
        
            
                
            
        

    

Cougar at the Cottage



An Interracial Hotwife Fantasy

by

 Jason Lenov




Thank-you for buying this Thirteenth Line Publications ebook.
To receive info on new releases, special offers and more sign up for our newsletters.

SIGN UP





Copyright 2022 Jason Lenov


Thirteenth Line Publications


This book is a work of fiction. All characters, companies, organizations, products and events in this book, other than those that are clearly in the public domain, are fictitious, and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, companies, organizations, events, or products, is purely coincidental.

All characters depicted in this story are 18 years or older.

Cover characters are models. Image(s) is/are licensed from:

depositphotos.com







 

Table of Contents

 

Chapter One

 

Chapter Two

 

Chapter Three

 

Chapter Four

 

Chapter Five

 

Chapter Six

 

Chapter Seven

 

Chapter Eight

 

Chapter Nine

 

Chapter Ten

 

Chapter Eleven

 

Chapter Twelve

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

Chapter Sixteen

 

Chapter Seventeen

 

Also by Jason Lenov

 




 



 


Chapter One

 


Greg opened the back hatch of the Audi and hauled out the two big suitcases Molly had packed. Let out a huff at how much they weighed and wondered what she needed this many clothes for? They were only staying for a week. He grabbed the small backpack he’d packed for himself, threw it over his shoulder and picked up the suitcases again.
 

He’d made it half way to the house through a swarm of mosquitoes when Molly called out. “Greg? Greg? Can you grab the sunscreen? It’s in a white paper bag on the back seat!”
 

Sighing, he set the suitcases on the ground and trudged back to the car. Scooped the sunscreen out of the back seat, took it out of the bag and popped it into his shirt pocket. Walked back to the suitcases and did another dead lift to pick them up.
 

Molly walked out onto the screened in porch just as he was lifting them. “Oh no! Did you put those on the ground? They’re going to be all dirty Greg!” she complained.
 

He gritted his teeth and did his best to ignore the criticism. “I’ll dust them off before I put them in the room,” he muttered as he squeezed past her into the cottage.
 

“Better use a wet paper towel. It’s pretty muddy out there.”
 

He glanced back at where he’d set the luggage down. Dry as a bone. Better to not mention though.
 

“I think there are paper towels in the kitchen. Oh, just hold on. I’ll get it,” Molly said.
 

He drew in a breath and closed his eyes. Thought back to their last therapy session. Empathy. He was supposed to be practising empathy. In these moments when something Molly did got his goat he was supposed to be an observer of his own emotions. Supposed to watch them pass, acknowledge them, just not react. He couldn’t control his emotions. He could control his reactions. He did some deep breathing with his eyes closed until Molly swept into the room like a tornado, tipped the luggage on it’s side and started wiping them down with the wet paper towels she’d brought.
 

He stood watching.
 

“It’s just I think there were ants out there and we don’t want to get ants into the house. I think that’s in the contract, actually. We’re really supposed to take care not to let any insects or wildlife in. Apparently they paid a lot of money to…”
 

He sighed as she prattled on. Instead of letting Molly’s worrying upset him he focused his mind on the twelve beers he’d brought in to cool in the fridge. A week sitting around on the deck of a cottage hadn’t been his first choice of vacation. He didn’t do sitting around very well. But Molly, who spent a lot more time managing humans than he spent interacting with them, had insisted. A lonely, secluded place with just the two of them. Somewhere on the water. Somewhere she could swim first thing in the morning and any other time she wanted. He’d agreed but only after extracting the only concession from her he needed to have as good a time on this sort of vacation as she would: beer. Unlimited, day-drinking guzzling of all the beer he wanted was all he needed. If he had that Molly could do whatever the hell she wanted.
 

“Okay I think I got most of it. Did you bring my purse in like I asked?” Molly said, standing up from her crouch.
 

“My hands were kind of full with all these,” he said, lifting the suitcases again. “I’ll go back out and…”
 

“Oh never mind. I’ll get it,” Molly said, vaguely irritated.
 

He closed his eyes and did a few more deep breaths before staggering into the bedroom and setting the suitcases down next to the dresser. Knowing Molly she’d unpack for the week. Organize her socks and underwear into the various drawers.
 

He threw his backpack on the bed, pulled out his swimming shorts and changed into them. Unzipped the bottom pouch and took out his flip-flops. Let them fall to the ground with a loud smack, then tucked his sock-less feet into them. He smiled. This felt better already. This was doable. This wasn’t going to be nearly as bad as he’d thought.
 

He walked through the center of the spacious a-frame and to the fridge in the kitchen. Opened the door and pulled out one of the bottles. Not exactly cold enough. He tucked the bottle into the freezer and started rummaging through the cupboards by the window to try and find a glass he could cool. Froze in place at the view outside.
 

A very young woman in a very skimpy bikini was passing by the kitchen window. She, too, was wearing flip-flops. And not much else. The thong bikini covered exactly zero of the surface area of a tanned bubble-butt that, had it been a squash, might have won the biggest pumpkin competition at the local fair. Two round, firm orbs of flesh that bobbled up and down in time with her stride. Her breasts were equally prodigious. He didn’t know sizes but these things were big. Two hands each sort of big, if you meant to lift them. A row of fluorescent fabric straps zig-zagged along the woman’s chest, again covering very little.
 

She was obviously an adult because there was a tiny butterfly tattoo just above her ankle. She wore sparkling rings on her toes and fingers. Her hair was died bleach blonde and she was wearing very dark eyeliner applied very generously.
 

His cock, a not-forgotten but seldom exercised appendage, shifted between his legs.
 

The woman was walking along the small dirt road they’d used to get to the cottage from the main highway.
 

He followed her with his eyes glued first to her chest, then as she passed, to the delicious curves of her rump and waist. He couldn’t help but notice that her lips were parted slightly. He wondered how vacant an expression she wore behind her dark sunglasses. She looked like a bimbo, made up like a goth. A strange but somehow alluring combination. Perhaps because of her lack of clothes but not only.
 

“I bet that now you’re happy we came,” a quiet voice said behind him.
 

He jumped and spun around to find Molly peering over his shoulder with her arms crossed over her chest. Realized she’d just seen exactly what he’d been staring at. “I…uh…couldn’t find a glass,” he muttered, pointing up at the cupboard.
 

Molly flashed a tight smile. Holding his gaze she reached up, pulled a beer glass off the shelf and set it on the counter. “Oh look. There’s one right here,” she said. “You must have been distracted.”
 

He made some sounds that were meant to be words but came out as just “uh” and “ee” before Molly started chuckling.
 

She patted his chest. “Relax, tiger,” she said. “I promised not to be a bitch, remember? It’s not like you went out looking for it.”
 

Still unsure how to play down his gawking, he found her sincerity surprising and refreshing. Maybe she really meant to make good on that promise? “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “She literally just walked into my field of…”
 

“Relax,” Molly repeated. “We’re going to have a nice time this week. You do your deep breathing and I’ll do my…what was I supposed to be doing again?” she asked, furrowing her brow.
 

“Counting down if you feel like you’re going to…”
 

“Flip out. Right. Counting down. Well, I’m not about to flip out so I’ll just skip it for now. But anyways thanks for bringing the suitcases in.”
 

He got another funny feeling. A sort of release of tension that came with Molly actually thanking him for doing something she’d asked. Normally she just asked him to do another thing. Was she…relaxing? Was she loosening up? Was she following her own advice? She’d just caught him checking out the goth bimbo hottie walking by and she wasn’t flipping out. Had she counted down behind him when he hadn’t even known she was there?
 

Or was it possible that Molly had every intention of doing what they were there to do? Chilling the fuck out?
 

She reached up and clapped a hand on his shoulder a few times. “Why don’t you pour yourself that beer, cowboy?” she asked with a smile. “And why don’t you pour me one, too.”
 

His eyes widened ever so slightly. He looked at her with disbelief. It even seemed like there were fewer worry lines on her face than there had been when they’d left the house. His heart lifted, spirits rising to the occasion that they might actually have a good time here. That they might have some fun and not just sit and wait out the clock on this very expensive stay?
 

Molly stepped around him and craned her neck to peer out the window. “Well she was really something, huh?” she asked.
 

He didn’t dare reply.
 

“I think I’ll go unpack my suitcases. Do you have anything you need unpacked? Can you bring my beer into the bedroom? I think once I’m done I’ll get a swimsuit on and go for a dip. Do you want to come? Ha! Just kidding. Just kidding. I’ll just be unpacking,” she sang as she waved a hand over her shoulder and waltzed towards the bedroom.
 

He watched her go. He liked her stride, too. She had a wide stride. A purposeful stride. She always looked like she knew where she was going and why. He liked the way it made her butt bounce. The memory of the other butt bouncing twisted together with the sight of hers disappearing through the bedroom door and did a very funny thing to his guts.
 

He remembered Molly when she’d been that age. Early twenties. A bubbling cauldron of mirth with a razor sharp mind. Her big personality that filled a room. Her large breasts and bottom and the thick shock of black hair that was forever whipping around her head and getting in her eyes. Those dark, Semitic eyes that pierced into his soul any time she’d looked at him. He’d loved her so hard.
 

Her mind was still sharp as ever. Mirth was gone, though. Curves were there, though he didn’t see them or look at them as much. Got it into his mind that maybe he’d try to resuscitate that part of their relationship that hadn’t been getting much attention lately. Not any, really. Had a thought that maybe he should walk into the bedroom right there and then and give it the old college try. Why not? Hell, they were on vacation.
 

But the idea of it was one thing. The execution quite another. What to say? What did he used to say? Before they had to have sex in the dark late at night and both exhausted what had he said to woo her before those times? Even if he found the right thing to say there’d be the awkward dance to get naked. They’d probably catch each others eyes and start laughing, wondering what they were doing? A couple of mid-forties uptight suburbanites trying to have a mid-morning romp?
 

Almost made him laugh out loud. It was much easier just to fantasize about the girl that had just walked by, sad as that was. Probably end the same way, too. With the pressure on he’d probably have a hard time getting his engine running. They’d end up doing some kind of awkward fondling before deciding to have a beer instead.
 

He poured out two beers. He walked the colder one to the bedroom and set it on a coaster on the dresser. “Here you go,” he said.
 

“Thanks,” she replied without looking up from the underwear drawer.
 

He stood watching her. Pondered whether he should mention he was giving her the colder one then thought twice about it. Too self-congratulatory. Too overt. No. It was nice just to give it to her and not say anything. That way he could enjoy his own kind gesture without having to hear some quip about it from Molly about how she owed him one.
 

He got back out into the living room and dug his phone out of his pocket. Swiped it open and pulled the settings screen down. “They have WiFi here?” he called out towards the bedroom.
 

“It’s in the house manual! There’s a password there and the name of the WiFi. Greg?”
 

He turned to see her leaning out the bedroom door, beer in one hand. “Did you give me the cold one?” she asked.
 

He glanced at the beer. “Oh. Uh, yeah.”
 

The normally sharp lines of her expression softened. Then she smiled. “Aw. Greg. That’s sweet.” Then she swung back into the bedroom.
 

A warmth spread through him at her touching thank-you. Was this really all it took? Getting her away from the house? This was just a different house. Hell, she was doing the same thing she’d be doing at home: organizing. Why did they have to spend four thousand dollars when all it took was a change of scenery and she reverted to the kinder, less stressed out woman he’d fallen in love with all those years ago?
 

He walked over to the glass double doors leading out onto the deck with a spectacular view. Right down onto their corner of the lake. A twenty foot dock attached to the rocky shore. There were a couple of canoes and a kayak lying upside down next to it under the trees. He scowled when he saw a man walk out onto it.
 

Huge black guy in jeans and a hoodie. Hair was greying a little. What was he doing down there? Poking around, it looked like. Poking around for what?
 

Greg set his beer down on the window sill, popped the lock on the sliding door and slid it open. Walked out onto the deck and peered over the railing. Guy down on the dock looked like he was up to no good that’s what it looked like.
 

He descended the stone steps and wound his way through the trimmed brush on either edge of the trail. Stepped up onto the deck and stopped in his tracks as the guy turned around, glaring at him.
 

“Can I help you?” the guy asked.
 

“Can I help you? This is our dock. And if you’ve got a problem with that I’ve got my phone right here and I’ll be happy to call the cops for you so you can explain what you’re doing here,” he said doing his best to look as tough as the black guy did. Greg was a large man but the black guy was large and looked like he spent a decent amount of time at the gym.
 

“Oh,” the guy said.
 

Greg took a step back as the guy started walking towards him with his hand out. He looked harmless but who knew what he had in that hoodie and why would he be wearing a hoodie out here anyways if he belonged here? It wasn’t even noon and Greg was already sweating in just his swim shorts. His hand shot out as the guy closed in. “That’s close enough pal!” he shouted.
 

The guy looked taken aback. Froze and leaned back a little, puzzled expression on his face.
 

“Greg? Greg!”
 

Greg and the guy both turned to look at Molly who was leaning over the railing. She squinted. “Greg? What’s going on down there?”
 

He glanced at the guy who was still staring up at Molly. “Just…never mind! Just stay up there while I take care of this!” he shouted up at Molly. Didn’t matter. A second later her feet were slapping down the stone steps. He turned to the guy. “Listen man I don’t know what the hell you’re doing here but I don’t want any trouble. That’s my wife and I just need you to make your way back to wherever it is you came from before…”
 

He realized the guy wasn’t listening. Instead he was staring intently at Molly who was approaching them on the trail. She’d put on a bathing suit and a had a towel wrapped tightly around her chest and stomach.
 

“Holy shit,” the guy whispered.
 

Greg’s eyes darted from Molly to him, wondering if there was going to be violence. He was no good at violence but he’d do what he had to if it meant protecting Molly. The thought got him firing on all cylinders, his fight or flight response kicking in as Molly closed in and the guy stepped off the dock. “You stay where you are!” Greg shouted.
 

The guy took a step back and held his hands out. “Cool out, dude,” he said.
 

Molly came up next to him and stopped in her tracks. She stared at the black guy like she was dumbstruck. “Oh my god,” she whispered.
 

“Molly?” Greg said. “You okay?”
 

A beacon of a smile burst out on her face. “Professor Johnson?” she said.
 

The guy shook his head and grinned. “It is you. Molly Levine!”
 

“Oh my god!” Molly squealed next to him. So loud that it made him jump.
 

Before he could stop her she was running at the guy. Arms outstretched she threw them around his neck and he did the same, wrapping her into a great big bear hug.
 

Greg had never been so confused in all his life.
 






Chapter Two

 


The carefree reunion lasted no more than a few seconds. As Molly realized where she was and with whom she carefully unwound her arms from around the man’s neck, took a step back and composed herself. Glanced nervously at Greg who was still staring at the scene in disbelief. “Uh, Greg? This is Profess, er, Devon. Devon Johnson. He was my kinesiology professor in college.”
 

An immediate wave of embarrassment crashed over Greg. What have I done? He’d acted like an absolutely racist ass hole. Immediately assuming the worst because some black guy was poking around on their dock. But had he? The guy had street clothes on and it was their dock. But still he could have been nicer. Couldn’t he? The guy wasn’t doing anything illegal. Maybe he’d lost his way? Would Greg have acted like that if it were a white guy? Another wave of embarrassment washed through him as he realized the honest answer wasn’t something to be proud of. Forcing himself to look at the guy, at Professor Devon Johnson from when Molly was in college, he donned what he hoped was his most contrite expression. “I am so sorry about that,” he said, lowering his eyes because he just couldn’t look into Devon’s as he said it.
 

Devon Johnson chuckled. “Yeah I was getting a little worried there.”
 

“It’s just…I saw you and this is, we’re supposed to be here alone and then…who would have thought that you were…” Greg blathered.
 

“Molly’s professor from college?” Devon asked.
 

“Something like that,” Greg replied, nodding.
 

Devon chuckled again. “Yeah. Right.” He turned to Molly. “Don’t tell me you’re…” He trailed off and pointed up towards the cottage.
 

“We, uh, we are,” Molly said, seeming a little nervous herself. “Uh Devon this is my husband Greg. Greg Miller.” She held up her left hand and wiggled the ring on it. “Molly Miller now,” she said with an awkward, girlish sounding giggle.
 

Devon looked from Molly to Greg a few times. “Oh. Alright. Alright. That’s cool. Of course. Of course you married a nice Greg. Good for you.” He took a step towards Greg, who managed not to flinch. “Nice to meet you my guy.”
 

Greg took his hand and shook it, still unable to meet his eyes. “Look, again, I’m so sorry about earlier I’m not sure what…”
 

“Don’t sweat it Greg. Maybe make different assumptions next time.”
 

“Oh of course. Of course!” Greg said.
 

Devon clapped him on the arm. “I’m just messin’. If I saw a big black dude on the deck I thought was mine I’d have a word or two myself. Don’t sweat it. But seriously what kind of a coincidence is this? How long’s it been Molly? Twenty years?”
 

Molly bit her lip and nodded. “Twenty years,” she said. She looked away when Greg glanced at her.
 

“Twenty years,” Devon said, smiling.
 

Greg saw Devon’s eyes wander down Molly’s frame. She looked relatively shapeless wrapped in the towel. It still got his blood boiling. Devon was obviously checking her out. Her legs were bare and they looked nice. Greg wondered if maybe he should say something. That is until he realized how that would just double down on everyone’s awkwardness. Besides Devon was probably just taking a trip down memory lane. Remembering classes with Molly.
 

“Are you seriously staying here?”
 

“What are you doing here?” Molly asked.
 

Devon pointed up the rocks to another cottage tucked into the trees. “Rented that place. Nice and secluded. Only drawback was it had a shared dock but everything else was taken so…here we are.” He spread out his hands and looked out at the lake.
 

“The dock is shared?” Greg asked turning to Molly.
 

“I forgot to tell you,” she muttered. “Didn’t think it was important.”
 

Devon’s chuckling alleviated the terse silence. “Come on you two. Don’t start off your vacation like that. It ain’t no thing.” He swung a hand through the air to let them know it wasn’t.
 

Molly shook her head and turned to Devon again. “I just can’t believe this. Are you here with Ellen?” she asked.
 

Devon’s smile faded. He looked off to the side. “Uh, no. No, uh, Ellen and I haven’t…it’s been some time now,” he said.
 

Molly looked suddenly horrified. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “You split up?”
 

Devon shook his head and looked down at the water. “It was…for the best. It was a long time coming. Long after we…long after I knew you,” he said.
 

Molly looked as suddenly relieved by his answer as she had been horrified by her own question. “Oh. Right. Of course,” she said.
 

The three of them turned toward the sounds of flip-flops flip-flopping down the stairs from the second cottage.
 

Greg’s eyes bugged.
 

Walking down the steps was bimbo goth lady. Her blonde hair up in a tight pony-tail atop her head. Those wide sunglasses over her eyes. A small towel slung over her shoulder. The bikini that covered nothing at all. She looked up and saw them but seemed unperturbed by the presence of other people. Walked right up and came to a stop next to Greg.
 

Greg swallowed hard. He could feel Molly’s hawk-eyes on him. Seemed like Devon was watching him, too. He just stood there staring straight ahead trying to resist the temptation to turn and gawk at the unbelievably fuckable young woman standing next to him.
 

“Hey babe,” Devon said.
 

“Hey D,” the girl replied.
 

Molly’s brow furrowed at the exchange.
 

“You’re never gonna’ believe this. This is an old student of mine. Molly Lev…uh, Molly Miller, was it?”
 

“Miller,” Molly replied, her voice tight. She extended a hand and took a few prim steps towards the woman. Stopped right in front of Greg.
 

“Molly this is Brigid. A friend of mine.”
 

The two shook hands.
 

Greg stole a glance at Brigid’s tits and swore he’d never look again.
 

Molly glanced at him out of the corner of her eye.
 

“This is her husband Greg,” Devon said, waving at Greg.
 

Greg swallowed again. He wished there were some mechanical way to affix his eyes directly ahead. So he didn’t have to rely on his will power so much. He wasn’t always terribly good at that. He forced a smile. “Pleasure to meet you Brigid,” he said.
 

She shook his hand. Stared at him a little too long. The shape of her body changed ever so slightly. One hip jutting out a little further. The towel slipping off her shoulder.
 

Greg could have sworn she stood up a little straighter, too. Shoving her breasts out and into his line of sight like she was daring him to look. “Hey Greg,” she said. “Nice to meet you too.” Her eyes wandered down his body and for a moment Greg allowed himself to imagine that she was checking him out.
 

“Oh you cut that shit out,” Devon said, chuckling. He stepped forward, raised a hand then brought it down on her ass with a harsh smack, the echo of which bounced around the lake and forest around it. “Get your ass in the water,” he said.
 

Brigid, unfazed by the spanking, shrugged and threw her towel onto the deck before turning and walking out onto the dock.
 

As Devon followed her with his eyes, his gaze sinking to her ass, Greg and Molly made it abundantly clear they were admiring the landscaping around both cottages. “Do you see how they did the cedars there?” Molly asked. “That’s what I was talking about. Maybe we could do ours like that out back?”
 

“Oh those look very nice,” Greg replied, every last iota of his attention still captured by Brigid’s thunderously attractive body.
 

“Alright, alright,” Devon said, chuckling. “That’s enough of that. You don’t have to be like that. Yes we’re together. Yes she’s twenty-one. Yes I will be sixty this year. Yes she’s a former student. And yes she’s here because she wants to be.”
 

Molly turned to Greg acting puzzled. “We didn’t…I wasn’t thinking that…”
 

“I said that’s enough,” Devon repeated with a laugh. “It’s what everyone’s dying to ask so don’t pretend you weren’t or I’ll know you’re lying.”
 

Brigid dove off the end of the dock behind him, entering the water with barely a ripple.
 

Molly chuckled, breaking the awkwardness Devon had already partly diffused. “Wow,” she said. She looked out over the water as Brigid emerged pulling her wet hair back.
 

Greg could have sworn he saw a momentary flicker of…what? Jealousy? Resentment? Something flashed through her eyes and on her expression. He startled when Devon put a large arm around him, then one around Molly.
 

“This is an unexpected but entirely welcome surprise,” Devon said, squeezing them like he was their uncle. “We gonna’ have some time to catch up?” he asked Molly.
 

Molly opened her mouth to reply then deferred to Greg. “Uh, I think that if…I think we could possibly…”
 

Greg, having regained his wits, lifted Devon’s arm up off his shoulders and took a step back. “You two are going to have all the time you need. I am more than happy to make myself as scarce as you need me to be.”
 

