you're married to me, remember? I guess I always thought that this would just be a one time thing. It's turned into more, which is fine. I just think if we give ourselves a deadline we can have some fun and we'll both know there's an end to it."

She thought about it for a moment. "Yeah. That sounds okay, I guess." She didn't sound convinced.

"Well, how about a month then? What do you think of that?"

She nodded. "Sure. A month."

We ate in an awkward silence after that. I didn't want to bring it up again but it bothered me that she wasn't satisfied. It seemed like a more than fair arrangement. After dinner I did the dishes and cleaned up while she relaxed. I spent the whole time thinking about what had happened that afternoon and it got me feeling horny and hard. I found her upstairs reading. I lay down next to her on the bed and tried to strike something up.

"Horny again?" she asked.

I got a little wounded by the question. I was hoping that her pussy wasn't feeling sore anymore and that we could try and make up for the terrible orgasm I'd had. "I didn't really get much relief last time, you know?" I ran a finger along her arm.

"I'm a little tired tonight. Plus I'm still kind of sore from Rodney. God, did you see the size of his cock?"

I chuckled. "Yeah, that was pretty much all I could see. The guy's seriously hung." I watched her as she drifted into some dark corner of her mind and I was pretty sure I knew which one. "Are you thinking about him?"

"Huh? Oh. Yeah." She flushed a little but recovered quickly. "Do you think we can invite him again tomorrow?"

My eyes widened a little at her eagerness. I couldn't really say no, though. After that whole conversation of things lasting a month. "Sure. He did say anytime."

She giggled and covered her mouth, playing bashful, but her mood had definitely lifted. "Well, maybe we can find something to do to give you some relief," she said, smiling. She put her book on the nightstand and reached her hand towards my hardening cock.

It seemed a little weird that she was suddenly interested in sex, or at least getting me off, after finding out that Rodney could come over tomorrow. I wasn't about to make a thing of it right then. I had more important things on my mind.

I let her unbuckle my belt and pull my pants off along with my underwear. She got between my legs and grabbed my cock and sank down onto it, sucking it into her hot little mouth.

I thought of the way she'd sucked on Rodney and this didn't really compare. When she'd been sucking on him, she looked so hungry for his cock. I wasn't about to start complaining about getting a blow job, though.

She rubbed her hand along my shaft as she played with me with her tongue inside her mouth. It felt good and I was just settling into it, enjoying the view when she started bobbing faster up and down.

"Oh baby, that feels good but slow down. You're gonna make me come so fast!"

She locked eyes with me but didn't relent. She was staring me down, her gaze boring down into me as she fucked me with her hand and mouth. She looked like a woman on a mission.

"Baby, careful! I'm getting close!" I said as I felt the seed start to move into my cock. "Baby, easy!" I said, trying to slide out. But she had me pinned to the bed. She wouldn't let me go. To a chorus of sloppy splurts and slaps she bobbed and sucked, fucking me with her messy face until I couldn't hold it in any longer.

"Oh fuck!" I screamed as I felt myself unloading inside her mouth. She didn't stop. She kept bouncing on me and sucking, milking the cum out with a hand below her chin until I was done and started softening.

That's when she crawled onto me, crawled up my body and pressed her messy lips against mine.

I knew what she wanted even if I wasn't really into it just then. I opened my mouth nevertheless and as she kissed me deeply, felt the taste of my own spunk dribbling down my throat. I swallowed it up, sending it back where it had come from, just in a different compartment.

She held me in the kiss until every last drop of me had drained from her mouth. When she pulled away, she was smiling. "Better?" she asked.

Relieved, certainly. Did I feel better? I wasn't too sure.

 




Chapter 13
"You still sure about this man?" Rodney was standing in our hallway the next day with Natalia once again waiting upstairs. "I know it's your kink and shit but I just don't want it to become some problem, you know?"

"Yeah, just relax," I said, putting a hand on his shoulder. He smelled like cologne and barbecue and I knew I'd be smelling him on Nat later. "She's waiting upstairs."

Rod shrugged and trudged up the stairs with me following him.

Nat practically pounced on him when he walked in. She was naked on the bed again but this time she didn't wait. She got up and danced across the room and was pulling down the shorts he was wearing almost before he could take his shoes off.