Devon chuckled. “No need for that. But how about dinner? I’ve got steaks thawing and the marinade’s all made. Brigid’s making some kind of couscous salad or something? I don’t know. She’s vegan so she don’t eat no red meat.”
 

Molly looked at Greg with her mouth open, slightly dazed and perhaps a little worried?
 

“That sounds goddamn glorious, Devon,” Greg said, clapping a hand on Devon’s back.
 

Molly’s jaw moved but no sound came out.
 

“What do you say Molly?” Devon asked, grinning at her.
 

“Uh I think…that I also think it’s glorious,” she said, sounding not entirely sure of herself.
 

Devon clapped his hands together and rubbed them. “Glorious,” he growled.
 

A silence descended on them.
 

Greg took it as a good excuse to go reclaim his drink. “If you’ll excuse me I think my beverage might be getting warm.”
 

“Don’t want that,” Devon said, shaking his head. “Seven o’clock. Up at our place. If there’s no burn ban on we’ll do a fire. If there’s a burn ban you can’t have a fire.”
 

Greg gave him a thumbs up and turned to leave. A final pang of anguish made him turn back again. “Again. I’m so, so sorry about…”
 

“Forget about it. Never happened,” Devon said.
 

Greg knew he wouldn’t, most likely, ever forget about it. But it was gracious of Devon to offer. Seemed like a real authentic guy. He turned and jogged up the stairs. Walked into the cottage and picked up his beer. Turned around and looked out over the lake. Over to where Devon was laughing about something with Molly. Then out to Brigid’s bobbing head in the water. This was turning out to be an entirely different experience than he’d expected.
 

An old friend from Molly’s past. His entirely too-hot girlfriend (what was she doing with an old dude anyway?) who was unashamed of showcasing her assets.
 

Maybe cottage life for a week wasn’t going to be as bad as all that after all.
 






Chapter Three

 


Greg looked out across the kitchen counter as Molly opened the patio door and slipped inside. He watched her scurry across the living room and disappear into the bedroom. Got a feeling about it. Something was off. Molly seemed…nervous.
 

He’d spent the last few minutes packing the cooler with bottles of beer, then dumping the ice they’d bought on the way in, into it. He closed the lid of the cooler and cracked the cap off another beer. Took a deep swig then sauntered over to the bedroom door.
 

Molly had put on a robe and was digging through the freshly arranged dresser drawers. Throwing bathing suit after bathing suit out onto the bed and muttering.
 

Greg watched her for a while, sipping his beer.
 

She startled when she saw him out of the corner of her eye. Clapped a hand against her chest and gasped. Let out an “omigosh” as she looked up at the ceiling. “You scared the crap out of me,” she muttered before digging back into the drawer.
 

Greg took another sip of his beer. “Sorry,” he said in a tone that did not at all sound like he was. “Watcha’ doin’?” he asked, tipping the bottle to his lips again.
 

Molly shot him a disapproving scowl. “Are you drinking already?”
 

Greg shrugged. “That was the deal. Remember?”
 

She pursed her lips and threw the last bathing suit behind her onto the bed. “I didn’t realize you planned on starting so early. Well don’t get drunk. I don’t want to spend the next week watching you sleep it off on the sofa.”
 

Yikes.
 

Molly could be a little hot and cold at the best of times. But the nervous energy buzzing off of her in that bedroom wasn’t common. Something was up.
 

“I won’t,” Greg replied. “How come you’re throwing all your bathing suits on the bed?” he asked, pointing the bottle towards the bed.
 

Molly shook her head. “Just…never mind,” she muttered.
 

“Hey I thought you were going to go swimming?” he asked. It wasn’t an entirely innocent question. She had, after all, come down to the dock in her bathing suit. Then the apparent interloper on their dock had turned out to be her old college professor. Who had an extremely hot, young girlfriend. Now Molly wasn’t going swimming anymore and was, instead, apparently reassessing her swimwear choices. Something smelled fishy and they weren’t even by the water. Greg stifled a smile. There was definitely something beneath the surface here. Something that might make the week far more interesting than he’d been expecting.
 

“Yeah, well, it’s still a little cool out there and this swimsuit’s just not fitting right,” she said, pointedly avoiding his gaze.
 

He glanced at his smart watch. It was almost ninety degrees out. He kept the temperature to himself. The instinct to nudge her again, to dig a little deeper about the situation, gripped him. But Molly was unsettled. And too many questions when she was unsettled could set her off like a rocket. He wanted to get to the bottom of things, not fireworks. Decided to leave her to her own devices. Sometimes she just needed some time to think. “Yeah well I’m gonna’ head down and drink some of my beer on the dock. You want anything?”
 

She shook her head and traipsed to the window, peered out from behind the curtains then walked back to the dresser. “I’m fine for now. I’ll just…I’ll be up here for a bit. Might come down later.”
 

He gave a few easy nods. “Sure thing. You just holler if you need anything though, okay?”
 

That got through to her. Her scowl faded and she sighed. Walked up to him and looked up into his eyes. “Thank-you,” she said quietly. “I’m fine. You’re being very considerate. I appreciate it. I think…I think I just need…”
 

“Some time to yourself?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.
 

“I think that’s it,” she replied.
 

He smiled at her. “You go ahead and take as much as you need.” He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead and was rewarded with another smile.
 

“Thanks Greg,” she said.
 

He turned and walked back across the living room. Picked up the cooler by one handle and walked over to the door. Slid it open and was greeted by a blast of hot air. He stepped out onto the deck, slid the door shut, then walked down the stone steps and out onto the dock. Set the cooler down next to one of the Muskoka chairs. Settled into his seat and picked up the beer bottle and took another drink.
 

The booze gave him a pleasant body buzz. He leaned back in the chair and stared out over the lake. It was a small body of water. Maybe three miles from one end to the other. The shores were dotted with cottages similar to the one in which they were staying. Wooden docks poked out like bony fingers out from them into the water. There were a few aluminum fishing boats tied up at the docks but mostly canoes and paddle boards. He closed his eyes and listened to the birds chirping. Had the thought that maybe he’d been wrong about himself. Maybe cottage life could be his thing. Maybe he just had to adopt the right attitude?
 

“…yeah…yeah…yeah…riiiight there. Now nice and slow like. You got it. Just like that.”
 

The baritone voice seemed so close he thought someone had snuck up on the dock behind him. When he twisted in his chair there was no one there.
 

“Easy. Easy. Right there.”
 

He raised an eye. Realized it was Devon’s voice, travelling across the water like he was standing right next to him. And Devon’s tone sounded pretty…dirty. He settled back into his chair and tried to ignore the sound.
 

“In a little deeper. Yeah. Like that. There you go. There you go. That’s a good spot. Use the tongue, the tongue…”
 

Jesus.
 

Dude sounded like he was a porno movie star. Greg looked over towards the cabin where Devon and Brigid were staying. The windows were all closed against the heat. Which meant that whatever Devon was doing he was doing outside. Greg put a hand against his forehead. Forty-five years old. Father of two. Had his own successful business. Still not above considering creeping through the bushes for the chance of seeing two strangers fucking. Did it ever end for men? Would there ever be a moment where he said “enough.” Where he just didn’t care about sex any more? Why was a grown-ass man even contemplating this?
 

But the answers to those questions proved elusive and unimportant when he heard Devon groan again. A guttural, animal sound. A sound that called to Greg saying: “When a man sounds like that you better go see what’s being done to him.”
 

Setting his beer down next to the Muskoka chair, Greg stood up out of it as quietly as he could. He tiptoed his way along the deck and turned left onto the path leading up to Devon and Brigid’s cabin. He crouched so that he could just see over top the pruned hedge along the edge. He followed the path as it twisted up the hill. As it turned toward the house Greg was treated to a full view of Devon’s hulking frame. His eyes bugged when he looked lower and saw Brigid squatting in front of him, her mouth stuffed full of a cock so long and thick it shattered the boundaries of Greg’s understanding of human anatomy.
 

They were tucked into the corner of the vestibule and the house proper, concealing them from both the dirt road on the other side and from anyone out on the lake. They had, however, failed to account for the acoustic properties of a calm body of water.
 

Greg wondered if Devon’s voice could be heard all the way across the lake or if it only reached the dock. He wondered if maybe he should say something. To spare Devon and Brigid any embarrassment. But once again when presented with the choice of being a decent person and doing the right thing or ogling strangers having sex, he deferred to his inner pervert for moral guidance and stayed glued to the spot staring at the dirty scene unfolding a few dozen feet in front of him.
 

And what a scene it was.
 

Devon had his hand up against the wall of the house and was leaning on it. He was wearing knee length swimming shorts which were currently around his ankles. He had flip-flops on his feet. Beneath him Brigid had unholstered her spectacular set of breasts, the stringy straps of her bikini top pulled to either side. She had one slender hand on Devon’s muscular thigh, the other wrapped around the base of his cock. Her mouth was open wide and she was moving her head back and forth studiously as Devon micromanaged the blowjob she was giving him.
 

“You like that dick this morning don’t you?” Devon asked.
 

Brigid gave a nod.
 

Greg silently clapped a hand over his mouth. A pang of jealousy flashed through him. Watching Devon, a man nearly fifteen years his senior, with this feisty little siren he’d snatched for himself left Greg with a difficult feeling.
 

Not that he’d ever cheat on Molly. But there’d been a few times he had the opportunity. Business trips and such. Ambitious younger women sales reps who were eager to close a deal and not ashamed to do what it took to get it done. He’d dutifully declined each and every one and had always been glad to come home to Molly untainted by the guilt of an indiscretion. But sometimes in the dark night of middle age he wondered what it would be like to fuck another woman. A different woman. Watching Devon getting his knob polished by a twenty-something bombshell sharpened that feeling and it poked him in an unpleasant way.
 

“There. Yeah. Right there,” Devon grunted. “The tongue is the magic. The tongue is the magic baby.”
 

Brigid’s jaw moved as she waved the wand inside her mouth over Devon’s organ.
 

Devon looked down at her and groaned. “You had enough for now baby? You suck enough dick? I’m real tight this morning. Got a big load in it. Where you want it? In your mouth or on your titties?”
 

Greg couldn’t believe what he was seeing and hearing. It was hard to imagine how any two people could be so sexually unrepressed. He nearly burst out laughing when he thought of himself talking to Molly like that. Or Molly in Brigid’s position, for that matter. Squatting with her tits out giving a very methodical, almost clinical blow job because her man needed a nut, damn it! Jealousy flared through him again. He tried to remember the last time him and Molly had sex that was anywhere near this dirty. His stomach sank when he couldn’t.
 

Brigid took a momentary pause and pulled most of Devon’s cock out of her mouth but not all of it. “Immymouf,” she said, speaking over the meat. She resumed her rhythmic bobbing.
 

Devon pushed her hand away from the root of his cock. Gripped himself and leaned into her, stuffing another few inches past her lips. “Good girl,” he grunted. “You take it. Take all of it.” He winced, held his breath from a moment, then looked down and let out a guttural grunt.
 

Brigid sealed her lips around his cock. Her cheeks hollowed as she obediently sucked and swallowed the nut spewing from it. She looked up at him, her eyes wide and innocent, her expression eager to please.
 

Devon sawed in and out of her mouth a few times. Then he pulled back, his cock falling from her lips and landing with a smack against his leg.
 

Brigid stayed in place. She opened her mouth and tilted her head back.
 

Devon pushed two fingers into her mouth and swirled them around. “Good girl,” he said. “Swallow it up.”
 

Brigid closed her mouth and made a big deal of swallowing Devon’s load. She stood up out of the crouch, opened her mouth and presented it to Devon again with her tongue out. “Can I get some now?” she asked.
 

“Yeah alright,” Devon said. He put his hands on her hips and spun her around. “Get up. Get up on those tippy toes,” he said spreading one ass cheek to the side with his thumb.
 

Brigid got up on her toes which made her ass rounder.
 

Devon massaged his cock with his hand a few times.
 

Greg couldn’t stop gawking and whispered a quiet “what the fuck” when he saw Devon’s cock harden again.
 

“Get up, get up,” Devon said pressing the head of his cock into Brigid’s glistening folds. As the head slipped in he thrust his hips forward driving the shaft almost all the way in.
 

Brigid’s reaction was stunning. Her toes turned in and she slapped both hands up against the wall to counter Devon’s mass driving into her. She gasped and her jaw fell. She sucked in a series of stuttering breaths and held them.
 

For a moment their two bodies were perfectly still and Greg wasn’t sure what was happening.
 

Then Devon leaned in. “That what you were after?” he asked, brushing a few stray hairs off Brigid’s cheek.
 

“Y—yes,” she stammered.
 

“You like that dick, huh?”
 

“I love it,” Brigid whimpered. She wiggled her hips to try and get Devon bouncing against her.
 

“Hold up. Hold up. Get it all the way in.” He stepped forward, pushing Brigid off balance and pressing her face against the wall of the house. Pressing his hips forward he eased the last two inches of his cock into her.
 

Brigid let out a shuddering whimper.
 

Devon drew out and pressed back in. He put one hand on Brigid’s shoulder and the other on his hip. His body started swaying back and forth, the impressively thick root of his penis stretching Brigid’s tight slit wide.
 

As Devon lazily fucked her, Brigid started twitching. Her shoulders. Her thighs. She let out a squeal. Devon started chuckling, took his hand off her shoulder and clapped it over her mouth. “You shut that mouth, baby. Whole lake’s gonna’ know we doin’ the nasty.”
 

She moaned into the palm of his hand.
 

Devon, still laughing, wrapped one arm around her chest the other around her waist, peeled her off the wall and dropped her onto all fours on the ground.
 

Greg had to stand up a little taller to peer over the hedge and see what was happening.
 

Brigid had her cheek pressed against the sand. Her ass was up high in the air and Devon’s hard shaft was drilling in and out of her like a piston. Devon had his hands on her ass and the tip of his tongue poking out one side of his mouth in concentration. “Oh fuck,” he grunted, piling into her and holding balls deep. “Fuck I can feel it starting baby. I can feel all them muscles in your vagina flexing. It tickles baby. You gonna’ have a come? Huh? Come all over that black dick.” Cocking his hips he erupted into a deep and vigorous fucking.
 

Brigid’s whole body shook and she clawed at the ground with her fingernails.
 

Greg stared, his jaw slack, watching Devon’s creamy prick destroying Brigid’s tight pussy.
 

“Greg? Greg?!?” The sound of Molly calling him from the cottage made him drop on all fours. Through the brush he saw Devon turn and look over his shoulder. He pulled his cock out of Brigid and hoisted her to her feet. Arranged the straps of her bikini over her breasts then smacked her ass and chuckled. “Go on. Get in the house and clean yourself up.” He pulled his shorts up and tied the drawstring at the waist.
 

Greg crawled backwards until he was sure he couldn’t be seen from the corner Devon and Brigid had been fucking in. He stood up into a crouch and made his way back down to the dock. Right before the trail ended he stood up straight and pretended he was tying his own drawstring. Good thing, too, as a moment later Molly stepped out from the opposite path.
 

“Oh there you are,” she said. She glanced up the trail toward Devon’s cottage. “What were you doing up there?” she asked.
 

“Had to piss.”
 

Her jaw dropped, upper lip curling in disgust. “In the trees?” she hissed.
 

“What?” Greg asked with a shrug. “Better than the lake.”
 

“Use the bathroom in the cottage like a normal person!” she said, smacking him on the arm. “Anyways can I ask you to do something for me?”
 

“Of course,” he replied, hoping to tilt her towards a more relaxed mood.
 

“Can you drive me into town?”
 

He frowned. “What for? We brought everything we need.”
 

“I just…I forgot something. I wanted to go shopping.”
 

Greg drew in a breath and held it for a moment. He glanced at the Muskoka chair he’d been sitting in and the cooler standing next to it. Beside that the half-empty bottle of what was now probably warm beer, and sighed. “Of course I can,” he said, flashing a smile he hoped would convince her he really meant it.
 






Chapter Four

 


Three hours later he was back on the dock. Cooler filled with fresh ice and bottles from the fridge. Sunglasses and cap on against the sun. He sank back into the chair and sighed as he cracked one of the pop-tops.
 

Molly’s mystery excursion had piqued his interest about her state of mind. She’d asked to be dropped off at the mall but didn’t mention what she needed to buy. Asked that he stay in the car. So he’d sat with the engine running, scrolling through the news until she returned clutching a white shopping bag which she deposited in the trunk. When asked what she bought she’d replied “just a few things I needed.” He hadn’t pressed because she’d seemed even cagier than before.
 

Now she was upstairs, presumably trying on the few things she needed, and he was quite happy to be back by the lake with his beers. A beer and a half in he closed his eyes and let his drowsiness wash over him. Felt himself relaxing deeper into the chair, even nodding off a little. Then he felt the dock move and heard it squeak. Then the sound of flip flops.
 

Flip. Flop. Flip. Flop.
 

He turned and looked over his sunglasses at the approaching Devon.
 

Devon was wearing the same shorts from earlier. He had on a wide-brimmed straw hat and sunglasses and was carrying a large metal cup with a rubber straw poking out the top. A large yellow beach towel was draped over his shoulder. He grinned at Greg.
 

Greg smiled back at him. “Hey Professor Devon,” he said. “Care to take a seat?” He waved at the other Muskoka chair.
 

That gave Devon a laugh that made his shoulders shake. “You cut that shit out,” he said. “I’m retired anyways.” He came to a stop, set his drink on the arm of the chair, the eased himself into it. It groaned in protest as he settled his entire weight into it. “Well ain’t this nice,” he said, smiling and looking out over the lake.
 

“Not normally my thing,” Greg said.
 

“Oh?” Devon asked.
 

“I don’t do sitting around very well. Like to keep moving.”
 

“Oh,” Devon replied. “Go getter, huh? Can’t live without the hustle. Give it a few more years.” He picked up his drink, wrapped his lips around the straw and sucked.
 

“I’m learning as I go,” Greg said, patting the cooler next to him.
 

Devon chuckled and nodded. “You’re doin’ it right,” he said, raising his glass in a congratulatory toast.
 

Greg smiled again. It occurred to him that Devon seemed like a pretty nice guy. And, had the situation been reversed, (if it had been Devon who’d caught him fucking in the bushes, an obvious impossibility) he would have wanted Devon to say something to him. “Hey. I need to tell you something. But I don’t want you to get offended.”
 

Devon became immediately serious. He set down his drink, leaned forward and laced his fingers together in front of his knees. “You don’t like black people,” he said.
 

Greg’s eyes shot wide open. His chest constricted. “Wha—I…that’s not what…”
 

Devon burst into a fit of giggles that shook his shoulders and the whole deck this time.
 

A wave of relief washed over Greg as he realized he’d been had.
 

“Man I got you good!” Devon said, slapping his knee.
 

Greg laughed along with him. Felt kind of happy he’d fallen for it since he’d been such an ass to Devon earlier. “Okay, yeah. You got me,” he said. “Hey I’m sorry again about earlier,” he added.
 

Devon swiped a paw at the air. “Like I said forget about it. No harm no foul.”
 

“Cool,” Greg said. “So, yeah, I was going to mention that I was out here a little earlier. Just minding my business but I did hear a few things. The water carries voices and other sounds remarkably well.” He fixed Devon with a pointed stare, hoping he wouldn’t have to be more explicit.
 

Devon looked puzzled for a moment, then the realization of what Greg was talking about donned on him. He leaned back into his seat and took another sip of his drink. “Caught in the act,” he said. “Thanks for the heads up.”
 

“Don’t mention it,” Greg replied, pleased at how smoothly that had gone over.
 

“Better go deeper next time,” Devon said, turning to look at the trees behind him.
 

“Deeper?” Greg asked, discomfort twisting in his stomach.
 

Devon turned to look at him and grinned. Jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “Deeper into the woods.”
 

“Ah!” Greg said. “Of course.”
 

Devon chuckled and shook his head. “No there’s no getting deeper into that pussy, trust me,” he said, sounding a little melancholy.
 

Greg’s awkwardness intensified. He wasn’t normally one for that kind of guy talk. Certainly not with someone he’d just met. But Devon seemed alright and Greg didn’t want to come off as some kind of puritan. Decided he’d try his hand at some locker room banter. “You, uh, do it outside often?” he asked.
 

Devon reached into his pocket and pulled out a large red contraption with what looked to be a spout on the end. Pressed the spout against his lips, clicked a button and drew in a deep breath. Let it out along with a huge plume of vapor. It swirled around Greg before being whipped away by the breeze coming in off the water. “You know the only thing better than pussy?”
 

Greg shook his head and felt his face heat. “Not sure I do.”
 

Devon leaned in towards him. “Forest pussy.”
 

Greg arched his brow. “Forest pussy?”
 

“Forest pussy,” Devon confirmed. “Wilderness pussy. Fucking like the animals. Out underneath the blue sky or the stars at night. Fucking like we’re meant to. Fucking like the animals we are. You ever put your dick in a bitches mouth under a moonlit sky? Feel the wind on your neck as she wraps those warm, wet lips around your hard-on?”
 

Greg stiffened in his chair.
 

“Nah you ain’t done it. I can see it. Any man’s done it you can tell. You’re a little too stiff.” He smiled at Greg. “You try it. Try it tonight. Take Ms Levi…Ms Miller out in the trees and give her a good sports fucking.”
 

“A sports fucking,” Greg said, nodding. “Right.”
 

Devon chuckled. “She don’t like that?”
 

Greg chuckled and glanced up at the house. Still no sign of Molly Levine. “I’m not sure if she would or not,” he lied. He sensed an opportunity to dig for some answers. “So she was your student huh?” he asked.
 

Devon tipped his head up and down. “That she was. That she was.”
 

Greg wondered whether he should press on. Devon seemed chill. It certainly didn’t seem like he was getting any answers out of Molly. “Kinesiology?”
 

“That’s it.”
 

Greg took a swig of beer and pondered whether to keep pressing. Devon wasn’t exactly being forthcoming or generous with his answers. But he’d had enough time alone in the car to puzzle over  few things and now they were gnawing at him. “A bit unusual isn’t it? A professor and a student having such a close relationship in an undergraduate degree?”
 

Devon shrugged. “I like to take a personal interest in the success of all of my students,” he said.
 

Not wanting to pry any further, Greg decided to drop the line of questioning. “How about Brigid? Where’d you two meet?” he asked instead.
 

A slow smile spread on Devon’s lips. “I like to take a personal interest in the success of all of my students,” he repeated.
 

Greg smiled and nodded.
 

“All above board though. Waited until she was graduated before courting her.”
 

“Of course,” Greg replied. “Of course.”
 

The sound of soft footsteps behind them made them both turn. Brigid in her scandalously revealing bikini stepped up onto the deck and walked primly towards them, her ass tight like a ballerina. She wore the same featureless expression she had when they’d first met. A sort of stoically bored look.
 

Greg couldn’t resist his eyes darting to all her curvy bits. He was thankful he’d put on sunglasses.
 

She turned to Devon. “I’m going for a swim,” she said.
 

Devon leaned forward, raised a hand and brought it down in a sharp smack on her ass. It made the firm flesh of her thighs jiggle. “Get that ass in the water then bitch!” he barked before bursting into laughter again.
 

Brigid, looking like she hadn’t even noticed the spanking, turned, put her hands together over her head, bent at the knees and arced gracefully into the water.
 

Greg stared at her a touch too long before she disappeared beneath the surface. Took another swig of beer to try and cover up his embarrassment at staring.
 

“You like that?” Devon asked, nodding to the spot where Brigid had disappeared.
 

“I beg your pardon?” Greg asked.
 

“That woman is a fine piece of sexual equipment.”
 

Greg pressed the bottle to his lips again and took another gulp while he figured out what the hell to say.
 

“Your bitch ever let you out the cage?” Devon asked.
 

Greg’s eyes widened again. “Out of the…”
 

“Tap a little something to the right or to the left,” Devon went on, spanking the air to the right and left of him.
 

A laugh came bubbling up Greg’s throat as he realized what Devon was asking. The beer he’d just poured into his mouth shot up into his nasal cavity and came pouring out his nose onto his shirt.
 

Devon howled with laughter.
 

Greg chuckled as he mopped himself up. He shook his head. “Unfortunately no. She does not allow that,” he said.
 

“Yeah I figured,” Devon said. “She looks like she’s wound a little tight these days. Well if you ask nice and she says yes you feel free to take that booty out there for a spin,” he said, pointing to where Brigid had resurfaced.
 

“I’ll keep that in mind for never. Thanks, though.”
 

Devon chuckled and settled back into his chair. “Don’t get me wrong nothing wrong with old pussy. I fucked half the English department and there’s something fun about a cougar in heat. Older woman who doesn’t mind getting her mouth a little messy is a fine thing. A sort of sexual delicacy. Can’t have it too often but when you do it’s real tasty.”
 

Greg’s face was burning up and he felt a nearly uncontrollable urge to start laughing. This guy was off the chain!
 

“But let me ask you a question,” Devon went on.
 

“Shoot,” Greg said.
 

“How many angels you think weep when a old man remembers with fondness fucking when he was younger?”
 

Greg looked at Devon sideways and, a moment later, cracked up. Started laughing so hard he doubled over in his seat. His sides started hurting.
 

Devon was next to him laughing right along with him. Smacked him on the leg. “You see? You see? You know what I’m saying. Not the same is it? That electricity, that excitement just isn’t there no more. Cock doesn’t flex as hard. Just don’t feel as damn good as it used to does it? You know what I’m talking about. That’s why I keep hitting that young sleeve. It’s not just tighter, man. It’s a whole different sexual language. She hasn’t seen it all, done it all. There’s still some surprises in store in her life. She’s still hungry for it. Hungry for the attention only a cock can give am I right?”
 

“I really wouldn’t know,” Greg said, still chuckling.
 

“Old bitches be lying there with their wrap-it-up face on. Young bitches be twitching and twisting, making you call them names and shit. She want it everywhere, too. Up all the holes. Up in the ass. Into the mouth. Back in the ass. Blow it all over her she don’t care. It’s hot. Gives you just a sliver of that young feeling. That feeling we had, you remember, that anything was possible and that the world could be changed. I remember that feeling. And I’m older than you are.” He looked out over the lake to where Brigid had climbed onto a rocky outcrop and now lay bathing in the sun. “I’m telling you. You get a chance? You hit it. You have my permission.”
 

Greg shifted in his chair having no idea what to say. A long silence fell between them which may have only been awkward for Greg. Devon was busy staring off into the distance. It became almost unbearable. “You two gonna’ get married?” Greg asked.
 

“Married?” Devon said. “Oh. I done that once.” He paused, his mind obviously wandering through memories. “Don’t think I’ll do it again. Besides she don’t care. All she wants is a baby.”
 

Greg was again glad that his sunglasses his his reaction. “She does?” he asked.
 

“She wants a little black baby. Just went off the pill last month. Has me blowing it into her two, three times a day. I’m a little worried about the, uh, quality of the material what with being old and all.”
 

More footsteps on the dock.
 

Greg’s breath caught in his throat as his eyes settled on Molly walking towards them along the dock. She had on a two-piece that, while not as skimpy as Brigid’s, was very nearly there. Her generous breasts weighed heavily in the top, the flesh bouncing as she walked. Her thighs were completely bare and her stomach, too. For years and years she’d worn only one-piece suits sometimes with little skirts to cover more of her legs.
 

It became obvious that she’d gone to the mall in search of this number. And now she had it on and Devon was staring at her like he couldn’t unglue his eyes off her body it gave Greg a very powerful need. Molly looked every bit as sexy as the girl lying out on the rocks in the sun. And more importantly, she looked like she meant it.
 

“Hey you two,” she said, smiling at Devon and glancing at Greg. “You, uh, getting to know each other?”
 

“Just shooting the breeze, Ms Levine,” Devon said.
 

Greg’s insides tightened. For a fleeting moment it looked like Devon might reach up and smack Molly’s ass the same way he had Brigid’s. And then she passed him and he didn’t stir in his chair and Greg felt silly for even entertaining the notion. “Going for that swim?” he asked, his voice a little choked.
 

“Going for that swim,” Molly said. Without missing a beat she dropped the towel she was carrying, hooked her hands together over her head and executed a near perfect dive into the water, disappearing with just a few bubbles coming up behind her.
 

They sat and waited and watched as her head popped up a dozen or so feet away.
 

“Then again,” Devon mused, his voice gravelly. “An old snapper sometimes still has a few tricks up the sleeve.” He chuckled and sipped his drink as Greg wondered what the hell that could possibly mean.
 






Chapter Five

 


They whittled away a good part of the day on that dock. Devon and Greg sipping their drinks while Brigid alternated swimming and sunbathing on the rocks. Molly, Greg noticed, seemed to be studiously avoiding any interaction with Brigid. She would wait until Brigid was out on the outcrop to get in and out of the water. Preferred drying out up on the deck instead of down on the dock with the men. Though Greg did notice she’d apparently shed her inhibitions about her body. Was it his imagination or was she putting a little sway into her hips as she paraded back and forth in front of them?
 

It was hard to be certain. What he could be certain about was that something about her disposition had changed. She seemed to be smiling more each time she passed. Funny thing was it seemed to be more for Devon’s benefit than for Greg’s. But he didn’t mind. She looked like she was having fun.
 

Devon made no apologies for checking her out each time she walked by. And somehow that was fun for Greg. Seeing Molly enjoying another man’s attention. Enjoying the fact that she could still turn a head in her stunning new bathing suit. Got his juices flowing and his imagination running. It had been too long since he’d seen her like that. She actually looked…happy.
 

He ran out of cold beer around five.
 

Devon and Molly had disappeared into their cottage. Molly had gone up to theirs an hour or so earlier. A little drowsy, he packed up the cooler with all the empties and carried it up to the cottage. He slid the door open to find Molly at the kitchen counter snacking on a vegetable tray with yogourt dip. She’d showered put on a floral print summer dress that reached halfway down her thighs. She looked very fresh.
 

An urge tugged at him, though he knew it wouldn’t amount to much. Watching Molly flaunt her curvy bits had gotten to him in the best way. He set the cooler down and wandered over to her. Put an arm around her back. Kept it there even as he felt her stiffen, the booze in his bloodstream giving him courage he normally would have lacked.
 

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and flashed a nervous-looking smile. “You want some veg?” she asked.
 

He had the idea to try and twist the question into something bawdy and drop a hint about a late afternoon tryst. But Molly’s body language made it seem like she might not exactly be receptive to such an overture. So he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek instead. “Yeah I want some veg,” he whispered. Pulling away he looked at her profile and it was a little like seeing her for the first time again. She’d gotten a bit of sun where the rays had made it through the thick layer of sunscreen she normally applied. “Can I make you a drink of something?” he asked.
 

She paused her chewing and contemplated the offer. “Yeah. That would be really nice,” she said.
 

“Mojito?” he asked.
 

She smiled at the suggestion. One of their best vacations had been to Cuba where mojitos had fuelled a very romantic evening between them. Mentioned at the right moment, the memory always elicited a smile. “Mojito? Did you…you didn’t bring mint did you?”
 

“I brought the mint for my special girl,” he said, smiling.
 

She turned and smiled back at him in earnest. “That was very sweet of you,” she said. She leaned in and planted a kiss on his lips. A peck he was very tempted to try and turn into something longer. But if there was one thing he’d learned after two decades of being married to Molly it was that timing was everything. And the timing to put the moves on her was just not quite right yet.
 

So he scooped some ice into a glass and set out crushing the mint leaves for her drink. “That was quite the number you were wearing out there today,” he said doing his best to sound casual and focusing intently on the drink he was constructing.
 

“Oh,” Molly said taking a bite of cauliflower. “Heh. Yeah. It was just…something…I don’t know…”
 

“Well you looked really great in it,” he said, saving her from an explanation she obviously didn’t want to provide. “Smoking hot, I’d say.”
 

“Oh whatever. Stop,” she muttered, strolling over to the window and looking out.
 

He decided to leave well enough alone and not press her about it any more. “Had a great time with Devon. Really nice guy.”
 

“Oh. Yeah. He’s great,” she said.
 

He glanced up at her. It was unusual for her to be so reserved. Especially about running into an old friend. He would have expected her to be telling stories about how her and Devon had become so close. Instead it seemed like she didn’t want to talk about him at all. Which made him wonder if there wasn’t a bit more to the story than just a former student running into her old professor? Especially after Devon’s little monologue about how he liked them young. It created a very interesting, tantalizing pressure inside him. There was an aura of mystery around Molly and Devon and he liked that. There was little mystery left in their lives.
 

He finished the mojito with a lime wedge garnish and walked it over to Molly. “Your drink, madame,” he said.
 

“Thank-you,” she said, smiling.
 

He walked back to the fridge and cracked another beer before rejoining Molly by the window. As they looked out over the lake Brigid pranced out from the trail and skipped up onto the dock wearing her bathing suit. She strutted to the end like a model on a runway and dove into the water.
 

Greg glanced at Molly out of the corner of his eye. Was that a glare on her face or just his imagination. She seemed to not want anything to do with Brigid at all. “They’re quite the odd couple, huh?”
 

“Hm? Who?”
 

He pointed towards the water. “Devon and Brigid. She’s so…aloof? Is that it? Doesn’t say much and Devon sure likes to gab. Just seems like a weird pairing is all.”
 

Molly smirked. “I wouldn’t think too deeply about it. She just seems like a little tramp to me.”
 

He was taken aback by her harsh comment about Brigid. It wasn’t at all like her. Almost like she was jealous or something. Thought it best to change the subject again. “You want to take one of the canoes out for a paddle tomorrow? Supposed to be another glorious day. We could go see what the rest of the lake is like.”
 

She thought on it for a moment then turned and smiled at him. “That actually sounds really nice.”
 

He could have sworn he felt the pressure in the room ease as she relaxed. Leaned over and gave her another kiss on the cheek. “It does sound really nice.” Turned to go and get some veg.
 

Molly put a hand on his arm. “Greg. Thanks for getting into this. It means a lot to me.”
 

“You know what? It’s turning out way better than I thought. So thank you. For dragging me out here. I officially apologize for complaining about it.” He kissed her again then headed into the kitchen to get a snack.
 

Molly came sauntering up behind him. “Devon’s little tramp wouldn’t have anything to do with changing your mind about it, would she?”
 

He froze over the counter. Couldn’t be sure if she was teasing him or trying to start a fight. Sometimes it was hard to tell. Sometimes she wasn’t sure herself. “I’m not sure what you mean sweetheart,” he said, dipping a carrot into the yogourt before taking a bite.
 

“Oh come on, Greg. I’m not an idiot. I may be old but I’m not senile. Women that age are so annoying. Strutting around flaunting their bodies. As if they had anything to do with being hot.”
 

Greg’s insides tightened. That was some heavy baggage for an off the cuff remark. He’d have to tread carefully. He set down the carrot and walked around the counter. “You’re not old. Or an idiot. Or senile,” he said, gently wrapping his arms around her waist. “Brigid is a very attractive young woman. It’s just that I was having a hard time keeping my eyes off of my spectacularly hot wife.”
 

Molly smirked and rolled her eyes. Pulled away from his embrace and walked back to the window. “Please. You don’t have to pretend around me. Look if you want. Whatever.” She tipped back the glass and swallowed the second half of her drink in one gulp. “Can I get another one of these?” she asked. She walked the glass to the counter.
 

“Of course my love,” he said. Molly was obviously having a moment of some kind. It was best just to follow her lead to try and navigate it. “Did you have a nice time swimming today?” he asked.
 

“Did he tell you how they met?” she asked, as if she hadn’t heard his question at all.
 

He took great care cutting the lime wedge, staring at it as if he were performing heart surgery. “Not exactly,” he replied. “I believe there was some sort of teacher student thing going on there.”
 

Molly let out a huff of air and rolled her eyes. “Livin’ the cliche,” she muttered.
 

“Anyways I’m really looking forward to steak tonight. We haven’t had steak in ages,” he said. Finishing the drink, he handed it to her with a smile.
 

“Thanks,” Molly said. “Me too.” She chewed on her lower lip and watched him clean up the cutting board and the knife. “Oh god I’m sorry,” she said, putting a hand over her eyes and setting her glass down.
 

“Sorry?” he asked. “About what?”
 

“Oh I’m just in a mood, Greg. I don’t know why. I didn’t expect…just this whole thing with Devon being here and…Brigid. It’s just…it’s making me cranky.”
 

He knew this was the moment. This was his opportunity. He could say something kind and maybe a little witty and turn the tide of Molly’s mood. Or he could step in it and send her into a furor. Women were just like that sometimes. Oh well. He reached under the counter and pulled out a bottle of tequila.
 

Molly scowled.
 

He walked to the cupboard, pulled out two shot glasses and set them next to the bottle. “Well the fact of the matter is that we’re here on our vacation that we paid a lot of money for.” He cracked the cap of the bottle and set it back down on the counter. “And I, for one, don’t intend on letting Devon or Brigid,” he said, mimicking the way Molly had snarled her name, “ruin a wonderful time. And since we have no one but ourselves to worry about I do intend on dealing with whatever discomfort the situation brings by becoming a little bit drunk.” He poured a shot into one of the glasses and pushed it towards Molly. “Just like old times?” he asked.
 

She drew in a deep breath as she stared at the shot glass. Glanced up at him.
 

For a moment he thought he’d lost her. A warm relief seeped through his body when she smiled.
 

“Oh fine whatever. You’re the one who has to deal with me tomorrow.”
 

He smiled back at her and poured out a second shot. Held up the glass. “I’m sure a morning swim will fix you right up. Cheers. To us.”
 

She smiled wider and clinked his glass with her own. “Are we really doing this?”
 

He put his shot glass to his lips and downed it in reply. Let out a loud “Ah!” as the liquor burned down his throat. “We really are!”
 

Molly laughed and downed her own shot. “Oh god! Holy shit that’s strong!” she said, waving a hand in front of her open mouth. “Oh god I haven’t done a shot in years!”
 

And this, Greg realized, was another turning point. She was still in the land of the reasonable. Half her mind still worried about whether they’d left the stove on and if Colin was really going to come cut the grass like he’d said. The moment was his to squander. He could play it safe and hope she came fully around on her own. Or he could double down. He poured out two more shots. “One for the other leg?” he asked, picking up his glass.
 

“Greg! That’s crazy! You’re going to get totally wasted after all that beer! We should really slow down…”
 

He patted his stomach. “Beers already taken care of. Gotta’ cut the bloat.” He narrowed his eyes and leaned in to stare into hers. “Come on Molly Levine. Show me what you got,” he said with a mischievous smile.
 

Molly faltered for a moment. A diver on the edge of the board suffering from a passing bout of vertigo. She looked at the glass, then at him. “You better have brought pain killers,” she muttered.
 

He couldn’t have scripted the moment better himself. Reaching under the counter he pulled out a container of pills and gave it a shake. “At your service,” he said.
 

Molly fought the smile that formed on her lips. “Wow. Very impressive Mr. Miller.” She picked up the shot glass and sent it down the hatch.
 

Greg grinned and pushed his beer bottle across the counter. “That’s my girl,” he said as Molly chased the firewater with a gulp of beer.
 






Chapter Six

 


They stumbled up the stairs and onto Devon’s deck. Molly giggling and Greg chuckling behind her. She spun around and flashed a coy smile. “I hope we didn’t overdo our pre-game,” she said. She leaned in and kissed him on the lips.
 

Greg warmed at the affection. Sure, it had taken a bit of booze. But he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her this happy. He kissed her back and put his arms around her. “I’m sure we can work through it together,” he said. As they stepped around the corner onto the patio they saw Devon standing at the barbecue.
 

He had fired up the propane and had his hand over the grill testing the heat. He turned when he heard them. “Well, well. Just in time,” he said. “We were starting to get worried.”
 

The sliding door opened and Brigid’s slender leg emerged from within. It was followed by the rest of her. She’d changed out of her scandalously bikini and into a very pretty white summer dress. She was holding a martini glass.
 

Molly looked at her and for a second Greg thought her bad mood might return. Instead she smiled and walked over to where Brigid was standing. “Brigid. You look lovely in that.”
 

Greg resisted the smirk that threatened to form on his lips. It was probably impossible for anyone else to tell. But he’d known Molly long enough to hear the undercurrent of snarky sarcasm in her tone.
 

Brigid responded with a wan smile and a bored-sounding “thanks.”
 

Devon turned to Greg. “Couple of cold ones?” he asked.
 

“I’ll have one to start,” Greg replied.
 

“Sure thing. Sure thing,” Devon said. He stooped to the small mini-fridge next to the propane tank and pulled out a cold bottle of Corona. Picked up the opener and cracked the top before handing it to Greg. “And for the missus?” he asked.
 

Greg looked over at the missus. She had wandered to the railing and was staring out over the lake. “Maybe a mocktail?” Greg said quietly. “We got a little enthusiastic before coming here.”
 

“Sure thing, sure thing,” Devon said again. He walked into the cottage and returned a minute later with something pink that looked very fruity in a tall ice-filled glass.
 

Molly smiled and took the drink. She took a sip, narrowed her eyes and playfully glared at Greg. “Thanks for looking out for me daddy,” she teased, obviously noticing the lack of booze in the beverage.
 

Greg shrugged.
 

Molly turned around to look out over the lake again.
 

Devon plucked a pack of steaks out of the fridge and set them next to the grill. “Hell of a coincidence running into Molly I tell ya’,” he said. “I swear she hasn’t aged a day.”
 

Greg watched Devon watching Molly. A very unfamiliar but not unpleasant sensation began somewhere below his stomach. As if he were seeing Molly through the eyes of another man. Devon’s eyes. A man from her past who was a stranger in a way. But for Devon everything about Molly was new again. He might have known her as a student back in college. Now he was looking at her as a woman. A wife. Mother of two. But also a creature that Greg had almost forgotten how to engage with. A sexual creature.
 

He knew the look Devon was giving Molly. He’d seen it in the eyes of men many times before as they glanced at her. It had never inspired the particular cocktail of emotions roiling through him in that moment. “It sure is,” Greg said, his eyes wandering back to Molly.
 

They chit-chatted while Devon cooked the steaks. Medium rare for him and Greg. Well-done for Molly. He threw a corn and couscous burger on the grill for Brigid.
 

Brigid set the table that had been arranged at the center of the deck with plates and cutlery. She brought out four wine glasses and a bowl with the salad she’d made. She took her seat at the far side. The conversation was surprisingly easy after a slightly awkward interaction that morning. An hour later they were all sitting facing the lake to watch the moon dip down into the water.
 

To Greg’s surprise Brigid pulled out a pack of cigarettes. Unwrapped the plastic, cracked the top and set them on the table. “Does anyone mind if I have a smoke?” she asked. He was puzzled by this. Not many people smoked anymore. It seemed an odd habit for a vegan goddess. But the juxtaposition did make him a little more curious about what lay beneath her pretty exterior.
 

Devon shook his head. His expression turned to something of a disapproving father. “Keep that shit far away from me,” he said. “I worked too long and hard to quit that habit.”
 

Greg, who had smoked for fifteen years and for whom alcohol was still a trigger, felt the fingers of a craving creeping up his throat. He glanced at Molly to see if she was giving a disapproving look of her own.
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Oh whatever. It’s vacation. But count me out.”
 

“You two have your fun out here then. I’m taking this one inside. Away from the smoke,” Devon said.
 

Greg watched Devon stand and help Molly out of her chair. Like a true gentleman. He bristled slightly as Devon’s large, black hand settled on the small of her back as he escorted her through the sliding door. It was a strange sort of unsettled he felt at the sight. A new kind of feeling he’d never had before. Not unpleasant. A little exciting, even? He watched Devon fixing drinks. Molly had sunk into the couch and was staring back at him through the glass grinning.
 

“You guys still fuck?” Brigid asked out of nowhere.
 

The intimate question jarred him and threw him off balance for a few seconds. He looked at Brigid, startled. “I beg your pardon?” he asked.
 

“You and your wife. Do you still fuck?” She brought the cigarette to her lips and placed it gently between them. Picking up the lighter she flicked it to life and lit the end of the smoke. Took a deep inhale and blew out a cloud over the water before sliding the pack with the lighter over to Greg.
 

He watched her out of the corner of his eye as he pulled out a smoke and lit it for himself before setting the lighter back down. Now that the initial shock of the question had faded, the fact she’d asked it at all made him even more curious about her. “That’s an awfully personal question,” he said. A certain youthful excitement formed inside him. An eye-catching young woman asking bawdy questions with his wife looking on from inside the house. This was novel. This was almost like…an adventure. He wondered how Molly would have reacted if Brigid had asked the same thing with her still there.
 