Rod chuckled. "Bitch got a taste for some big, black cock, huh?"

Nat looked at him wide-eyed and smiling as she tugged his pants down and removed his member.

For some reason it looked even bigger than I'd remembered it. She started licking it and playing with the end of it with her tongue as she wrapped both hands around the python and started to stroke it to life.

"Mmmm, baby. You a sweet little thing," he cooed, leaning down and twisting her nipples stiff.

I took up position in my chair again. I had talked Natalia before Rodney got there and told her how important it was to me to have sex with her after he did. It was part of the thrill, feeling her pussy so used and raw. She'd agreed that we could definitely do it today even if she was a little sore. Because of that I'd kept my pants on again knowing that just seeing her with him would be enough to keep me hard.

"That's it," Rob urged as she sucked eagerly on his cock. "Take a little more, baby."

Natalia opened her mouth a little wider and let him slide more of his cock into her. I watched as half of it went in. I saw the moment it touched the back of her throat. I saw her gag a little, then relax. Then I watched as he buried the last half of it in her mouth. Her eyes closed and she just held him there like that, looking like she was in heaven with that black cock in her mouth.

He stared down at her, too. Longer this time than he had the day before. Like he was looking at her face, studying it. When she gagged again and started to cough, he pulled himself out. His cock fell out as Nat sucked in a lungful of air. Bits of spit and bile hung in long, clear strands from the head of his cock to her lips. It was a beautiful sight.

He smacked her cheek with it a few times and smiled. "You ready to take it again baby?" he asked.

She nodded a very eager nod and opened her mouth again.

He took her in the mouth, driving his cock into her throat. "Come on baby, give me a little love with your throat," he asked. I watched the muscles in her throat start working as she began to milk his cock. Like she was trying to swallow him hole. "Shit!" Rodney exclaimed after a few seconds of her gentle massage. "She give good head. You're one lucky guy!"

He didn't look over so I didn't feel like it needed a reply. The truth was, she'd never done anything like that to me. I'd never taken her in the throat like that. I didn't mind being dominant in the relationship, but I always felt that would have been a little too much. She didn't seem to mind it with Rodney, though.

"Ugh, hold up baby, hold up," Rod said, pulling himself out of her mouth. "You gonna make me nut. I want to try that pussy again." He waved her over to the bed and she scrambled up right away. She got on all fours at the edge and looked back, waiting for him to come and push himself inside her again.

Rod spat onto his hand and gave the head of his cock a rub as he came up behind her. He slapped her pussy, just gently, but enough to get her to squirm. Her soft petals seemed to open at his command. Then he was up on the bed, towering over her, pushing her forward until her face fell against the mattress once again. I guess that's how he liked to take his women. He didn't kneel behind her this time. He stood over her, lowering his now-hard cock and bending at the knees until the head was right at her sex.

He slid it along her slit, collecting the clear drool that was oozing from her. He did that until she started mewling, begging for him to stretch her. Then he gave her the whole thing at once. Not like yesterday. He just fucked himself right up inside my wife.

She let out a half-scream half-cry. From the way they were positioned, I had an even better view of her pussy than I had the day before. I watched it stretching to accommodate Rod's massive girth. The darkness of his cock against Natalia's pale, pink flesh was beautiful to see.

The whole thing was so erotic. Watching my wife give this man her body was really something hot. He started fucking her quite hard almost right away. Like she'd done with my blowjob the night before. He was driving into her, the full length of his hard meat pole disappearing inside her easily now.

She cried out with every fierce thrust but not for him to stop. It was a cry of pleasure, unlike she'd ever made with me. Each cry seemed to say that she was thankful for the fearsome fucking he was giving her and that she wanted more. When she came it was with a shriek, then a moan, then tears as her body shuddered around his cock.

Rodney seemed to like that she came because just as she was coming off her orgasm he started fucking her even harder, both of his hands on her ass cheeks as he rode her to his own climax.

Suddenly Natalia was looking at me. I don't know how but I knew what she wanted. I knew what she wanted even before she mouthed the word "please," at me. I knew what she wanted probably because it was what I wanted myself. I nodded at her.

As soon as she'd seen it she turned around and looked back. "Rodney," she said, breathless, "I want your cum." She said it so softly that I could barely hear it.