“Is it?” Brigid asked, with the cool bored air of pretty women her age.
 

“I’d say so, yeah,” Greg replied.
 

She shrugged, tapped the ash on the end of her cigarette into a can beneath the table before straightening and staring at Greg again. “So do you?”
 

Greg chuckled. He looked at Molly through the glass. Devon had joined her on the couch with their drinks. He was sitting right next to her.
 

Molly laughed at something he said.
 

“We do all right,” Greg muttered.
 

Brigid turned to look at Molly and Devon. She took another drag off her cigarette and blew out another billowing cloud through tight lips. “They used to fuck,” she said.
 

As her words sank in Greg felt a sudden disconnection from reality. Like the world was shifting around him and he was no longer a part of it. A heat flashed through him, followed by an almost sickening cold. “What did you say?” he asked quietly.
 

“You wife and Dev. They used to fuck. Did you not know that?” Brigid asked.
 

Again the same sensations churned through him. A crackling heat starting below his stomach and moving up through him. Then the ice cold travelling the opposite direction, tamping down the fire in his gut. “Is this some sort of joke?” he asked.
 

“I don’t joke,” Brigid replied coolly. “They had an affair. When she was in college. He was her teacher.”
 

Greg thought that the deck might have come detached from the house. Felt like he was falling backwards into the lake. Falling while Molly laughed gleefully in the living room with Devon.
 

“I’m surprised she didn’t tell you,” Brigid said. “But then again everybody’s gotta’ have their secrets.”
 

Everybody’s gotta’ have their secrets.
 

The words made Greg’s head spin. Why had Molly never mentioned Devon before? Sure she’d known Devon long before she’d met him. And yet having an affair with your professor was kind of a big deal. Wasn’t it? Wasn’t that the kind of thing one ought to say to their spouse?
 

Strangely, he didn’t feel any ill will towards Molly about it. Instead he found himself suddenly more fascinated by her and her behaviour. He studied the way she put her feet up on the coffee table and wiggled her bare toes. He watched as Devon put a hand over her shoulder on the back of the couch. The kind of smooth move a teenager in the eighties would pull trying to put the moves on a girl he was crushing on.
 

The tickle in his center flared. He even felt his cock twitch to life and was grateful it was hidden under the table and out of view.
 

Brigid finished her cigarette and tapped it out inside the can before letting the butt fall in and sliding the can towards Greg with her toe. “Do you want to fuck?” she asked.
 

Greg let out an awkward chortle. His face flushed with embarrassment in the darkness. His impulse was to answer with some bawdy retort but, this not being the eighties any more, he knew how sensitive women these days could be. And Brigid’s cigarette smoking vegan persona was confounding to a man who hadn’t had to worry about impressing a woman in two decades. “I’m not sure what you mean,” he answered instead, his expression blank.
 

“Do you want to fuck?” Brigid repeated. “You and me.”
 

The casual repetition of the very direct, very inappropriate question tipped him off balance again. Was this how the kids did it these days? Nice eyes, want to fuck? Used to be a joke. The internet really had changed everything. He glanced at Molly who was lost in her world with Devon. “I think my wife might have something to say about that,” he said.
 

“For or against?” Brigid asked.
 

“I really don’t think we should be talking about this,” he said, betraying his own discomfort. “Is this all you like to talk about? Sex?” he asked.
 

“Kind of. What else is there?”
 

Greg stifled another laugh. Certainly, twenty-five or so years ago, there had been nothing else for him. Sex had occupied an out-sized part of his mind and drive. But twenty years of marriage and sex once a week with the same partner had a way of grinding down desire. “Is that the only thing the cool kids talk about these days?” he asked.
 

She leaned back in her chair and folded her hands over her trim belly. “The ones that matter,” she replied. “I don’t know. I just don’t really have any other interests.”
 

Greg felt a knot tighten in his stomach and realized what it was Devon saw in Brigid. What did he say? About young sleeve? How it wasn’t just tighter but a whole different sexual language? Brigid, no doubt, made a charming little meat sock for an aging gentleman to fuck. Planted on his lap and bouncing or sucking his cock out in the bushes. And though Greg would never, ever dream of a life without Molly the smallest pang of jealousy gripped him at the thought of the sort of life Devon was leading.
 

He turned to look at Molly again and was treated to a shock of adrenaline spiking through his system. She was reclined sideways on the couch. Her feet were up in Devon’s lap. His dark hands were working one over. Massaging and kneading it. The ball of his knuckle pressing into her arch. She was lying with her eyes closed and a smile on her face.
 

The thought that this might not be a completely new occurrence shook Greg again. Was this an echo, a memory of time shared together? Had they spent long evenings on the couch in Brigid’s college apartment with Devon playing with her feet? That thought, too, was arousing. Greg quickly found himself under the spell of a hormonal cocktail his body had never mixed before.
 

“He really likes feet,” Brigid said casually from across the table. She, too, had her head turned and was staring at Molly and Devon. “Would you let her fuck him?” she asked.
 

Greg, now somewhat inoculated against Brigid’s probing questions, gave the proposition far more thought than he would have in any other situation. Molly looked supremely happy. He couldn’t help but wonder what was running through her mind. Was she reliving her past as Devon twirled her toes between his fingers? Was she imagining what it would be like to be in his arms again? Was she remembering the feeling of his heft on her and his girth inside her?
 

That last one rattled him so badly he thought a part of him might fall off. Before he even had time to think of a reply one emerged from his subconscious. “I…don’t…know,” he said haltingly.
 

“I really like watching him with other women,” Brigid said, her tone more hushed now, more intimate.
 

Greg could hardly believe the evening he was living.
 






Chapter Seven

 


They fell into their own cottage in much the same way they’d stumbled onto Devon’s deck. Laughing at each other’s drunkenness and the evening they’d just shared.
 

The question of what Molly had been doing, letting Devon give her a foot massage, had sawed at Greg’s brain the rest of the evening. Quite an intimate act for a married woman to consent to, or so he thought. And with her husband watching from outside?
 

The six words of Brigid’s question had echoed in his mind all night as well. Would you let her fuck him?
 

He wasn’t exactly desperate to bring the matter up with Molly. To entertain the possibility that her answer would be anything but a hard “no,” was laughable. It was far more likely that if he broached the subject it would pour a bucket of very cold water on what had turned into a very warm and fun-filled evening. He looked at Molly who was spinning with her arms out and her eyes closed in the center of the room, and smiled.
 

“Make me a nightcap?” she asked.
 

He knew he shouldn’t. But they had the pain killers. And by the way Molly was behaving he had the sense that one last dose might lubricate her into being amenable to an advance he’d been plotting since his cigarette.
 

The thoughts of Molly and her past bounced around in his head like a pinball as he mixed the drinks. He felt a vague arousal in his groin. It came with a tangled confusion about how to proceed. He set about fixing her a cocktail. Poured himself a straight soda to try to dampen tomorrow’s inevitable hangover.
 

He was taken aback when he felt Molly press up behind him. Her breasts squeezed against his back. Her hands swam around his sides, caressing his abdomen, then drifting lower. Towards his crotch. He didn’t dare hope that the encounter would develop further. Their sex life had been meagre lately. But perhaps Molly had become just the correct amount of drunk to consider it? Maybe the foot massage she’d been given by her former professor and lover had something to do with her amorous mood? The thought twisted his guts.
 

“Hey you,” he said over his shoulder.
 

“Hey you,” Molly echoed, pressing her cheek against his back. “Do we really need one last drink?” she asked.
 

He smiled. “What a mature change of heart,” he said. He set down the glasses on the counter and turned to face her. Put his arms on her shoulders and gazed into her smiling eyes. “What did you have in mind instead?” he asked.
 

Molly shot him a playful smirk, then smiled. “It’s been a long time,” she said.
 

“It has,” he agreed. “Not that I’ve been keeping track.”
 

“I’m sorry,” Molly said. “You know how it is.”
 

“I know how it is,” he said, caressing her cheek with his thumb.
 

Her hands fell to his belt. She bit her lower lip as she looked at it and began to pull the end out of the buckle.
 

“Should we maybe move to the bedroom?” he suggested, glancing in that direction.
 

She looked up at him. “I think we’re okay here,” she said, a naughty smile forming on her lips. “At least for now,” she added in a whisper.
 

He smiled back at her, wondering what she had in mind. Not only had their sex been meagre lately. The times it had happened had been straightforward and to the point. “How naughty,” he said, chuckling.
 

Molly looked at him, dead serious. “I just want to see if I can still remember how to do this with the lights on,” she said, sinking to her knees.
 

He drew in a sharp breath at the sight of his wife on her knees in front of him. Pulling his zipper down, reaching into his underwear and drawing his cock out slowly. It was the most blatantly sexual thing he’d seen her do in years. Against the backdrop of the bizarre evening he’d just experienced it sent a powerful arousal surging through him.
 

Her hand on him felt foreign and alluring. When she leaned in and kissed the tip of his hardened cock, a sultry look in her eyes, it made him feel ten years younger and two decades less married. Her lips parted. Tongue flicked out, licking the underside of his glans and coating it in a warm sheen of wetness.
 

His body tensed as she took him into her mouth. He groaned and closed his eyes and savoured the sensation of his cock ensconced within her. “Oh Molly,” he groaned, his voice a guttural growl.
 

She took her time. Caressing him with her hand, running it over the length of his shaft. Drawing her tongue around the head of his cock, then flicking it back and forth on the underside.
 

The vision of her doing that very thing with Devon, on her knees worshipping her lover’s cock, formed in his mind. “God Molly that feels amazing,” he whispered, trying to refocus and be present in the moment and not drifting through his strange fantasy.
 

Molly gazed up into his eyes and drew more of him into her mouth. Then more still. Until he felt the head of his cock press against the back of her throat. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d taken that much of him. Stranger still, she appeared to be enjoying it. Like there had been some dark secret unlocked by the evenings events: a love of sucking dick. Rekindled by Devon’s hands working her feet?
 

The thought made his cock flex.
 

His pants slipped down to his ankles. Molly pulled his underwear down with them. He looked up and realized the curtain-less windows afforded an unobstructed view for anyone who cared to look in and see their intimacy.
 

Molly had sunk behind the island at the center of the kitchen. So if anyone was watching they would only see a man standing against the counter, grimacing and groaning for some unknown reason. The exhibitionist element wrapped another layer of arousal around him. She’d either forgotten or didn’t care that there were no curtains on the windows. Was she lost in her own dark thoughts as she pulled at his cock with her mouth?
 

The tension grew in his loins.
 

Molly’s long, slow and loving suckling pushed him closer and closer to the precipice of an orgasm. He wanted that very much. But he didn’t want this to end just yet. Didn’t want to be a two-pump chump coming so quickly. He didn’t want to be rude, either. Molly had never liked it in her mouth. And he was getting pretty close. “Molly,” he said, his voice hushed. “That’s so hot. I’m really close. Should we go to the bedroom?”
 

Molly’s reply was astounding. She said nothing. Choked her grip tighter on the root of his cock and started moving her head back and forth, staring into his eyes. As if daring him…no, willing him to unload onto her tongue.
 

“God that feels so hot. It feels so good. Babe…shit I’m gonna’ lose it.”
 

To which Molly spread her knees further apart and started sucking even more vigorously.
 

His field of vision narrowed. Focusing entirely on his cock in her mouth. Every few strokes her mouth would open slightly and a soft wet slurp would sound from between her lips and his prick. The pressure increased in increments with each stroke.
 

His thighs started shaking. “Oh god Molly I’m coming!” he moaned.
 

But Molly did not pull off.
 

His pelvic floor began contracting and he felt a warm rush of ejaculate shoot through the shaft of his cock and erupt into Molly’s mouth and throat. He clung to the counter and strained against the orgasm.
 

To finish him, Molly reached under his legs and tickled his balls with her fingers. It forced another contraction, another expulsion and another peak of his orgasm.
 

“Ohhhhh…” he moaned.
 

Molly kept stroking. Squeezing the root of his cock like she was draining the last bit of toothpaste out of the tube. Her cheeks hollowed and she gave him one last suck. As she pulled off his cock slapped against his thigh. She reached up with one hand, cupping the other under her chin.
 

He helped her stand. She moved around him to the sink, pursed her lips and let his cum fall out of her mouth. He turned and together they stared at it for a few seconds before she ran the water and it swirled down the drain. When Molly turned to smile at him he realized his cock was still hanging out. He tucked himself into his underwear, pulled his pants up and did up the zipper.
 

Molly smiled and giggled. “Sorry I didn’t swallow,” she whispered.
 

“Babe,” he said. “That felt incredible.” He leaned in and kissed her. For a few seconds he thought she was going to pull back. Something which would not have been out of character at all. While she never gave blowjobs like the one he’d just received, he imagined that if she did she wouldn’t take kindly to him trying to kiss her after. And yet he was drawn to it. Drawn to the scent of himself. The brackish taste lingering in her mouth.
 

And then she relaxed. She let him in. Her lips parted. She didn’t resist when he pressed his tongue into her mouth. Even met it with her own. The nasty kiss sent a fresh surge of arousal through him. As he pulled away and stared into her eyes he wiped a tiny fleck of saliva from her lips with his thumb. “I’m sorry it was over so quickly,” he said.
 

Molly shrugged and smiled. “It was fun,” she said.
 

Fun.
 

How much fun would have Molly thought that was a day ago? Or even that morning? Sure there was the booze. But it was becoming increasingly clear that professor Devon had something to do with it as well.
 

Greg didn’t want it to be over. “Let me return the favour?” he asked.
 

Molly frowned. “Oh Greg you don’t have to…”
 

“I know I don’t have to,” he interrupted. “But if you got to have that kind of fun why can’t I?” he asked with a smile.
 

She let out a slight sigh, resisting his efforts to give her pleasure. Normally he would have left it. Molly didn’t like being coerced into anything sexual. That much he knew. But a youthful energy was thrumming inside him. A testosterone-fuelled need to have his way with her. Without saying another word he sank to his knees.
 

“Oh Greg I don’t know,” she muttered, getting nervous. “Maybe the bedroom would…”
 

He stared into her eyes, pushed up her skirt and pulled down her underwear. All the way to her ankles. He felt a wild excitement as she let him pull them off her feet.
 

“Get up on the counter,” he whispered.
 

She tsk’ed and “Oh Greg”’ed him again.
 

But when he pushed on her thighs she planted the heels of her palms on the counter and hoisted herself up.
 

Her pussy was covered in thick ringlets of furry, dark pubic hair. She’d stopped shaving years and years ago. Occasionally gave herself a trim. But for the most part left the landscape au naturel.
 

It added a dirty twist in his mind. It tugged at his arousal. Molly, in all her middle-aged, MILFy sexiness having a furry twat made him even hungrier for it. He parted the fur with his fingers until he could see her moist, pink petals glistening. The gateway to happiness. Her already bulbous clit was engorged and as he slid his tongue up the gentle waves of her labia he realized they were soaking wet.
 

Molly had become aroused. By a blowjob. But surely not just that? A blowjob and a foot rub, perhaps?
 

He sucked her clitoris into his mouth and saw her arch her back. Her chest thrust out as she braced against the pleasure he was giving her. She moaned. Her hands came up, fingers working through his hair as he licked and sucked her sexual apparatus. Pressing two fingers under his chin he pushed them up into her pussy. More moisture dribbled up, coating his knuckles then the back of his hand. He curled them up inside her searching for the spot he knew would set her off.
 

Suddenly she froze, her grip on his hair tightening. She held him firmly between her thighs. “Yes,” she hissed. “Right there. Don’t stop.”
 

He did just that. Slowly circling her clit with his tongue and sucking it deeper, then sucking again. His fingers curled back and forth inside her, tickling the sensitive flesh of her g-spot.
 

She squeezed her eyes shut tight.
 

When he glanced up she looked trapped in a moment of incredible focus. He would have given two months salary to know what was running through her mind. Was it Devon her former lover? Was she imagining him? Using the memory to fuel her sexual excitement?
 

He had the inkling at the back of his mind that he should possibly be experiencing some jealousy about this. He felt none. She looked more beautiful to him than she ever had. And the fact she’d allowed him between her legs with the lights on and in the kitchen meant that she was not in her normal state of mind.
 

The thought had his cock inflating again. Rising between his legs. An impossibly short refractory period for a man of his age. He held perfectly still as Molly’s thighs started shuddering against his cheeks. Circle, suckle, circle, suckle, fingers curling back and forth inside her, beckoning her to come.
 

She drew in a sharp breath and let it out in a long exhale.
 

He felt her pussy contract around his fingers. More fluid seeped out.
 

Circle, suck, circle, suck.
 

She sucked in another breath and this time it came out as a low moan. Her body shook. She pushed his head gently away from her sex.
 

Her clit popped out of his mouth and his fingers out of her without looking up, not wanting to embarrass her now that she was finished.
 

With his hands on the counter on either side of her he hauled himself up to stand. Molly gazed into his eyes. A puzzled look formed on her expression. Like she was looking at him for the first time or had forgotten who he was.
 

The urge came to kiss her again. He thought that might be rude. His chest swelled with love as she grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him into a deep kiss. Her hands found his crotch. She pulled away from the kiss and gasped when she felt him hard.
 

It felt like a rediscovery. Of each other and a youthful sexual excitement they’d once had but long since lost. He didn’t think twice about pulling his pants off. It felt like he didn’t have to think at all. Just act. His belt buckle hit the floor with a clang. He pulled his underwear down and shuffled in between her thighs. Pointed the tip of his cock at her sex and eased it in.
 

Molly gasped again. Her arms flew around his back. As she clung to him he began thrusting in and out of her. She wrapped her legs around his, locking her ankles behind his knees.
 

Even through his own excitement he could feel her pulse quicken. She rocked back and forth on her ass meeting his thrusts into her by clutching his cock with her sex. They kissed again, arms around each other, the world forgotten.
 

He surrendered to the moment. Closing his eyes he pressed his face into her neck and sucked the soft flesh there. He felt another orgasm take him. To his incredible surprise Molly moaned at the same time and her pussy started squeezing.
 

As their shared climax ebbed he held her in place and was pleasantly surprised when she didn’t push him away.
 

“I love you,” she whispered.
 

“I love you too,” he whispered back.
 






Chapter Eight

 


He woke well before sunrise the next morning. Molly was snoring beside him. He slipped out of bed and padded across to the door. He closed it softly so as not to wake her. Made his way to the kitchen to get the coffee on.
 

With the coffee maker on he walked to the window. As he approached he saw Brigid’s slender calves and feet slipping into the water in a dive. Her head emerged a few dozen yards away as she came up for air. She started a slow breast stroke towards the rocky outcrop in the middle of the lake.
 

Ten minutes later, with the coffee brewed, he poured himself a cup and wondered if he maybe shouldn’t go for a swim himself? Partly to take advantage of the fact that they were right on the lake. But partly because Brigid’s nubile body had a magnetic attraction that even a cynical middle-aged man had trouble resisting.
 

He stood at the window sipping his Joe and watching Brigid’s head bobbing up and down in the water as she swam. He wasn’t sure what got the better of him. The need to take advantage or the attraction. But a few minutes later he was slipping into the bedroom again, pulling his swimming shorts out of his backpack and slipping back out. He changed, then took his coffee and walked down to the dock in his flip-flops. He set his cup down on the Muskoka chair and tested the water with his toe. It was warm enough he didn’t mind jumping in without getting used to it first. Standing on the edge, he dove in.
 

Slipping into the cool, quiet lake shattered the dull hangover that had been fogging his mind. As he surfaced he found a spot on the other side to swim for and started an easy front crawl. Did an out and back a few times. On his third time back he looked up at the trail leading to the cottage and saw Molly daintily descending wrapped in a towel, her own cup of coffee in hand.
 

He felt a surge of warmth at the memory of the previous evening. Started swimming a little harder to reach the dock as Molly did. He was about thirty yards away when she put her foot on the dock. She hadn’t seen him and he was just about to wave when he heard Devon’s loud whisper in the distance.
 

“Molly! Molly! Molly Levine!”
 

Molly turned. She glanced side to side like she was making sure no one was watching. Then she set her mug down on the dock and walked towards Devon.
 

He saw Devon smile and check out her thighs.
 

A dull ache of the same arousal he’d felt the night before, gripped him again. He swam to the dock as quietly as he could. Keeping his nose just above the water so they didn’t see him. He could hear them whispering but couldn’t make out what they were saying. After a minute or so Molly followed Devon into the cottage.
 

A dread crept through him. Were Molly’s thoughts still on the previous evening as well? Was she reminiscing about the foot rub she’d received from Devon? Or was she thinking about how her husband had fucked her on the counter? He couldn’t bring himself to believe that Molly slipping into Devon’s house was completely innocent and it sent a need surging through him. A need to know what his wife was doing with the former lover she hadn’t told him about?
 

So, instead of using the ladder on the dock, he swam over towards the rocks. Crept out of the water like a stalker and slipped into the bushes, then crawled as quietly as he could towards Devon’s window.
 

It was open. No doubt to let the cool night air off the lake into the house.
 

“Come on Molly,” he heard Devon say quietly. “Baby I need it so bad.”
 

That got the motor in his brain running. What did Devon need so bad at six in the morning that couldn’t wait until after Molly’s swim?
 

“Devon that’s ridiculous,” he heard Molly say. “First of all I’m married. You think Greg is just going to let me come over here and…oh god I can’t even say it!”
 

Greg’s insides tightened. What? Go over there and what?!?
 

Molly’s usual personality seemed to have returned. Terse and sounding irritated at whatever Devon needed so bad.
 

“Baby I’ll talk to him. He’ll be cool, I think. He’s got a look like he’ll be cool,” Devon said.
 

“What?!?” Molly squawked. “That’s ridiculous! Don’t you even think of doing anything like that. It’ll spoil our whole vacation!” She sounded furious.
 

He imagined her pointing a stiff finger straight at Devon, her face red as she fumed.
 

“Cool out, baby,” Devon said. “Just cool out. You’re so pretty when you’re mad.”
 

“Please don’t touch me,” Molly snapped.
 

“Okay. Okay! We’re cool. It’s all cool.”
 

“Promise me you won’t say anything to him,” Molly hissed.
 

“Just take the temperature down,” Devon replied. A silence passed. “Listen to me,” he said softly. “Just listen. Men a certain age they can…get an itch. Sometimes things in the bedroom department get a little dull. They might want to spice things up. Men like Greg.”
 