Rodney, fucking her from above, piling his cock deep inside her, paused and glanced at me.

I gave him a quick nod, before I could change my mind. What the hell were we doing?!? What were we thinking?!? This was dangerous but it was thrilling too.

He went straight back to powering into her and I knew that if I were to change my mind I only had a moment to do it. And then the dark thought again, the fantasy loomed in my mind. If I said nothing, in a few moments Rod's cock would tighten inside my wife. It would vomit out a torrent of fresh cum, no doubt replenished to the same volume I'd seen the day before by his impressive sack. It would froth and mingle with Nat's juices and it would start to swim. It would begin to swim inside her, his seed searching for her fertile egg. Unless I did a good job of cleaning it all out.

Rod's groan made me look up. My eyes went wide. Not caring what anyone would think, I got up and staggered towards the bed. Rod was too lost in pleasure to pay me any mind. Nat reached out a hand.

I took her hand in mine, squeezing her in this precious moment. I knelt by the bed. The real reason I wanted to be there was to see it for myself up close.

As a massive orgasm tore through Rodney, my eyes stayed on his cock and sack. His nuts tightened up close to his body. I could see all the muscles between his legs moving together. His cock started to throb. He held himself in place, stretching out the peak of his climax. I watched the dark shaft throb and throb and throb.

My own cock was stiff as a board in my pants at what I was watching. I was watching Rod's seeding muscle delivering pulse after powerful pulse of his potent, white cum deep into Natalia's insides. As I stood and stared, another man was fucking his cum, unprotected, into my wife. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen up close. Until I saw what happened next.

Watching Rod remove his thick, black rod from Natalia's still pulsing pussy made my jaw drop open. He was slick with her juices and his freshly delivered spunk. It dripped from him, down onto her legs and the bed as each inch of him came out of her. When the head of his mighty cock finally popped out of her hole, it left it gaping enough for me to see inside. Her pussy lips began to close but slowly.

Inside my beautiful wife's body swam a thick pool of Rod's creamy cum. It was splattered along the walls of her fleshy cave. It clung to her insides. I don't know where the compulsion came from but I pushed a finger into her and scooped a glob of it out. I must have been lost in a daze because when I turned around Rod wasn't there anymore. His clothes were gone, too. It was just me and Natalia. I felt the throbbing of my cock rushing through my whole body.

"Do you want to fuck me now baby?" Natalia asked.

I looked up at her to see her smiling a shy smile. Her cheeks were rosy and she looked so beautiful, having just been used by another man. I yanked my clothes off and found myself on top of her right away.

I spun her around, pushing her onto her back on the bed. I couldn't resist another glance at her pretty little pussy. It had closed up now, sealing in Rod's precious gift. It made me want her more, knowing he was inside. I wanted to fuck my spunk into her too.

She opened her legs, like a willing slut taking another customer. I didn't kiss her or fondle her tits. All I could think of was sinking my cock into her cunt and fucking her until it drained. As I pushed into her sex, she put her arms around my neck and gazed into my eyes.

"Does it feel good? Knowing another man's cum is swimming inside my body?" she whispered with a smile.

It felt more than good. It was so fucking hot. Like a competition inside her womb. Let the best seed win. I fucked her, pushing my cock as deep into her as I could, knowing full well it would never come close going as deep as Rodney had gone. Still, I had to try.

She didn't seem to react to my love-making. She was patient and kind, enduring my need like she said she would. She smiled. She looked into my eyes. But how could she enjoy anything like my cock after being stretched so completely by one like Rod's? I wondered if she could even feel me at all inside her.

My orgasm swelled inside me and I wanted to make her feel good. I wanted to do something that would repay the favour she was giving me by letting me fuck her while she was still full of Rodney's cum. I leaned down and took her nipple into my mouth, playing at it with my tongue.

But she pulled me up. She pulled me up and smiled. "Does this feel good?" I asked, rutting against her hoping that the answer was going to be "yes."

"It feels fine, baby. Just enjoy yourself," she whispered, smiling a little wider.

As much as I wanted to please her, to reclaim her as mine, I knew that it was a hopeless task just then. I cupped her tit with one hand and focused on getting the job done.

I felt my nuts squeeze up between my legs. I felt my cock harden inside my wife. I felt her tighten around me. For a second I thought I might have brought her to an orgasm but when I looked up at her, I realized she was squeezing for my benefit.

"Fuck me baby. Fuck me up full of your cum, too," she whispered against my ear.

It sent me barrelling over the edge. I slammed into the screaming pleasure of a massive orgasm. I heard myself shout. My hips slammed against her, driving my cock into her used cunt. I felt seed rush into her. I felt Rod's cum come spurting out from the force of my fuck. It dripped along my shaft and down my balls as I fucked and fucked.

Then it was over. I sailed down from the peak of my pleasure and the room and reality and life came flooding back. I realized how heavily I was breathing. I rolled off of Natalia and over to the side of the bed. She curled up against me and we lay there together, her lost in her own thoughts and me lost in mine.

 




Epilogue
"What do you think?" I looked up from my phone to see Natalia holding up a baby outfit.

"I think it's...very cute."

She narrowed her eyes. "You don't care do you?"

I couldn't help but sigh. We were going on hour three in this particular store. She was a woman obsessed. "Baby," I said, stepping closer to her and kissing her forehead, "I care what you think. Do you like it?"

She scrunched up her nose and stared at the outfit as if she were examining a piece of modern art. "I don't know. Do you think it's too...blue?"

I chuckled and kissed her again, this time on the cheek. I let my hand settle on her hard, round belly. She'd stayed in remarkably good shape, through the pregnancy but now she looked ready to burst. Despite the extra weight, she still carried herself with grace. She was still stunning.

My cock moved.

"What do you say I take you to dinner," I asked, leaning in to kiss her neck. She softened as my lips touched her skin.

"Yes?" she asked.

"Then we go home," I murmured.

"Yes?"

"I run you a bath," I whispered.

I heard her smile. "Yes?"

Another gentle kiss, this time on the back of her neck.

"And what's in this for you, coach?" she asked.

"Well, I thought you could be in charge of that."

She turned around and stared deep into my eyes. Her smile waned. She looked to one side, then the other, then seeing that the coast was clear reached a hand between my legs and felt my hardness. One corner of her mouth curled back up. She asked the question slowly.

"How about a nice, long fuck?"
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John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 
 Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 
 But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 
 Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?

The Sowing Song

Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 
 When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village halfway across the world, he can't say no. 
 His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 
 Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?

The Summer House

When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 
 Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 
 Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?


Foreign Affairs

Ken Sanders has been informed he is being transferred from his post in Africa. 
 As the date of his departure nears, a dark fantasy from his past looms large. 
 When his wife discovers his voyeuristic tendencies, she suggests he give in to his desire and share her with another man. 
 The act leaves them both hungry for more. Will they ever be satisfied?

Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 
 When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 
 Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 
 When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 
 Will their marriage be able to survive?

The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy

Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 
 Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 
 When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 
 Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 
 Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife?

Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.
 After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.
 Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wifesharing.
 But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?


A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 
 From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 
 Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 
 As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 
 An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story. Watching Her Work: A Hotwife Romance Novel
"That is your wife?" they'd ask, incredulous that someone like me could ever bed someone like her.

 His book is being turned into a movie. His wife Adriana is the star. Roger Herrington has it all. 
 When he finds out that a racy scene has been added and that he won't be allowed to watch, Roger is forced to re-examine his past and confront the source of his jealous lust. 
 A 40,000-word erotic wife-watching tale of voyeurism and seduction.

Just Between Us: A Hotwife Novel

A box of pictures from Katherine's past leads Mark to discover a fantasy he didn't know he had. 
 His curiosity turns into an obsession that starts to take over his entire life: watching his wife with another man. When Katherine finds out about his new found fetish, her reaction to it is completely unexpected. 
 Together, the two embark on a journey to see the fantasy fulfilled. But when Katherine seems too eager to please, Mark starts to wonder whose fantasy this is really about.

Hotwife Hotel : A Wifewatching Romance 

When Rebecca inherits an old house on the east coast, she convinces her husband that the move would be a good change of pace. 
 In the hopes of reviving their marriage, John agrees and the two decide to turn the place into a bed and breakfast. 
 John soon realizes the hotel is the perfect place to live out his secret fantasy of watching his wife with another man.
 Will he be able to convince Rebecca? Or are some fantasies better left unsaid?
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