“That’s not Greg,” Molly muttered. “That’s not Greg at all.”
 

“How do you know that?” Devon asked.
 

“He’s my husband,” Molly said.
 

Another silence. Greg held his breath, not wanting to miss a word either of them said.
 

“He giving it to you alright then? You getting enough?”
 

“We are doing just fine, thank-you,” Molly snapped back.
 

“You talk about it a lot?” Devon asked.
 

“Talk about what?”
 

“Sex and shit,” Devon replied. “You know what he wants? What he needs? You ask him about it?” He paused a moment. “Yeah you don’t. You’re just like every other forty-something married couple. Keep it in the bedroom and in the dark. Right? Don’t bring it out into the light where it’s all embarrassing and awkward.”
 

A tension filled Greg’s body. Devon had hit the nail squarely on the head. They most certainly did not talk about sex with Molly. In fact their communication about it was exactly how he’d described it. Fifteen minutes in the bedroom and in the dark. Sometimes when they’d had too much to drink like last night. And sometimes when it had been too long. Last night had been an anomaly.
 

Molly’s silence on the matter had him wondering what she looked like now? Blushing? Eyes turned away so she didn’t have to look into Devon’s? Most likely. She wasn’t a prude. She just didn’t like talking about it.
 

Devon just whipping the subject out and smacking it down on the table sent a tiny worm of jealousy crawling through Greg. He couldn’t believe he was really listening to him proposition Molly. What else could this be about? It seemed preposterous but what else could they be talking about? Devon’s assertion that Greg had a look, that he’d be open to letting her…do it with another man did something strange to him as well.
 

It took the dreamy fantasy he’d been toying with in his mind — of a past Molly being intimate with Devon — and hardened it into something real. His cock began to engorge as the idea became something more concrete. Something that could happen if the stars aligned.
 

Greg let the vision fill his mind. Molly’s petite frame bundled under the thick slab of Devon’s torso, arms and legs poking out and flailing as Devon’s organ plied her cunt.
 

His cock went painful-hard and the air left his lungs as his guts tightened. “Oh my god,” he whispered.
 

“Come on,” Molly said. “Knock it off.”
 

Suddenly Greg desperately needed not just to hear but to see them. To see Molly in all her discomfort and Devon towering over her, nudging her towards this dark and somehow deeply thrilling proposition. He snuck right up to the wall of the house, inched slowly up until he could just see over the window sill.
 

Molly had her arms folded over her chest. Devon was standing in front of her, barely any space between them. He was wearing only his swimming trunks and his broad barrel chest was right in Molly’s face. She looked small but the look she wore was fiery.
 

That look sent a tremor through Greg. He recognized it well. It did not convey what she’d been saying. It was not the look of a woman who meant “not a chance.” No. It said something very different. That look meant “dare you to try.”
 

He’d navigated the look many times himself. Knew very well there was a way forward through it. Now came to understand, by the way Devon was looking at her, that Devon had probably seen that look too. Many years ago. A cold feeling coiled in his guts, seeping slowly lower and lacing through the heat pulsing in his groin.
 

“Come on baby,” Devon whispered. “That was so hot. So hot last night rubbing your feet. All I wanted to do was suck those toes again.”
 

Greg’s eyes widened in disbelief. Toe-sucking? Really? Molly?
 

“Stop that,” Molly said, waving a hand and turning her head to one side. In a way that seemed she didn’t want Devon to stop at all.
 

Greg’s cock was throbbing now. Hot and hard and feeling like he might loose at any moment even without any manual stimulation.
 

“This is ridiculous,” Molly said. “I’m going for a swim.”
 

“Baby, baby!” Devon said, grabbing her by the arm as she tried to turn and walk out.
 

It was her reaction to this, Greg would later realize, that cemented his desire to see this all play out. Had she really not wanted it she would have yanked her arm away and stormed out. As she’d done many times to him. Instead, she let herself be pulled closer to Devon.
 

For a brief moment as they stared into each other’s eyes, Greg thought Devon might lean in and kiss her. The idea set his blood on fire.
 

Something cool pressed against his side. A moment later a damp palm covered his mouth.
 

He gasped. If it hadn’t been for the hand he would have cried out. Ducking and turning to his side he saw Brigid next to him. A glance lower revealed that she was completely naked. Her large breast was against his shoulder. Her pointy nipples were stiff from the cold. Looking lower still he saw the first hint of the cleave of her waxed vagina. In between the two bulbous folds of her labia was a tiny sliver of glistening pink. Like a too-ripe peach that had split in the sun. An early morning skinny dip. How long had she been there?
 

She looked him right in the eye. “So you’re a cuck,” she whispered.
 

He frowned. “A cuck?” he whispered back.
 

She raised a pointed finger and pressed it to her lips. Jerked her thumb over her shoulder and towards the lake.
 

He nodded. Got down on all fours.
 

She turned and crawled out in front of him.
 

He crawled after her, his hungry eyes roaming the landscape of her round buttocks, her winking anus between them and her pretty pussy below that. The sight of her naked body sent a fresh swirl of confusion through his lust for Molly. He knew it was wrong. But suddenly he felt completely at the mercy of the hormonal cocktail his body was again mixing and like he’d lost all will and reason to his basest urges.
 

At the water’s edge Brigid stood up. Looking completely unashamed that she was naked. She glanced at his crotch and undoubtedly saw the lump of his erection poking against his swimming shorts.
 

He felt the urge to squirm. To squeeze his legs together, maybe tuck his cock between them so he didn’t look like such a fool. A grown man getting hard listening to his wife get hit on by her former lover. “Can you please put some clothes on?” he said, finally managing to look away. “This is making me really uncomfortable. There’s probably people across the lake that can see you.”
 

Brigid shrugged. “My clothes are in the house. Let’s go into the water. We can talk and you won’t be so distracted by my tits and ass.”
 

He blushed and rolled his eyes at being called out. At being such a man. Unable to resist a pretty face and a killer body because, even at his age, the pull was still strong. But he followed her as she slipped in and swam away. He swam after her. The notion that he could have her swelled in his mind. He thought of how she’d ask the previous night if they could fuck. All he’d have to do was slip his painfully hard cock into the slit between her legs. It drove him wild.
 

In the middle of the lake she turned and started treading water.
 

He did the same. A good six or seven feet away so the angle of the water hid the view of her breasts.
 

“You’re a cuck,” she repeated.
 

“What is that?” he asked. “And why did you sneak up on me like that? And why naked, Brigid?” He sounded more irritated than he was but his head was spinning.
 

“I always swim naked in the morning. I snuck up on you because I saw you creeping through the bushes. I wanted to make you a proposal,” she said.
 

“A proposal?” he asked.
 

She nodded.
 

“What’s the proposal then?” Greg asked.
 

“Let me help you help her fuck him,” Brigid said.
 

“Ugh…Brigid I’m not sure what you think you saw back there…”
 

“I saw a guy spying on his wife while she was talking to someone she used to fuck. And then I saw your huge hard-on.”
 

“That…that’s…that’s a morning thing,” he stammered.
 

She scowled. “Not at your age it’s not,” she said.
 

“Oh and how would you know that?”
 

“I only fuck older guys.”
 

He was momentarily taken aback and simultaneously intrigued. Why would a woman as gorgeous as Brigid relegate herself to only fucking older guys? He stared at her as he pondered whether to ask the question. Decided to go for it. She was the one being so forward, after all. Why should he feel bad about embarrassing her? “Really?” he asked. “Why? If you don’t mind me asking.”
 

“Old guys know how to fuck,” Brigid replied, looking as bored as if they were discussing the weather. "If they can get their dick hard then they know how to fuck for twenty minutes. Half an hour. Young guys pop a boner then pop off a minute later. No matter how big or hard their dick is they’re just too fucking excited to be drilling me to care about whether I’m having a good time at all. So, a few years ago, I started fucking only older guys.”
 

He knew it was wrong. But his fascination with Brigid only deepened at her reply. A shameless libertine of a beautiful young woman. Seemingly no embarrassment or qualms talking about the most intimate subject. He couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to fuck her. “So what’s a cuck?” he asked.
 

“A cuckold. You’re a cuckold, Greg.”
 

He’d heard the term before. Didn’t quite remember what it meant.
 

“It’s a guy who likes it when his wife has sex with other guys.”
 

He looked off to the side and across the lake and wondered “Am I?” He’d never felt this sort of urge before. Never had fantasies about Molly with anyone else. He’d barely even considered what her past sexual history had been. Now it seemed to take up all of the space in his mind. A giant question mark of a door he was desperate to open. Something about the surprise coincidence of running into Devon. Then the surprise discovery that they’d been lovers. All of it had triggered something in his mind. A deeply troubling and yet profoundly arousing desire: to see his wife fuck another guy.
 

Acknowledging the idea directly, head-on, in his conscious mind, sent another pulse of lust through him. He hadn’t felt this horny in years. He saw a unique and very dangerous opportunity ahead. “So how would you help me help her fuck him?” he asked.
 

“Leave it up to me,” Brigid said. “Just play along. Dev and I can do the heavy lifting. And then all four of us can get what we want.”
 

He shook his head. “How do you know this is what we all want?” he asked.
 

“Because,” Brigid replied. “I told you so last night. You heard what Devon said to Molly. I know what you want now.”
 

It was uncomfortable to admit but she was right. He looked back at the cottage. “And Molly?” he asked.
 

“Molly told Dev she’d do it in a heart beat if she wasn’t married.”
 

Greg’s jaw dropped. “What? When?”
 

“Last night when he was rubbing her feet. She got kind of sentimental drunk, I think.”
 

Greg’s world tilted a little sideways. A bout of thalassophobia gripped him at being out in such deep water. “I think I need to get the dock,” he muttered. His heart had started pounding and his ears were ringing. He wondered if he was going to make it that far.
 

Brigid swam next to him in silence, easily matching his pace.
 

He looked down the lake and saw Molly’s head bobbing on the lake halfway between the rock and the dock. An overwhelming sense of relief washed over him as he grabbed hold of the ladder and hauled himself out of the water dripping wet. His erection had been doused by the panic of feeling like he’d nearly drowned.
 

Brigid did not climb onto the dock. The sun was up and there were now people enjoying their coffees on their docks. She swam over to the rocks and stayed low. Swam up to a bush that hung over the water. Slipped behind it and through the trees to the cottage beyond.
 

Greg took one last look at Molly, then marched up to the cottage for more coffee and a shower.
 






Chapter Nine

 


Molly walked through the sliding door in her bathing suit, drying her hair with a towel.
 

Greg looked up from his tablet and smiled. “How was the swim?” he asked.
 

“It was fine,” Molly said. Her tone was terse, lips pursed as she walked across the living room.
 

Greg leaned back in his chair and folded his arms across his chest as she passed. He let out a slow, soft sigh. Molly was upset about something. It would now be his job to delicately peel apart the layers of her mood and find whatever had rotted at the core of it. He suspected, or rather hoped, it had something to do with Devon and not with him. This wasn’t something he enjoyed doing. Each and every one of those layers was a potential tripwire that might pull the pin on her temper and cause an outburst. But such was marriage sometimes. He opted for a standard opening. “Everything alright?”
 

“Everything’s fine,” she replied.
 

It clearly wasn’t. The crisp staccato of her speech meant that something was most definitely wrong. And it was not something she was going to share willingly. No. This mood would require a surgical precision to excise. “Got in myself this morning. Can you believe it? It was nice. Great way to start the day.”
 

Molly grabbed a plastic cup and set it loudly on the counter. She yanked open the fridge, yanked out the orange juice and popped the cap off. Tipped it upside down and let it glug-glug-glug into the cup. Capped it and slammed that against the counter, too.
 

“Did you hear me?” Greg asked, turning and smiling. “I went for a swim before you got up.”
 

Molly glared at him before taking three big mouthfuls of juice. “Yeah I know. I saw you.”
 

“You did?” he asked.
 

“Yeah. Floating out in the middle of the lake with Titsy McSlut. You two have a nice time?”
 

Oh.
 

This would require some finesse. Some manoeuvring. Some tactical thinking. He gathered his wits about him. Frowned. “Oh. I didn’t hear you jump in,” he said, ignoring her sarcasm.
 

“That’s because I’m too old and fat for an elegant swan dive into the water. I have to crawl in off the rocks like a lizard so I don’t flood the cottages across the lake with the giant tsunami I create when I jump in.”
 

This was obviously not true. Molly was an excellent swimmer and she’d performed a near perfect dive just the day before. But Greg already knew this wasn’t about swimming. This was about him. And possibly Molly’s insecurities as well. It was hard to tell.
 

“You two have a nice chat?” she asked, finishing off her orange juice and letting the cup intentionally fall into the sink where it clattered around for a bit.
 

“Yeah it was fine,” Greg replied, playing dumb. He watched Molly’s lips tighten. He felt a slight remorse at not leaving her an opening to continue the conversation. It was a small cruelty. The sort only years upon years of marriage and cohabitation could engender. It was also the only way to steer the conversation in the direction he wanted it to take.
 

A minute passed. Then another. Molly tried to busy herself organizing the kitchen but it was mostly clean except for the coffee cups and her juice glass. She washed those and set them on the drying rack. With nothing left to do she stomped off to the bedroom, her wet feet smacking along the floor.
 

Greg sat back down at the table. He donned his reading glasses. Picked the tablet back up and flicked it open. Got back to reading the news as Molly opened and closed dresser drawers like she was performing a break and enter. When she finally stomped back in she was wearing her white sundress and the same sour expression.
 

Greg pretended not to notice. This was a gamble because silence, too, could be a tripwire. But it was a calculated risk. One which seemed more likely to pay off than any other gambit.
 

“Do you have plans for the day?” Molly asked behind him.
 

Greg removed his glasses and turned in his chair to look at her. “I thought we were just, you know, playing it by ear?” This, too, was not quite sincere. Molly was wound tighter than one of her father’s antique clocks. There would be no playing it by ear until this was resolved. Still, he needed to wait.
 

He watched her chewing her lip for a bit. Staring at her to apply a little more pressure. Felt the tension in the room ratchet up. Then…
 

“So what’d she want?” she asked.
 

“Who?” he lied.
 

Snap.
 

Molly cocked her waist to one side and slowly pressed a fist against her hip. “Are you trying to manage me?” she asked, glaring.
 

Aaaaand…break.
 

“Oh! You mean Brigid?” He pushed his lower lip out and shook his head. “We were just chatting.” He let a few seconds of silence pass. “It’s funny. That must have been right after I saw you go into Devon’s place.”
 

Molly’s eyes widened and her lips parted just so. Her eyes moved to the counter, her head following a moment later. She touched a hand to her neck.
 

Greg pushed the chair away from the table and stood. “I saw him calling you. What did he want?” he asked, feigning ignorance. He had her right where he wanted her. Off-balance and ready to be rescued from herself. He walked over slowly to stand next to her.
 

She shook her head, trying to brush off his question. “Oh…nothing. Just chatting. How nice it was to see me and all that.”
 

Greg flashed a smile. “Oh. Cool. Same.” And now time for the saviour to step in. Lift Molly from the corner she’d painted herself into and give her a way out. He walked around her and put his hands on her shoulders. Rubbed a few times until he felt them relax. Then he let his hands fall down to her belly and kissed the back of her neck. “I had a really nice time last night,” he whispered. He felt her sigh.
 

She turned to glance at him over her shoulder. “Me too,” she whispered back.
 

“I guess doing something out of the ordinary really does help…put the romance back, huh?”
 

She flashed a nervous smile. “I guess,” she said.
 

He felt a different sort of tension grip her. Time for the end game. “Speaking of romance…” he said, letting the end of the sentence hang.
 

She stiffened.
 

“That was quite a foot massage you got last night.”
 

Her pupils dilated. She tried to push him away. “Greg I wasn’t…I…I meant to talk to you about that but when I woke up you were gone so I just…”
 

“Hey. Molly. Molly.” He put his thumb and finger under her chin and tipped her eyes up to his. 
 

She stopped and looked over her shoulder at him again.
 

“It’s all good. It’s okay. You looked like you were having fun.”
 

Her brow furrowed. She looked like she was deep in focused thought so he gave her a minute to collect herself. He hadn’t meant to drop the foot rub thing like such a bombshell. But it seemed to have done the trick. Defused whatever weird jealousy she’d been feeling about Brigid. He did start wondering if she was going to come clean about her past? What if she didn’t? What would that mean?
 

It turned out to be a question he didn’t need to consider for very long.
 

She turned and worked her way gently out of his arms. Folded hers across her chest and brought her thumb up to her lip. Chewed on the tip for a moment. “Greg…there’s something I need to tell you.”
 

He looked into her eyes for a moment, then nodded. “Okay,” he said. He could have rescued her again. Told her about his conversation with Brigid. But that would have refocused her on her own jealousy. This seemed easier. For both of them. He’d bring Brigid up again later when Molly had simmered down.
 

She chewed her thumb some more, eyes moving side to side and not meeting his. Finally she looked up looking meek and sheepish. “I’m worried you’re gonna’ be mad,” she blurted.
 

He scowled and shook his head. “Did…was there something else that happened?” He felt really bad for that one. Made a promise to himself to make it up to her later. He was, in fact, managing her and she hated that. But sometimes it was the only way.
 

She shook her head, her dark ringlets bouncing on her shoulders. “No. I mean not yesterday. I mean…just…give me a second.”
 

“Okay. Okay,” he said, backing away and leaning against the counter top.
 

Molly drew in a deep breath and exhaled. She looked straight into his eyes. “Greg, Devon and I used to be…a thing.”
 

He held her gaze for a moment, excitement building in his guts and groin. He hadn’t expected her to be this forthcoming. Molly would never lie but she had withheld information on occasion when it suited her. He wondered why she felt the urge to open up about this now. “A thing?” he asked. “Like…a thing thing?”
 

She let her arms fall to her sides, turned and meandered towards the window. “Devon and I had an affair,” she said.
 

He realized as he watched her pacing back and forth across the room that he was going to have to be very careful about how he played this. “Why are you telling me this right now?” he asked.
 

She turned and put one arm across her chest, hand on her shoulder. “I wasn’t going to mention it.”
 

“Why not?”
 

“Because I didn’t want to…complicate things. You seemed like you were settling in and starting to have a good time. You two spent all that time chatting and hanging out. I didn’t want to make it awkward.” She paused and took a deep breath. “I should have told you right away. I’m sorry I didn’t.”
 

He nodded, careful to keep his expression calm. “So why are you telling me this now?”
 

“Because of last night. Devon…massaging my feet. I know you saw it.”
 

He nodded again. “I did. Like I said, you looked like you were having fun.”
 

She furrowed her brow. “You’re not mad at all?” she asked.
 

He spread his hands and shook his head. “Not mad at all, no,” he said. “Why would I be mad?”
 

“I mean I just thought…I don’t know. I thought that maybe once I told you about…the past, you might be…I don’t know…”
 

“Jealous?” he asked.
 

“Maybe?” she said, wrinkling an eye.
 

He leaned forward off the counter and walked around the island. “Not really the jealous type,” he said, coming up to her and putting his hands on her shoulders.
 

She looked off into the distance. “No,” she mused. “You’re not.”
 

He felt the moment opening up before him. A moment he somehow knew would close just as easily if he didn’t seize the day. “You were laughing and smiling. I loved it. You looked sexy.”
 

Her brow furrowed for a moment as if she wasn’t sure what to make of what he’d said.
 

He could see her thinking. Calculating. Trying to figure out what to make of what he’d said. Maybe her mind was wandering in the direction of his fantasy? Would Molly Miller even contemplate something like that? Not the woman he knew. No way. She needed another nudge. “So, uh, was this like a professor student kind of thing?” he asked.
 

She nodded. “It was,” she said.
 

He grinned. “Wow. Sordid,” he said.
 

She shook her head. “It was…it wasn’t right. I know.”
 

“How long did it last?”
 

She sucked her lips between her teeth, turned and walked away towards the sliding door to the deck. “A year,” she replied.
 

He watched her like a hawk. Studying her expression for any hint that maybe last nights foot rub had rekindled a flame she didn’t want to extinguish just yet. “Why’d it end? If you don’t mind me asking.”
 

Molly gazed out over the lake and a soft smile formed on her lips. “I guess I came to my senses,” she said.
 

“Came to your senses?”
 

She spread her hands out and turned to face him. “I mean come on, Greg. he’s got twenty years on me. I was a pretty little distraction for a guy going through a mid-life thing. I knew it was never going to last.”
 

He let a silence pass. “Why did it begin?”
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I was young. Naive. He was the first real man who wasn’t Jewish I’d ever had anything to do with. I got to crushing. He noticed. Things went from there.”
 

He stayed quiet for a while. “Was it his blackness?” he asked.
 

She scowled. “What?”
 

“Was it because he was black? Was that why you were, you know, attracted to him.”
 

She looked perplexed. “What? I don’t…I don’t know.” She thought a moment. “I don’t know. I didn’t exactly make a Venn diagram of reasons. You know what it’s like to be that age. You just kind of follow your feelings around.”
 

“Yeah. Sure. Sure I do,” he said.
 

She glanced sideways at him. “You’re positive you’re not mad?”
 

“One hundred and twenty percent. I got to watch you having a nice time. And then I got to have a very, very pleasant evening myself. I guess maybe I should go and thank him for giving you that foot rub,” he said with a smile.
 

She looked even more perplexed at that. “Wait what? No that…that didn’t have anything to do with…”
 

He tipped his head to one side and gave her a skeptical look. Walked over to where she was standing and looked down into her eyes. “Okay. Sorry I mentioned it.”
 

A worried look worked it’s way over her face. Molly needing to tell on herself but not wanting to deal with the fallout. He’d seen it a million times. But he got the sense that this was enough heavy conversation for one morning. Time to give her an out. “Hey check this out.” He grabbed a pamphlet off the table he’d picked up at the store on their way in.
 

“What is it?”
 

“This is a historical log chute.” He handed her the leaflet. “This used to be a big logging town before it turned into cottage country. Betcha’ didn’t know that.” He watched her eyes glaze over. Same look she always got when he took her to see obscure historical sites. “This was all forest. All of it. They needed a way to get the felled logs down to the river. So they built a log chute. Pretty ingenious, huh?”
 

“Huh. Yeah. For sure,” she said.
 

“What do you say? You want to go check it out with me? Maybe get a little lunch afterwards?”
 

She still looked lost in her thoughts. Which is exactly where he wanted her. “Uh, sure. That sounds…fun.”
 

“Awesome. Let’s hop to it. Get your stuff. I’ll go get the car cooled off. You ready?”
 

“Uh…yeah. Sure,” she said, dragging herself out of whatever deep thoughts she was having.
 

“Perfect.” He started walking towards the door.
 

“Greg?”
 

“What’s up?”
 

She was looking at him with narrowed eyes. “Don’t think this gets you off the hook for your little swim with Titsy McSlut.”
 

He smiled and nodded in acknowledgement.
 






Chapter Ten

 


The log chute tour was exactly as boring for Molly as he’d hoped it would be. As he listened with rapt attention to the tour guide describing life in a lumber gang in the middle of the nineteenth century, Molly hovered at his side deeply absorbed in her thoughts.
 

The tour took two hours. When it was over he took her to a little restaurant that was done up to look like a Swiss chalet. Prattled on about Victorian era logging techniques to give her some more time to think.
 

Molly poked at her schnitzel with her fork and continued ruminating.
 

When they got home he changed into his swim shorts and his wide-brimmed bush hat, refreshed the cooler with ice and beer and hauled it down to the dock. Half an hour after he’d settled in Brigid came parading down the path followed by Devon. She was carrying a blow-up cactus pool toy and wearing the same stringy bikini.
 

Greg raised his bottle as they walked out onto the deck.
 

“My man Greg!” Devon called out. Dropping his towel he made a run for the end of the dock, launched himself into the air, balled up his body and dropped into the water with a splash that shook the deck and made waves that really did reach the other side of the lake.
 

A half hour after that and Molly walked down to join them. She was back in her one-piece which seemed odd but he made sure not to mention it. She climbed down the ladder into the water and set off swimming towards the outcrop.
 

When she was fifty feet out Brigid climbed up out of the water dripping wet, tipped her head back and flattened her hair.
 

He kept his head pointed at Molly, his eyes nearly popping out of their sockets as he ogled Brigid’s shapely figure sideways. “You heading back in?” he asked as she walked past him.
 

“Yeah. Dev says she finds me intimidating.”
 

He frowned and sat up in his chair. “Oh hey well that’s not…”
 

“It’s okay,” she interrupted with a bored shake of her head. “Most women her age do. It’s mostly my looks but some of it’s personality. I have to paint my toes anyways.” She scooped up her beach towel, threw it over her shoulder and walked towards the shore.
 

Greg kept his eyes glued to the bounce of her bubble-butt until she disappeared. When he turned to look at the lake again he saw Devon floating in the water, hands on the dock, grinning at him. “Oh. Hey,” he said.
 

Devon looked in the direction Brigid had disappeared. “That’s good shit huh?”
 

Greg shook his head. “I’ve only got eyes for one woman.”
 

Devon started chuckling. “Oh yeah. Sure you do. Hey speaking of which why don’t you vamoose for a little bit?”
 

“Huh?” Greg asked, puzzled as to why he was being dis-invited from his own party.
 

Devon lifted a hand and tipped his head to the side. “Come on man. Give me some space. I can’t get shit done with you crowding me,” he said, nodding back towards Molly in the water.
 

Greg’s guts hardened into what felt like stone. Clearly Brigid had divulged what she’d caught him doing that morning. Clearly Devon had taken it as tacit permission to attempt a pass at Molly. Clearly he was going to do that once Greg was out of the picture.
 

He started to feel dizzy. There was a huge part of his brain screaming at him to get up and head back to the house. To open the question mark door and walk through. To see where this wild ride would take them. But was he really going to do that? Seemed like a hell of a risk. Shouldn’t he somehow communicate to Molly what was happening?
 

“Come on man!” Devon hissed. “Time’s running out!” He jerked his head towards Molly who was moving towards them through the water.
 

“Oh,” Greg said. Against his better judgment he hauled himself out of his chair and shook his head. “Right. Yeah. Right. I’ve gotta’ go to the bathroom anyways.”
 

“There you go. That’s better,” Devon said, patting the dock as Greg left.
 

He climbed up the path to the house. Went to the bathroom then crept up to the window. Close enough he could see out of it. Hopefully not so close that he’d be seen himself. His heart was in his throat.
 

Molly had finished her swim. She’d climbed out of the water and wrapped a towel around herself. Devon was still in the water at the edge of the dock. Waving at her to get back in. She shook her head a few times and gestured. Hands up into the air, then up towards the house. Her head rolled back towards her shoulders and she looked up at the sky.
 

Devon kept working it. Worked it until the towel slipped off her shoulders and she started laughing. He started clapping as she walked to the edge of the dock.
 

Greg’s heart thrummed. She looked so happy laughing with Devon. Would she ever look that happy with him again? Could you even find that kind of happiness again after so many years together? That kind of youthful exuberance that came from not knowing the answer to the question “will we or won’t we?” He watched her getting ready to turn and climb down the ladder. Gasped when she broke into a run towards the rocks, then spun around and ran straight back to the water. Curled up into a ball in mid-air and cannon-balled in.
 

A smile formed on his mouth as he watched Devon clapping and whooping. Then his heart squeezed as Molly emerged grinning and swam back to the dock. She put her hands up on it and her and Devon started to chat and laugh.
 

A lightning burst of reality flashed through Greg’s mind. What was he doing? What was he doing here? Pushing her into the arms of another man? For what? For his own titillation? Was he really a cuck? A cuckold like Brigid had said? Did he really want this? Was this smart? Was it safe? Did he really want the outcome his fantasy told him he did? Or was this just something that looked good on paper but much worse when it was real? If Devon did manage to woo her into his bed would he feel the same way? Or would he be racked with jealousy, regret and guilt?
 

He had to close his eyes and take a few deep breaths to calm himself down. They were all adults. This was just a fun…game. Molly, after all, was in charge of what Molly did. He wasn’t pushing her into anything. He’d just asked a few questions and left her with some of her own. No big deal, right? No big deal. No big deal.
 

When he opened his eyes again Devon had moved closer to her and now they looked like they were whispering.
 

Butterflies flapped in Greg’s stomach as he watched them. They looked so close. So intimate. And Devon looked like he was saying exactly what Molly needed to hear. Every so often she’d roll her eyes and shake her head but always with the same bashful smile.
 

He had no idea how long he stood there staring at them. At some point Molly got out of the water. She lingered on the dock for a while, her towel thrown over the back of the chair. Walking back and forth in the sun as Devon stared up at her from the water.
 

Watching her made Greg’s stomach flip and flop again. It was so obvious what she was doing. Parading back and forth for Devon. Displaying her pleasant assets for him to view. Presenting herself as a suitable sexual mate. For his appraisal, approval and arousal. It drove a corkscrew into Greg’s guts and twisted them all up. As he contemplated all this a single, icy vein of jealousy shot from the base of his brain down into his crotch.
 

Not a jealousy that would move him to put a stop to this, though. A rather pleasant background noise to the sexual heat building within him. A jealousy for the woman Devon had known in Molly before Greg had even met her. A woman trapped in the past that he would never know. It drove him wild.
 

He saw her finally pick up the towel and toss it over her shoulders with a laugh. Realized he was still in his dripping wet shorts and dashed to the bedroom to change them. Managed to kick them off, throw them over a towel rack in the bathroom, then sprint into the living room, grab his table and collapse onto his back on the couch to pretend he was reading.
 

Two seconds later the door slid open.
 

“There you are!” Molly said, sounding happy as a clam. “How come you disappeared?” she asked.
 

Greg looked at her over the tablet. “Got a little cold. Had to pee. Cracked a beer and got lazy. You get a good swim in?”
 

She eyed him for a moment before traipsing across the room in her flip-flops towards the bedroom. “It was great. It’s amazing out here isn’t it?”
 

“Sure is something,” he said, pretending to return his attention to the tablet he was holding.
 

“You want to throw that frozen salmon on the grill tonight?” she asked before disappearing into the bedroom.
 

“Sure thing,” Greg said. He stood up off the couch, set his tablet down and got going on dinner.
 

They ate alone. Shared a bottle of white to go with the salmon and salad. As the sun started to set Greg went outside to test the bugs. Mosquitoes weren’t as bad as all that. He strolled back inside to find Molly doing the dishes. “Hey it’s not that bad out there. You feel like a camp fire?” he asked.
 

Molly turned and smiled over her shoulder. “Aw! That sounds really nice!”
 

Greg flashed a smile back at her. Fifteen minutes later he had the beginnings of a good fire going. Arranged the chairs next to it. Went in and cracked another bottle of white for Molly and opened a beer for himself.
 

She walked up next to him as he was pouring out her wine. Leaned her head against his shoulder and put her arm around his waist. “Thanks again for coming around to this,” she said quietly.
 

“I’m ashamed I ever doubted you about it, Molly Levine,” he replied playfully.
 

“It’s Miller now, remember?”
 

Setting the wine glass and bottle down and turned to look into her eyes. “Why don’t we pretend it’s Levine for the rest of the week, huh? Pretend like none of this ever happened.”
 

“What are you talking about?” she asked, chortling and giving him a funny look.
 

He leaned in and gently kissed her. “Just…let loose. Have a nice time. Whatever that means,” he said. He thought he saw worry flash through her eyes but it was gone a moment later. “Come on. Let’s go have a drink and enjoy the fire.”
 

They wandered out onto the deck and down to the fire pit. Sat down in the Muskoka chairs and looked out over the lake. The sun had sunk beneath the horizon and the frogs and crickets started chirping and croaking. Nature’s lullaby before the coming night.
 

Greg scooted his chair a little closer to Molly. Setting down his beer he leaned over and picked up her legs by the ankles.
 

“Hey!” she said, laughing and nearly spilling her beer.
 

Smiling he set her feet in his lap. Took off her sandals and took one in both hands and started rubbing.
 

Her eyes rolled back and she settled deeper into her seat. “Oh Greg that feels amazing,” she purred.
 

He watched her as he rubbed her feet, a slight smile playing along her mouth. His heart swelled with love for his Molly Levine. The itch returned almost immediately. Thoughts of Devon touching her feet. Thoughts of Devon ogling her on the deck that afternoon. He had to shift in his seat as his cock started engorging so that Molly’s feet didn’t touch it and betray his arousal. He glanced over at the other cottage. “You want to see if Devon and Brigid are interested in joining us?” he asked.
 

Molly’s eyes fluttered open and she looked over at him. “That’s a strange question for a romantic evening.” She narrowed her eyes in a playful glare. “Just what do you think you’re trying to cook up here, Mr. Miller?” she asked.
 

He smiled. “Just want you to have a nice time,” he said. “The time of your life,” he added.
 

She gazed at him a while, looking like she was puzzled by what he’d said.
 

He started laughing to dispel her suspicions. “Hey it’s whatever you want. I’m happy here just the two of us,” he lied. He was, in fact, desperate to concoct another situation in which Molly would find herself alone with Devon. It felt like she might be cluing in to his hints. Maybe even like she might be willing to do something a little wild if the moment was just right. She thought far too long and hard.
 

Just when he was certain she’d say “no,” she pulled her feet out of his lap. “Okay. Sure,” she said. “I’ll go see what they’re up to.”
 

His heart skipped a beat in his chest. He certainly hadn’t anticipated that enthusiastic of a response from her. He sat up a little straighter and watched her disappear into the trees around the trail up to Devon and Brigid’s place. His heart sank when he saw her returning alone. “Not interested?” he asked trying not to sound glum.
 

Molly looked side to side. “They were…otherwise occupied,” she said.
 

He cracked a smile. “Did you…were they…”
 

An awkward smile formed on her lips and she gave a single nod. “They were,” she said.
 

He laughed and settled back into his chair. They sat quietly for a while longer. Then Brigid strolled out onto the deck in her bikini. Catching sight of the fire she turned and looked at them. Waved but didn’t smile. Threw her towel over a chair and dove into the lake. A minute after that Devon came lumbering down the trail. He grinned at Molly as he walked up to them. “Sorry about that Molly girl,” he said, chuckling.
 

Molly rolled her eyes and laughed.
 

Greg stood up. “Here. Take a seat,” he said offering Devon his chair.
 

“Oh I don’t want to take your sp…”
 

“Not a worry at all,” Greg said. “I’ll go grab a chair from the deck. Have to hit the bathroom anyways.”
 

“Well if you’re sure,” Devon said. He sat down across from Molly.
 

Molly glanced at Greg with a look that might have meant either “what the hell are you doing?!?” or “I know you’re up to something.” It was hard to tell exactly.
 

He smiled at her. “What are you drinking tonight, Devon?” he asked.
 

“Oh I’ll have one of them beers if that’s alright,” Devon replied.
 

“Coming right up,” Greg said. He turned and climbed the path up to the house. Slipped through the sliding door and instead of going to the washroom went to the door on the opposite side. Slipped quietly through it and around the side of the house. Crept along the wall until he could just see and hear them around the corner. His heart sped up.
 

Devon was leaning in real close to Molly. Smiling and whispering and looking like he was up to the kind of no good Greg was hoping for. “You think about it?” Greg heard him ask.
 

“Oh Devon stop,” she said, shaking her head and turning to look at the lake. She startled and nearly spilled her wine when Devon picked up her feet and set them in his lap. Same way Greg had them a few minutes earlier.
 

Molly clapped a hand over her mouth, stifling a squeal. “What are you doing?” she hissed at Devon.
 

Devon didn’t reply. Instead he raised one of her feet even higher, causing Molly to tip back in her chair.
 

“Devon!” she hissed at him.
 

Greg’s eyes went wide as he saw Devon staring at her toes, a hungry look in his eyes.
 

“Devon stop that! Greg’s gonna be back any…”
 

Before she could finish the sentence Devon slipped her big toe into his mouth and stared at her. His cheeks hollowed and his jaw started moving as he swiped his tongue around it.
 

Molly’s eyes went wide. She grabbed the arm of the chair as her jaw fell. “Oh god…” she whispered.
 

Greg thought his heart might jump out of his chest with how hard it was pounding. He’d imagined it so many times the last two days but actually seeing Devon put hands on Molly, watching him sucking her toe and staring at her got his arousal soaring. And her reaction? He’d never seen her make that face. How come she hadn’t told him she liked foot play? He would have been more than happy to oblige.
 

Molly somehow managed to set her wine glass down on the ground without spilling it. She grabbed the other arm of the chair with her other hand, looking like she was holding on for dear life. Her jaw started moving up and down. She looked like she was trying to talk but unable to make a sound.
 

Devon held her foot in both hands. Sucked her big toe for a while then slipped off it and onto the smaller one. Licked it and suckled it then returned to her big toe. Sucked on it a while longer, watching Molly writhe in what looked like ecstasy. He pulled away. “You remember I used to make you come like this all the time. You remember that?” he whispered.
 

The words made Greg’s stomach hollow. He stared at the intimate moment between Molly and Devon with a perverse fascination.
 

Molly’s knuckles were white from gripping the chair so hard. “Oh god…Devon, please…” she whispered, glancing up at the deck.
 

“Forget about it,” Devon said. “You talk to him yet? You two talk about it?”
 

“I told you I am not…”
 

He slipped her toe into his mouth and cut her off. She groaned and sank back against the chair.
 

Devon started rubbing her foot with both hands and sucking.
 

Molly’s knee bent, her resistance bending with it as she succumbed to the pleasure Devon was putting her under. “Oh god,” she whispered. “Oh god.”
 

Greg nearly lost it as he watched her losing it. She looked caught in the throes of ecstasy. Looked like she was going to come from what Devon was doing.
 

He kept caressing her foot and sucking hard on her toe.
 

Her hips started moving in the seat.
 

Greg knew he should get back up into the house. Grab a drink and a chair and pretend like he hadn’t seen anything. But he was riveted. Couldn’t budge from where he was standing. His cock was rigid as he watched Molly’s body undulating in the chair by the fire. He shuddered as he saw a tremor pass through her body.
 

She put a hand over her mouth and turned her head to one side.
 

The fire crackled and a spat a burst of embers up into the dark sky.
 

Molly whimpered as she came from Devon’s touch. Her body relaxed in the chair.
 

Devon lowered her foot from his mouth. He leaned in close as she turned to face him.
 

“Devon,” she whispered.
 

He put a finger under her chin and tilted it up. Their eyes met.
 

Greg’s throat and chest tightened. He stared at them as their lips met, his body suddenly filling with a scorching heat. He couldn’t believe what he was watching. His lovely Molly Miller turning back into Levine as Devon’s kiss became more passionate. Watching her surrender to a man she’d known once and, with any luck, would know again. Felt like his guts were going through a meat grinder and yet somehow he liked it. It got even worse as Devon pulled away from the kiss and stared into Molly’s eyes, his own glinting in the light of the fire.
 

“Just the way I remember,” Devon whispered.
 

Molly drew in a breath and let it out in a slow sigh. She no longer looked worried by what had happened, something Greg found deeply thrilling. She looked enticed. Like she was sad it was over and was now thinking that maybe it could happen again? He hoped so. He managed to peel himself away from the corner and scurry up around the house. Grabbed a beer inside and a folding chair from the deck and jogged down the trail. “Sorry about that!” he called out just before coming into view of the fire. “Turned into more of a bathroom trip that I expected!”
 

Molly turned to look at him. She watched him as he handed Devon the beer. Then kept watching him as he set up his chair across the fire from her.
 

He smiled at her as he sat down. “Looks like we need another log on this thing,” he said cheerfully. His heart felt like it was melting with love for Molly. Couldn’t wait to get her upstairs and into his arms. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Devon watching Molly, a longing in his eyes.
 

Molly smiled and settled back into her chair. She finally looked relaxed. Like she’d made her peace with what had just happened and was ready to enjoy herself.
 

He desperately hoped that was the case.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


They sat by the fire for an hour or so. Watched Brigid emerge from the water and walk to the cabin. Devon started telling stories from his teaching days and got Molly laughing.
 

Greg sat back and savoured the moment.
 

The air started to cool around them. They burnt the last log and the fire died down. Greg grabbed a bucket and doused the flames. Devon said his goodbyes. He leaned in and kissed Molly’s cheek.
 

Molly caught Greg’s gaze the moment it happened. She stared into his eyes as Devon whispered something into her ear then disappeared into the darkness.
 

Greg set the bucket down and walked over to where Molly was standing. He put his arms around her and gazed into her eyes. “You have a nice time?” he asked.
 

She stared at him without saying a word.
 

“Come on,” Greg said. “Let’s go to bed.” He took her hand and dragged her up the trail to the house. Turned the lights off. Moonlight spilled in through the window. He turned and put his hands on Molly’s waist. Leaned in and kissed her. Let his hands wander up her body then back down. Reached around and started undoing the zipper on the back of her dress.
 

“Greg,” Molly said, her voice filled with tension. Like she was struggling inside with what to make of all this.
 

Greg knew she wouldn’t be able to fully relax unless he said something. He pressed his lips against her ear. “Don’t worry,” he whispered. “I saw it.”
 

Molly pulled away. She looked at him with disbelief in her eyes.
 

“You’re so beautiful Molly,” he said quietly. “You looked so hot out there.”
 

“I…I…” she stammered.
 

“I want you to have a good time. Any kind of good time you want,” he said.
 

She shook her head at him.
 

He nodded back. Slipped her dress off her shoulders and onto the floor. Undid the clasp of her bra and pulled that off. He palmed her heavy breasts, his thumbs playing with her nipples. He pulled off his shorts and shirt and underwear. His cock was half-hard, as it had been for most of the evening. He slipped Molly’s underwear off.
 

“Greg I…” she started to say.
 

“Shhh,” he said, leaning in and kissing her again. He kissed a line up and down her neck. Along her shoulders then down her chest to the spot between her breasts. He eased her gently down to the couch.
 

“Should we go to the bedroom?” she whispered.
 

“I want you right here,” he whispered back. He reached down and stroked his cock until it was hard. Got on his knees on the couch and spread her legs apart. Pressed the head of his cock through her dense bush until he felt the tip kiss her wet petals. Her pussy was hot. Thrusting his hips forward he drove himself inside her.
 

Molly gasped, then sighed.
 

Greg shuddered as the heat of her sex engulfed his cock. Instead of lying down on top of her he stayed on his knees, upright. Picked up her foot by the ankle and brought her toes to his mouth.
 

She looked panicked for a moment. “Greg,” she whispered, an urgency in her tone.
 

He slipped her toe into his mouth and swept his tongue around it.
 

Molly’s back arched, her pussy clamping down on his cock as he started suck.
 

“Oh god Greg!” she moaned.
 

Her toe tasted like dank sweat, cedar and earth with a hint of the scent of her leather sandals.
 

He loved it. He started swaying back and forth, pressing his cock in and out of her as he continued sucking.
 

With her back arched she reached behind her head and grabbed the arm rest of the couch. Her body started moving in time with his thrusts. She shoved her toe deeper into his mouth. Turned her head to one side and moaned in pleasure.
 

She looked so hot like that. Legs splayed apart, her foot in his face, body rolling up and down on the couch as he pushed her towards her climax.
 

He went slow, drawing his cock in and out of her. Letting it linger just inside her entrance then pressing it deeper and deeper inside until he felt his balls touch her ass.
 

“Oh Greg! Yes!” she whimpered.
 

The memory of seeing her kissing Devon got him thrusting faster. He drove into her, his cock flexing with excitement as he played it over and over again in his mind. He kept his mouth on her toe, tongue swirling around it. Felt her start shaking and felt his own orgasm boiling inside him.
 

Finally she drew in a breath and arched her back even higher off the couch. “Oh god,” she whispered.
 

He slowed, drawing out her pleasure. When he felt her pussy start squeezing him he fucked her faster.
 

She moaned as the orgasm rolled through her. Eyes closed and lost in her own thoughts, her head rolled side to side on the pillow.
 

Somehow he kept it together through her climax, though his cock was ready to pop. As she slid out of the moment of ecstasy and back into her usual self he pulled his cock out of her. Gripped it in a tight fist and started pumping. Looked down just as he felt the first contraction of his orgasm. Watched the first ejection of semen launch from the head and splatter all over her furry bush. His mind melted with pleasure as he sank into the moment.
 

He jerked himself hard. He wasn’t sure why he’d felt the need to cover her in his ejaculate instead of finishing inside her. But the need was deep and watching it was deeply satisfying. He groaned as his orgasm receded and stared at the mess he’d made on Molly. Looked up at her to see what she thought of it.
 

She smiled with one side of her mouth and shook her head. “Men,” she whispered.
 

That got him chuckling. Typical Molly. Had to play off the intensity of the moment so as not to feel vulnerable. He didn’t mind. He liked that about her. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s hit the hay.” He stood up and offered her a hand. They walked towards the bedroom then Molly stopped.
 

“I think I should shower,” she said.
 

“Sure thing,” he said, turning to her and kissing her cheek.
 

As Molly got into the shower he pulled on a fresh pair of underwear. Hopped into bed and pulled a single sheet over himself. He was pleasantly buzzed and pretty close to sleep from his orgasm. He closed his eyes and nodded off. Woke up to the feeling of Molly slipping into bed next to him.
 

She didn’t lie down. Curled up behind him, leaning on one elbow and staring at him. “Greg,” she said quietly.
 

“Hm?” he asked, half his mind already dreaming.
 

“Why were you watching?”
 

He smiled. “Because I’ve never seen you look more beautiful in your life. I couldn’t help myself,” he whispered back.
 

He started to nod off again in the silence that followed.
 

“Greg,” Molly said, pulling him out of his sleep again. “What exactly do you want here?”
 

He smiled again. That was his Molly. Had to make sure her i’s were dotted and t’s crossed. “I want you to be happy,” he replied. “Any way you like.”
 

Molly sighed. She rolled away from him and onto her back.
 

He could tell she wasn’t sleepy. That she was staring at the ceiling and thinking hard about what he’d just said. He knew he had to let her sort it out herself. He let himself drift under again. This time she didn’t wake him up.
 



***

 


He woke with a jolt to the feeling of something, someone, shaking his leg. Shot up on the bed and gasped to see Brigid leaning over him and staring into his eyes. “What the…what are you…”
 

“Shh,” she said, pressing a finger against her lips. “It’s happening.”
 

He blinked and rubbed his eyes. Adrenaline surged through him as he turned to find Molly gone. “What? What’s happening?” he whispered.
 

“They’re gonna’ fuck,” Brigid replied. “Come on. There’s not much time.” She grabbed him by the arm and yanked him out of bed.
 

It was only then that he realized she was wearing only a thong and a small bra. He looked down to see he only had underwear on. “Just let me get some pants,” he muttered.
 

“There’s no time!” Brigid hissed. “You want to see it or not?”
 

He nodded, a little stunned by how assertive she was being. “I…I want to see it,” he stammered. He let himself be dragged out into the living room. Then out onto the deck and down the trail. Dry spruce needles pricked the soles of his feet as he walked. His heart started to beat harder. This was it. He was really going to see it. He was going to see Molly with Devon.
 

Brigid dragged him through the bushes and around the house. Branches and shrubs scraped his arms and legs as they crouched to approach the living room window.
 

A jolt of heat passed through him as Brigid put her hand on his back and pressed a finger against her lips again. He couldn’t resist a glance down at her lithe body. It was, for once, an insufficient distraction. His whole being was longing to see what Molly was up to. They both put their fingers on the window ledge and pulled themselves up at the same time. It felt like his body expanded as he laid eyes on what was happening inside.
 

Molly was leaning against the spiral staircase that led up to the loft. She’d put on a loose white t-shirt over her underwear but her legs were bare.
 

Devon was standing a few feet away from her in his boxers. Looking like he was waiting for something. After what seemed like an eternity Molly shook her head, smiled and looked down at the floor. “I don’t even know why I’m here,” she said quietly.
 

“Yeah you do,” Devon replied. “Woman don’t just wake up a guy in the middle of the night not knowing what she wants. You get the go ahead from hubby? You two finally talk?”
 

Molly shrugged. “I don’t know. Kind of. I guess.”
 

“But you know he wants it?” Devon asked.
 

Molly gave a nod.
 

“Told you,” Devon muttered.
 

Molly scowled.
 

“And you?” Devon asked.
 

Molly sighed. “God Devon I just don’t know. Part of me…part of me does,” she admitted.
 

Her response ratcheted up Greg’s arousal a few solid notches. Part of me does. There was a part of his wife that wanted Devon back. Wanted him inside her. Wanted him fondling and kissing her and making love to her. Why was that so incredibly exciting? He was about to watch her betraying him. Sure he’d done plenty to encourage her. But it was still going to be her doing it when it was said and done. He longed to know which part of her it was that wanted this. Was it nostalgia? Nostalgia for the freedom of youth and the excitement of almost everything being novel? Or did she still harbour feelings for Devon after all these years? God he hadn’t even considered that. Feelings. Did Molly still have feelings for Devon?
 

The answer hit him like a freight train. Of course she still had feelings for Devon. She wouldn’t even be considering doing this if she didn’t. Molly didn’t just fuck. And she’d let him do the foot thing to her. She never would have done that if there wasn’t something still there.
 

Molly looked over her shoulder towards the bedroom door. “Is Brigid…”
 

“She’s sound asleep,” Devon said. “But she don’t mind. Actually she might be a little pissed that she didn’t get to watch. Might have to do a repeat for her. Maybe for Greg, too?”
 

Molly shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Why is he okay with this?”
 

“Doesn’t matter does it? That’s his business.”
 

“No. No it’s not just his business. I’m his wife.”
 

“So talk to him.”
 

“I can’t. I just can’t…say things like that to him. We’re not like that. It’s not like you and me used to be,” she said.
 

Her words sliced a delicious line through Greg. Like her and Devon used to be. Lovers. God he would have done anything to go back in time and see them together. Young Molly getting her brains fucked out by her powerful professor. Or to see them not fucking but making love. Oh god it hurt so good…
 

“Alright well you ready to make up your mind?” Devon asked.
 

“God I don’t know,” she repeated.
 

Greg saw the moment Devon decided to take the matter into his own hands. Saw the way his gaze hardened as he stared at Molly. Watched him walk towards her with purpose and determination. Held his breath as he watched him lean down and kiss her gently on the lips again. His heart squeezed when Molly closed her eyes and returned the kiss.
 

“Oh shit that’s so hot,” Brigid whispered next to him.
 

Glancing sideways he saw her hand drop between her legs. She mashed three fingers against the top of her vagina and started rubbing herself. His own cock had swollen hard. He was dying to stick his own hand in his underwear and jerk it off. It felt wrong somehow. Too personal with Brigid next to him. Molly would be pissed if she ever found out.
 

“Enough of this,” Devon said, pulling away from their kiss.
 

“What?” Molly asked, suddenly puzzled.
 

Devon hooked his thumbs into his boxers and dragged the elastic down his thick thighs.
 

Greg’s eyes went wide. The cock hanging between Devon’s legs nearly reached his freaking knees and it wasn’t even hard. His eyes darted to Molly as hers fell to Devon’s freshly revealed member. She covered her mouth with one hand. Her gaze lingered on the organ for a good half minute before she looked up at Devon again. “Oh god,” she whispered. “Oh god Devon. I forgot.”
 

Devon shook his head. “Don’t start lying,” he replied.
 

Molly shook her head and looked away. “No. I’m sorry. You’re right. I never forgot. I still dream about it sometimes.”
 

Her admission crushed Greg’s guts. She still dreamed about it sometimes? And yet she’d never told him about it? Why? She couldn’t stop staring at it no matter how many times she tried to look away. How could she have kept this a secret for so long?
 

But there was no resentment in his reaction. Just a deep desire to see his wife handle that thing. To see the way she used to be with it. With Devon when she was still young and carefree.
 

Devon reached down and took her by the wrist. Drew her hand up and pressed the palm against his cock.
 

Seeing her petite, lily-white hand wrap around that thick, dark hose made Greg’s cock twitch and flex between his legs. A glance at Brigid revealed she was as captivated as he was. Still fiddling with herself between the legs. As discreetly as he could manage he let his hand fall from the window sill and between his legs. He rubbed his cock trying to relieve some of the pressure that had built in his groin.
 

“Oh god,” Molly whispered. Her other hand was on it in a heart beat. She lifted it up and stared at it, her mouth open. “God I never forgot. I could never forget,” she said, suddenly lost in thrall to the sight of that black dick that had penetrated her once. She looked up into Devon’s eyes. Grabbed the hem of her shirt and lifted it over her head and threw it to the ground.
 

Greg’s heart bounced in his chest as her breasts were revealed. He saw her staring at Devon with pride and now determination as he reached up and cupped and squeezed them in his hands. She let him fondle them for a moment then, to Greg’s delighted horror sank to her knees on the floor.
 

She picked the cock up again and examined the underside. Closed her eyes rubbed it side to side on her face, drawing in a deep breath of Devon’s masculine scent. She opened her eyes and looked up at Devon. Flicked her tongue out of her mouth and tilted her head to one side. Licked along the underside of his cock, making it throb in her hands. “I never forgot,” she whispered again.
 

“No you didn’t,” Devon said. “And you’re gonna’ get it good tonight. Just like you used to.”
 

“God Devon I don’t know,” she mewled softly, all the while still licking and kissing his cock. “I just don’t know if we should.”
 

Devon put his hands on his hips and looked down at her. “Molly Levine,” he muttered. “That dick’s practically half-way up inside you. You put your mouth on it and tell me you don’t want it? That makes you a liar. I told you no lying.”
 

Molly smiled, then giggled. She rubbed his cock along her face again looking like she was deriving as much pleasure from the act as Devon. She closed her eyes. “I’m married,” she whispered. But it wasn’t a protest this time. She sounded…excited. Like the fact she was married was only adding fuel to the fire of her desire.
 

“Yeah,” Devon agreed. “And it’s gonna’ feel even better for that. Get on there. Get your mouth on it. Suck it the way you used to.”
 

Suck it the way you used to.
 

Greg barely stifled his groan when he heard that.
 

Brigid had pushed her hand down her underwear and now he could hear the wet flicking as her fingers rubbed her clit, occasionally dipping into her entrance for more lubricant. She caught him staring. Grabbed his hand and tried to pull it between her legs.
 

He yanked it back and shook his head. “I…I can’t,” he said.
 

She shrugged and went back to fingering herself and staring at Devon and Molly.
 

He turned his attention back to the same. His jaw dropped and the air was pushed out of his lungs at the sight of Molly opening her mouth and slipping it tenderly over the head of Devon's cock. A tremor rippled through him that threatened to erupt in a primal scream of angst. Molly, his wife and the object of his devotion had in her mouth another man’s penis for his pleasure. Worse yet was the idea that the pleasure was not just Devon’s, but Molly’s as well.
 

“Oh fuck I missed that mouth,” Devon growled. His head rolled back onto his shoulders. He put a hand atop Molly’s head and held it in place. Hips swaying gently back and forth he fucked his cock into her mouth and out again.
 

Each thrust caused and excruciating sawing in Greg’s insides. This wasn’t Molly giving a blowjob or making love. This was Molly’s mouth being used like a toy. A sheath for Devon’s stiff rod. How could he find such debasement so beautiful? And yet he did.
 

Devon looked down, wrapped a hand around his girth and pulled it out from Molly’s lips.
 

Her jaw fell and she started panting to catch her breath. She wiped her mouth with a finger and stared up into Devon’s eyes.
 

“Same as you remember?” Devon asked.
 

Molly grabbed his dick with both hands. Re-mounting his cock with her face, she started jerking and tugging, sucking and slurping him towards a release.
 

“Jesus,” Greg hissed. She looked like she was ravenous for that black dick. Like she hadn’t eaten in weeks and someone had finally offered her a meal. The sexual equivalent of wolfing down her dinner. The wet slops and slurps her mouth made drifted through the open window and out onto the silent stillness of the lake.
 

Devon towered over her. Gazing at her trying to suck every last drop of seed out of him.
 

As she bobbed she bounced her head side to side. Twisting her hands as they milked his shaft, occasionally glancing up as if to check if she was pleasing him.
 

His pleasure became apparent a few minutes later. He pulled his penis from her mouth again and gripped the tip.
 

Molly tucked her hands beneath his legs and grabbed a testicle in each. She squeezed them like he’d squeezed her breasts, her chest thrust out, her breasts a landing area for his release.
 

He grunted, winced and jerked his cock. A thick stream of ejaculate squirted from the tip. It hurtled through the air between them and splattered across her tits.
 

Molly kept her eyes on his and her hands on his balls, coaxing his emission from him as she squeezed.
 

“Shit,” Devon grunted, squeezing his prick and spraying her again. As he finished he shook his cock over her chest. Small flecks of semen clinging to the head sprayed across her breasts. He let out a heavy sigh. “That was fucking amazing,” he said.
 

Molly seemed to take this as a cue.
 

Greg’s insides hardened to stone when he realized this was another well-worn path in her memory. A dance she’d learned the steps to and never forgotten. An old song she was more than happy to sing again.
 

Letting go of his balls she clambered over to the couch on all fours and crawled up onto it.
 

Devon chuckled. “Oh so now you’re game?” he asked.
 

“Devon please!” she seethed, pulling her pussy apart with one hand. “I need it.”
 






Chapter Twelve

 


“Dude get up here! He’s going in her!” Brigid hissed.
 

Greg’s legs had given out at what he’d seen. He’d collapsed onto the ground and was lying there trying not to hyperventilate. Watching Molly blowing Devon was a more potent aphrodisiac than he could have ever imagined. He wondered if he was ever going to be the same again?
 

And through it was coiled a bitter notion. That Molly had done this in secret. Without him. Snuck off in the middle of the night to perform alone what he’d meant for them to share. He did his best to release that demon. That would have to be confronted later. Calming himself he crawled back up to the window, latched his fingers on the sill and peered into the house again.
 

Devon was standing behind Molly with an apparently undeflatable erection. Stroking himself and eyeing the opening to her inner self. A smile cracked on his lips. “That is the nastiest bush I ever seen, Molly Levine,” he said, chuckling.
 

Molly huffed in exasperation. “Devon please!” she repeated.
 

Greg was stunned by how badly she seemed to need it. Had her bawdy blowjob triggered this Pavlovian response? Was it ringing his bell that had set her pussy salivating, saturating, dilating for his ding-dong? Because it sure as hell looked like it. She pulled herself apart wider for him.
 

Devon chuckled again as he put a hand on either of the globes of Molly’s ass and stretched her.
 

She whimpered and stared over her shoulder at his approaching organ. Her jaw fell and she gasped as the tip pressed against her labia. Emitted a high warbling sound as he leaned into her, pressing his girth into her crevice. She clapped a hand over her mouth.
 

Devon groaned as he drove his prick inside her. “Ho-ly fuck,” he grunted. “Tight as the fucken’ day I broke you.”
 

Brigid sucked in air between her lips. She crouched low to the ground, fingers flagellating her clit between her legs. Her body shook. Liquid trickled from her, splattering on the ground beneath her sex.
 

Greg’s head swam with arousal. His olfactory senses were treated to the double pleasure of Molly’s dank excitement drifting from the house and Brigid’s drifting in. He felt like a twenty-year old man who hadn’t masturbated in weeks. He was desperate for release.
 

Devon pushed his cock all the way in, pressing Molly’s face against the pillows. He kept himself inside her, his hands gliding along her ass as he savoured the moment. When he pulled it out it was coated in a glistening sheen of Molly’s wet. He thrust in again.
 

“Oh god!” Molly moaned, suddenly uncaring about how much noise she made. “Oh fuck! Oh fucking god!” She beat the pillow next to her head with a fist. “So fucking good…” she whimpered.
 

Devon grabbed her by the waist. Raised a foot onto the couch. Cocked his hips and started slamming into her so hard the couch begrudgingly inched across the floor with each thrust.
 

Molly’s tits shook and slapped beneath her chest. Her flesh rippled each time he slammed into her.
 

Greg’s gaze was fixed on the monstrous appendage drilling into her. Seeing her pink pussy stretched so wide raised an obvious and uncomfortable question. Did she feel any pleasure from his own penis? He filed the thought away with all his other angst. To be dealt with later.
 

Devon hunched over her. He reached under her and grabbed her tits. Squeezed them, pinched the nipples, then put his hands back on her waist and started pounding harder.
 

Molly moaned into a pillow. Her pussy was dripping all over the couch. Thick, sticky clumps of clear lubricant soiling the dark fabric. She clawed her way up the back until her hands were planted on the headrest, her back arched, her pussy and ass in the perfect position for Devon’s pummelling. She rocked back against his thrusts, peering over her shoulder to catch a glimpse of him disappearing into her.
 

Greg stared at the scene with an aroused horror snaking through him. Molly was no longer the cautious, reluctant woman he’d spent the last few days nudging towards this. Devon’s thick, dark cock had transformed her. Had this whorish woman always been inside? Lying dormant, waiting to be unleashed by a cock thick enough to probe her in places no other man could? She’d certainly never reacted to sex with Greg this way.
 

“You want to see it? That what you want?” Devon asked her. He put a hand to her mouth and slipped his thumb past her lips.
 

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked it, jaw moving as she swept her tongue around the tip the same way she had with his cock.
 

“Come on, baby. Come on,” Devon urged. He twisted her body forcing her to throw a leg over his prick but keeping her on it. She twisted, pivoting on his cock until she was on her back on the couch. He drew himself out, keeping just the tip inside her cunt. Grabbed her wrist and brought it down to his shaft. Pressed her palm against it to collect the sticky wet she’d lubricated it with. “Look at that. Watch it go in now. Watch it go in.” With a hand on his hip he leaned forward plying into Molly again.
 

She watched for a moment. Wide eyed and wondrous. Seemingly unable to believe that something so large could fit inside her so easily. But when it was halfway into her she lost it. She ran her hands up and down the insides of her thighs, her body shaking against the couch pillows. “Fuck me Devon. Fuck me!” she begged. “I want you to fuck my brains out.” She glared at him and mashed her tits against each other pointing the nipples at his face. “Fuck me and come on my tits.”
 

Devon grabbed her feet and yanked them up to his mouth. He mashed all five toes into his face and started licking them. At the same time his hips started bucking. Thrusting back and forth, pummelling Molly’s pussy with his rigid prick.
 

She squealed and squirmed against the couch. Her hands shot out, nails scraping along the pillows. Then back, grabbing the head rest and hanging on for dear life as Devon threw her legs aside, planted his fists next to her hips and started rutting in earnest. His eyes darted between her floppy tits gyrating beneath him and her laser gaze trained straight on him. “You like that? You like that dick?” he snarled. His ass rose and fell as the drilling continued.
 

“Oh fuck yes!” Molly whimpered.
 

He pinched her nipple and pulled her tit until it snapped from his grasp back to her chest.
 

She bounced her waist back and forth, an apparent reaction to the spike of pain from her nipple being tugged.
 

Greg was shocked. Never in their marriage had she expressed any desire or hint of wanting it this rough. Not that he was exactly into this kind of sex either. He wasn’t. Not really. Watching her getting so thoroughly dominated was hot, though, and he couldn’t look away.
 

“You want me to jerk you off?”
 

He turned to see Brigid staring intently at him. Did he want it? God he wanted it so bad. But Molly would freak if she found out. His urge to have a strange and slender hand tugging on his cock nearly got the better of him. He looked into Brigid’s eyes. “So bad,” he said. “But I can’t.” He shook his head. “I just…I can’t.”
 

Brigid shrugged and went back to watching Devon pound on Molly.
 

Greg’s head snapped in that direction when he heard Molly squeal. His eyes widened when he saw her legs wrapped around Devon’s torso. Her toes were curled and her brow was furrowed in a look of intense concentration. Her mouth fell open and her eyes closed. Her pussy squelched around Devon’s prick intruding into her. She sucked in a breath, threw both hands over her mouth and let out a low, muffled moan as she came.
 

“Oh fuck yeah,” Devon growled. “Fuck that’s even tighter.” He started hammering into her harder. Grabbed her ankles and brought her feet to his face and up to his nose. Drew in a massive whiff of her soles. “Fuck!” he grunted. He slammed into her and held his cock balls deep.
 

Molly, recovering from her climax, braced herself against the couch and her eyes went wide as she stared at where Devon was buried inside her pussy.
 

Greg immediately understood why and it both chilled and thrilled him to his core. He’d undergone a vasectomy years ago negating the need for Molly to be on any sort of birth control. And while she was almost certainly past the age where she could carry a pregnancy to term that didn’t discount the possibility of one occurring.
 

The thought sent a powerful tremor through him. He couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like watching Molly bouncing around with a big belly full of Devon spawn. The idea should have been repulsive. At least that was what his rational mind told him. Instead it only added accelerant to the erotic fire burning in his loins. His cock hardened as he watched the root of Devon’s cock twitching as it spent into Molly. His balls tightened when he saw Devon’s do the same. He glanced at Brigid who was looking at him out of the corner of her eye.
 

She raised an eyebrow.
 

It raised his blood pressure and clouded his vision and decision-making even more. “Oh god,” he muttered. He still wasn’t sure how he was going to play this when Molly got back to the cottage. Would he pretend to be asleep? Pretend he hadn’t seen or heard anything? If so it would be good to rid himself of the painful erection or he’d never be able to sleep. Or was he going to confront her? Lay out all his grievances about her going behind his back and fucking Devon while he slept? If so it would probably do to have a clear head. And his head would never clear if he was still this aroused. There was also the allure of Brigid’s insanely hot body tugging at his need. “Oh shit. Just…can you do it?” he asked Brigid.
 

She crouched and turned towards him. Her hand immediately went to his underwear and slipped inside. She extracted his hard prick.
 

“Oh god,” he whispered as she wrapped her soft, warm palm around it. “Oh god, oh god…”
 

She looked down between his legs, cradling his penis in one hand. Looked back up at him and smiled. “It’s cute,” she whispered. “I really like the shape of it.” She gave it a few gentle tugs.
 

“Oh fuck I’m…fuck I’m sorry I’m…” He couldn’t bring himself to say out loud just how close he was to coming.
 

Brigid seemed to understand. Reaching under him she cupped both his balls in her other hand and squeezed them.
 

He gritted his teeth, clenching his jaw to keep from crying out. The sensation of Brigid’s hand gliding along his shaft sent him over the edge. As the first gush of sperm shot through his shaft he turned to look inside the house again.
 

Devon had collapsed onto Brigid, his heavy frame pressing her between the couch pillows. Her legs were still wrapped around his waist. Her hands drifted slowly along the dark skin on his back.
 

Fireworks went off inside Greg’s mind. Brigid’s slow stroking, the vision of Molly compressed under the mighty Devon, the badness of it all screwed up tight inside him. Each contraction of his pelvic floor felt like he was going to start cramping up. The most intense orgasm of his life exploded in his head. He looked down and watched Brigid empty his balls onto the forest floor, his impotent seed spilling hopelessly onto leaves and twigs while Devon’s swam inside his wife full of potential.
 

The orgasm eased as quickly as it had come. A moment later he was Greg again. More sober-minded but not quite fully. A few stuttering gasps later he’d caught his breath. Turned to see Molly trying to extract herself from underneath the heap of Devon. “I gotta go,” he whispered.
 

Brigid released his cock and balls. She looked a little disappointed beneath her usual blase demeanour.
 

Greg felt a pang of guilt at not having helped her climax as well. “I…I’m…” he stammered.
 

She shook her head and smiled. A real smile. “Never mind. Go. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek.
 

Inside Greg heard Molly wrestling with her underwear and t-shirt.
 

“Come on baby. Just stay a little longer,” he heard Devon say.
 

“I can’t!” Molly hissed. “I have to get back.”
 

“I’m a come fuck you tomorrow then,” Devon said, chuckling.
 

“Just…let go!”
 

Greg realized that if he didn’t hurry he’d be caught in the bushes with Brigid as Molly exited the house. “I gotta…”
 

“Just go!” Brigid hissed.
 

He spun around, ducked into a crouch and scurried through the underbrush and back up to their cottage. Slid in through the door and slid it closed just as he saw Molly emerging from the other cottage. Darted to the bedroom and threw himself onto the bed. Realized how sweaty and out of breath he was and that he’d never fool Molly into thinking he’d been sleeping.
 

Which was just fine. Because his heart was pounding and adrenaline was racing through his body and he knew he wouldn’t get a lick of sleep if he didn’t confront Molly when she got home. He sat bolt upright as he heard the sliding door close. Swung his legs over the edge of the bed and shuffled across the floor as Molly did the same in the living room. Walked out into the hall just as she was about to pass the bedroom door to get to the bathroom. Put himself in between her and it and glared at her. “What’s going on?” he said.
 

Her eyes widened when she saw him. She tried to smooth down her unruly hair. “Greg,” she said, breathless. “I was just…I had to go to the bathroom and then I needed a water so…” She met his gaze.
 

He saw the exact moment when she realized he knew she was lying. Nearly blurted I saw everything! Somehow stopped himself but wasn’t sure why. Another pang of guilt came and went as he thought of letting Brigid tug his penis for him. “Molly,” he said quietly.
 

She looked over her shoulder at the lake. “I…” she began, then paused. She turned her head and met his eyes again. “I had sex with Devon,” she whispered.
 

The house started to spin around him.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


His hand shot to the door frame as he tried to steady himself. He blinked, mostly bringing the world into focus and steadiness again. He took two deep breaths as fresh agonized arousal twisted through him.
 

“Greg? Greg,” Molly said.
 

He shook his head to try and clear it. To no avail. He staggered forward and put both hands on Molly’s shoulders. His cock was nearly rock solid again and he had a need for her he’d never felt. He pulled her into his arms, tipped his head to one side and kissed her fiercely on the lips. Another wave of arousal surged through him as she met his tongue with hers and returned the kiss. He pulled her into the bedroom to get her onto the bed.
 

She resisted. Pulled away from his embrace and blushed. Looked off to the side and stretched the hem of her shirt lower over her legs.
 

“Molly? Molly I need you so bad right now,” he said.
 

She put a hand over her mouth and shook her head. Looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “I…” She shook her head again. “I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t thinking and I…he finished inside me Greg. I should go shower first and…”
 

Hearing her admit it was almost hotter than seeing it happen. Beside himself he grabbed the front of her shirt and yanked her closer. There was a streak of anger flaring through his excitement but not at her. Not at anything, really. At what he’d just seen? Maybe but not in a bad way. He’d have done it all over again given the chance. He realized a moment later the anger was at the possibility of being denied the right to reclaim her. While she was still messy and sloppy and unkempt. He didn’t want a freshly showered clean Molly to fuck. He wanted the dirty one standing in front of him.
 

He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her into his body. Wrapping his arms around her so she couldn't escape, he stared down at her.
 

She looked frightened. Maybe a little worried. She tried to wriggle out of his grasp. "Greg I think I should…”
 

“Shh,” he hushed her. He leaned in and pressed his lips against hers.
 

She, to his relief, returned the kiss again. Letting him thrust his tongue into her mouth. Her body softened as she succumbed to his affection.
 

He pulled away and stared at her again. His mind reeled as he watched her change before his eyes. Back into the busty, playful vixen of moments ago in Devon’s cabin. Into a woman he’d never met before. He’d never seen her act like that. Not in bed. Not anywhere. The way she’d lost control. The way she’d let Devon fuck her had his cock hard all over again. “Get on the bed,” he ordered.
 

A look of worry fell over her expression. She tried to pull away from him again. “Greg…I really…I think I should…” She glanced back at the bathroom.
 

He knew what she wanted. A shower. He couldn’t wait that long. And besides he didn’t want her clean. he wanted her nasty. “I said get on the bed,” he repeated. It was as if he could actually feel himself growing a spine. Something about seeing his woman used and pleasured made him grow back into a man. He turned her around and gave her a shove. Gentle, but still a shove.
 

She stumbled forward. The momentum from his push caused her to fall on all fours on the bed. The hem of her shirt hiked up over her ass.
 

His eyes dropped lower. To where her underwear covered her crotch. “Oh god,” he whispered, covering his mouth with his hand.
 

Her white panties were soaked through with cream-coloured slime that ran along the edges. It dripped down her thighs. She put a hand over her pussy and started to turn.
 

He could see her blushing in the moonlight. She was obviously embarrassed. Ashamed to be carrying another man’s seed inside her. Ashamed now that the moment had passed that she’d let her baser instincts get the better of her.
 

But he loved every single piece of it. Every last one. He loved how shy she looked. How completely unashamed she’d been just minutes earlier with Devon. He grabbed her hips to keep her from rolling onto her back. “You stay right there,” he growled.
 

Her lips parted.
 

For a moment he wondered if she’d call his bluff. Block this play of masculinity and tell him to get his hands off her so she could go to the bathroom. Instead she stayed put. Hands spread, legs splayed. When he hooked his fingers into the elastic of her underwear and began peeling them away, she didn’t protest.
 

Erotic excitement surged through him as he removed the soaked fabric of her underwear down her legs. This was so out of the ordinary. So much so it was almost bizarre. Lewdly on all fours on the bed, letting him peel her underwear off knowing what was inside. This wasn’t like her. She was excited by this too. He could tell. Otherwise she would have been buried under the covers.
 

He dared himself to push it further. To keep acting out this role of the dominant. To see if she’d submit. He had a hunger for her and he only wanted her one way.
 

He crawled onto his knees on the bed, leaned over her and rubbed her ass with his hand. He thought of how she’d abandoned their shared bed in the middle of the night. How she’d stolen over to Devon’s to ask him to put his big dick inside her. It made him shudder and want her all the more.
 

Cheat. Cheater. Whore. Slut.
 

He’d given her plenty of hints about what he wanted her to do. He’d never told her he wanted to be part of it. He had no right to be mad. And he wasn’t. Not really. There was an anger fuelling his lust but not at her. He wasn’t sure at what. It only made his cock harder and he dismissed trying to find the source. All he wanted now was to fuck her. “I can’t believe you left our bed to fuck him in the middle of the night,” he said, hoping she would know it was just a game.
 

She looked around, saw his cock rock hard, looked up and bit her lower lip. “I couldn’t help myself,” she whispered. Her eyes dropped to his groin again. Just in time to see his prick flex at her words.
 

“Your pussy’s filthy,” he said, taking the game a step further. It was a risk, talking like that. They didn’t talk to each other like that. Maybe a long time ago but not anymore. But that same energy, that same feeling from a long time ago filled him now. “You let him come inside you,” he said, glaring at her.
 

She flashed the same expression. Innocent and slightly apologetic. A naughty, suddenly young-all-over-again minx who’d been caught with her hand in the proverbial cookie jar. “I couldn’t help myself,” she repeated.
 

Just what he wanted to hear. He was desperate to be in her but wanted to savour every moment. Wanted to stretch out the anticipation. Marinate in it. “I’m going to fuck you now,” he growled.
 

She brushed the hair out of her face and nodded, to his delight.
 

He peeled down his own underwear. Took up position behind her. Looked down at her beautiful, round rump and recalled Devon pawing at it a half hour earlier. It hardened his cock to steel. He worked her underwear down off her knees and threw them onto the floor with a wet plop.
 

Devon’s ejaculate began to ooze out of her crevice. Slow, rolling dollops of creamy brine clinging to the wiry black pubes surrounding her opening. Dripping out of her onto the sheets. More of it rolling down her thighs.
 

He grabbed her ass and spread her cheeks apart. He looked down at her ass hole. It seemed to be winking at him as her body flexed with excitement. “What’s it like being a cheating slut?” he asked. He raised a hand and brought it down with a hard clap on her rear.
 

She gasped. Her mouth fell open wider. She looked over her shoulder at him.
 

He clapped his other hand on the other side of her ass. “You like being a cheating whore?” he asked, staring dead into her eyes.
 

Same lip bite. Same nod. She knew his game. Knew what he wanted. And she seemed more than willing to play.
 

He shuffled up to her, cock in hand. Pressed the tip against her leaking slit and rubbed it up and down. More of Devon’s semen rolled out of her, some of it coating the tip of his cock. It was disgusting. But. Extremely arousing at the same time. His own instincts got the better of him. He moved his cock side to side to spread her labia before entering her. He nearly laughed when he realized how unnecessary that was this time. Her pussy was still gaping from Devon’s thick prick inside her. So he pressed his hips forward. His cock moved into her.
 

While her lips might have been stretched, inside she was just as tight as she’d ever been.
 

He groaned as the lava-like heat and wetness ensconced his member. He stared at her ass. Stared at his cock slipping into her pussy. Groaned again as she squeezed him. It forced more of Devon’s mess to ooze out of her and down onto his balls.
 

She looked over her shoulder at him again. Studying him. Watching him watching her. Perhaps wondering if this was going the way he’d hoped. Or if she’d done something wrong? “Was I a good little slut?” she whispered.
 

He groaned, shuddered and his body curled over her as he tried to shove his prick as deeply as he could into her cunt. “Oh god, Molly,” he muttered. “I don’t…I don’t know why but this is so hot.”
 

She nodded. The corners of her mouth flickered with the beginnings of a smile. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me hard for being a good little slut.” She was into this now too. He could tell. She wanted this as much as he did. There was no regret. Just excitement. At this new game they’d just discovered. Maybe some pride at allowing herself to be talked into it or following through at all.
 

He drew his cock out of her and stared at it. It was covered with a thick sheen of Molly’s wet and Devon’s slime. His body shook as he plunged it inside her again. He grabbed her hips. The same way Devon had. Cocking his hips, he lunged forward again.
 

She trembled at his thrust.
 

He stared at his prick pistoning in and out of her. Started fucking her harder and faster with each thrust. He fucked her like he'd never been inside her before. Lost track of everything but the feeling of his cock gliding in and out of her. The way her pussy squeezed him when his balls smacked against her clit. He heard her whimper. Then he saw her arms give out. Her face collapsing to the mattress, her ass rounding.
 

“Oh god yes! Greg!" she panted. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard. Fuck me just like that. Oh god. I fucked Devon. Devon fucked me…” She was babbling now. Lost in her own dreamy thoughts. Lost in her arousal the way he was in his.
 

It drove him wild knowing she was enjoying this. Thanks to Brigid’s manual assistance he was nowhere close to coming. The thought sent a pang of guilt through him that he had to push out of his mind. He’d deal with that later.
 

In front of him Molly clawed at the sheets, bunching them in her hands. “Oh god,” she moaned again.
 

He looked down to see his body still fucking, his cock still drilling deep into her. Not as deep as Devon though. The thought sent a tremor racing up his spine. He felt her pussy heating, more liquid oozing out. It started spasming around his cock. Her labia rippled as a climax took her. She moaned, the sound rolling out the open window and straight over the lake.
 

As her orgasm waned he pulled out of her. He grabbed her hips and rolled her onto her back. Her legs splayed open, the furry gash between them beckoning him to enter again. He crawled between them and looked up and down her beautiful body. Reached up and palmed her tit. Squeezed it, caressed it. Leaned over her and sucked the nipple between his lips and rolled his tongue around it.
 

She shrugged and gently pushed him away. “Sensitive,” she whispered.
 

He locked eyes with her. “From your lover?” he asked. He felt her shudder and saw her gasp.
 

“F—from my lover,” she stammered.
 

It sent a warm bath of jealous arousal pouring down his neck and spine. He dug into her with his prick. Now it was all about him. His cock flexed as she locked her ankles behind his knees. He kissed her.
 

She put her hands on the side of his face and kissed him back. Let them drift down his neck and across his back.
 

As he fucked her harder he closed his eyes and turned his head, focusing on the feeling between his legs.
 

She turned his eyes to hers again. “Look at me,” she said. “I want to see your face when you come.”
 

He groaned hearing her describe it. Staring into her eyes was possibly the most erotic thing he’d done all night. Reminded him that the finest instrument of arousal was the mind.
 

The smile returned to the corners of her mouth.
 

He picked up speed and his cock hardened. “I—I’m gonna’ come,” he grunted.
 

She caressed his cheek one more time. “Come,” she whispered. “Come inside me. I want to feel you come inside me.”
 

Come inside me.
 

Where Devon had left his deposit. Where he’d spent his seed. Without protection. Where it was still lingering in copious amounts he could feel himself. That thought triggered an intense reaction. He fucked her even harder, his body and mind consumed by the notion that his wife had coupled with another man. And that if he didn’t do something about it there might be fruit from their union. And not his. Another man’s spawn nesting inside her.
 

“Come,” she whispered again. “Look at me when you come.”
 

His resolve snapped. His hips twitched and jerked in an unsteady thrust. His cock contracted. His load shot through the shaft and erupted into her used pussy. He groaned and collapsed on top of her, already feeling his own exhaustion. The only part of his body that continued moving were his hips. They just kept stabbing and stabbing and stabbing and stabbing…
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


She may have been a changed woman after her encounter. But she hadn't changed enough that she could forego a shower before they fell asleep in each other’s arms. It made him chuckle. With some things there was just no going back.
 

After she’d steamed up the bathroom for a good fifteen minutes he went in. “Any chance I could get a scrap of hot water?” he asked.
 

She shot him a smile and stepped out.
 

He couldn’t help his eyes wandering down her body again. “God your so hot,” he said.
 

She rolled her eyes at that. “Oh Greg,” she said. “Hand me a towel.”
 

He grabbed a towel off the rack and passed it to her.
 

She wrapped it around her body.
 

As she was passing him to get out the door he grabbed her and pulled her into an embrace. “Don’t fall asleep,” he whispered. “I want to talk to you.”
 

She scowled but nodded.
 

He hopped in under the stream of hot water and rinsed himself off. Screwed the taps shut and opened a window to air out the steam. Towelled himself off and threw the towel over the shower curtain rod before slipping back into the bedroom and turning out the light. He crawled into bed.
 

She was on her side facing the window.
 

He got up on one elbow over her and looked down. Her eyes were open. “Hey,” he whispered.
 

“Hey,” she whispered back.
 

For all his courage and confidence in the days leading up to this he suddenly had no idea what to say or how to act. He lacked a repertoire of behaviours for a situation he’d never experienced. It felt awkward lying there and staring at her. There were things he wanted from her. Answers. But not enough that he’d risk spoiling the moment they’d just shared by asking them. “If you want to just nod off it’s…we can talk tomorrow,” he said.
 

“I am pretty tired,” she replied quietly.
 

His guts tightened. This one thing he’d been afraid of. Molly closing back up. Molly who’d followed through on his depraved suggestion now clamming up because she didn’t want to confront what she’d done. “Can I just ask you one thing?”
 

She bit her lip. This time it wasn’t a lusty game. This time it was apprehension, worry and doubt. Maybe she’d done something wrong? Maybe it was regret?
 

“It can wait until tomorrow,” he said quietly.
 

Molly let out a small breath. Perhaps at the relief of being let off the hook for the time being. He kissed her on the shoulder, rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling for what felt like hours. He must have fallen asleep at some point.
 

When he woke the next morning Molly was snoring gently next to him. The sun was halfway to noon and the lake was alive with life. Motorboats, people screaming, probably the first arrivals before the long weekend. He stole a glance at Molly but decided against waking her. They’d have enough to deal with when she woke up. She’d be in a better position and mood to do it if she was rested.
 

For that same reason he decided to forgo making coffee. Grabbed an orange juice and slammed that. He wandered over to the window and stared out at the lake. There was Brigid. Floating around on her cactus shaped pool toy. Devon was nowhere to be seen.
 

He realized that they were more than halfway through their trip. To his surprise it saddened him. This had been such an adventure. A rebirth, it felt like. For both of them. He decided it was better to sit by the water and soak in some more sun rather than scrolling through the news on his tablet. He grabbed a fresh towel and got his swimming shorts on. Tucked his feet into his flip-flops and slipped out the door as quietly as he could so as not to wake Molly.
 

When Brigid saw him walking down the path she spun a lazy circle in the middle of the lake. Started paddling towards the dock. A wave of embarrassment washed over him. Partly at what he’d let her do to him the night before. And partly because he hadn’t done anything like that with anyone but Molly in such a long time. He was just as unsure about what to say as he had been after the shower the night before.
 

He picked up his pace, hoping to make it to the dock and into the water before Brigid got to him. Then he remembered how jealous Molly had been when she’d seen them swimming together and he thought better of it. He hung his towel on the back of a chair and waited for Brigid to float up.
 

Her hair was wet. She had no make up on but she still looked stunning. “Hey,” she said in the same bored tone as usual.
 

“Hey,” he replied, his voice a little tighter than he’d hoped it would sound.
 

“You get a good sleep?” she asked.
 

“Fine,” he replied.
 

“D’you fuck her after she got back?”
 

He coughed, taken aback by the question. “That’s pretty personal, Brigid,” he replied. Now, in the daylight, he once again felt the same discomfort at her directness.
 

“Letting me touch your dick’s pretty personal but you didn’t seem to mind that,” she said with a shrug.
 

“Can you keep that to yourself please?” he asked, glancing back at the house. Molly was nowhere to be seen, thankfully.
 

Brigid shrugged again. “Yeah. Sure,” she said.
 

He tested the water with his toe, then took the plunge. The deep cool was invigorating. He surfaced, swam a few laps back and forth between the dock and the opposite shore. On his last one back he saw Brigid getting out. Tucking her pool toy underneath the dock before scaling the ladder. He gazed at her glistening ass as the two mounds rumpa-rumped their way to the cottage.
 

After she disappeared he hauled himself up, towelled himself off and put on the straw hat he’d brought out to keep from getting burned by the midday sun. He sat down in one of the chairs and looked out over the lake. Kicked himself mentally for not having the forethought to bring out a beverage. About ten minutes later motion in the corner of his eye caught his attention.
 

Without turning his head too far he did his best to see what it was. Sure enough it was Devon. Creeping through the bushes. Not down to where the two trails met but up higher among the trees. Every few steps Devon would glance out through the bushes at him before ducking down and continuing towards their cottage. He disappeared around the edge of the house.
 

The sight of that got Greg’s guts tightening again. Was Devon actually bold enough to steal over there and try to get into Molly again in broad daylight? It seemed preposterous but if that was what was happening Greg sure as hell wanted to see it.
 

Once Devon disappeared he looked over at the bedroom window. The blinds were still drawn. He wondered if Molly was up? If she knew he was out here? Or if she was still sound asleep, soon to be woken up by the feeling of Devon and his big, black dick truffling at her snatch?
 

A thought struck him. He carefully got up, grabbed the pool toy from underneath the deck, plopped it into the chair and put a towel around it, then plopped his straw hat on top.
 

It was laughable to think that anyone would mistake it for him. But if Devon really was out to have a fuck with Molly he doubted either of them would pay very close attention.
 

He slipped into the bushes and crept around the same way Devon had. Around to the front door where the car was parked. He tested the door handle and found it open. Opened the door a crack and turned his head to listen with one ear. He couldn’t make out what they were saying but he heard whispering. He knew Devon had woken Molly and was obviously there for more of what he’d had last night. His heart skipped a beat, then started racing.
 

Opening the door a little wider he slipped into the house. Staying in a crouch he crept through to the island in the kitchen, then around it. He peered out from behind it to where he could just make out the door to the bedroom. It was wide open.
 

“Don’t be ridiculous!” he heard Molly hiss. “He might be back any minute!”
 

“Relax, relax,” Devon soothed, caressing her arm. “He’s out there sitting on the dock. Having a nice time. Check it out.” He reached for the drapes and pulled one to the side. “See? There he is,” he said.
 

Molly glanced through the crack and scowled.
 

“Come on baby one more time. Give it to me one more time. Give it up. I need it baby,” Devon said, pawing at her.
 

Greg peered out a little further from behind the kitchen island. His jaw dropped.
 

Devon was lying on his side. His big meaty paw was around Molly. Up her shirt fondling her breast as he tried to roll her onto her back.
 

“Devon you need to get out!” Molly snapped.
 

“Relax, relax,” Devon said, smiling. He reached into his shorts, pushed them halfway down his legs and pulled out that hose of a cock. He stuffed the thick head between Molly’s thighs.
 

She mewled and tried to resist.
 

Devon just kept rubbing up against her pussy. As the head started to swell Greg saw Molly’s resolve falter. He stared at her and could see the exact moment it snapped. Watched her spread her legs and put her hands on Devon’s sides as he rolled onto her. Seeing their eyes so close, their faces such an intimate distance apart, was mesmerizing. An unusual jealousy sliced through him. Unusual because the previous evening had just been fucking. This was far different. This was not fucking. This was Devon trying to make love to Molly.
 

“You’re so beautiful,” Devon said, touching her lips with his fingers and shaking his head as he stared into her eyes. He hitched his hips between her thighs. His cock slipped into her snatch.
 

Molly gasped. The same sound she made when Greg went into her but a little louder and a little more out of control.
 

Devon pressed on. Flexing his hips and driving that dark thing deeper into Molly. Crawling forward between her legs and making her kick hers around him as he stuffed her full. When his balls nestled up against her ass he leaned lower and tilted his head to one side. Pressed his full lips against Molly’s in a sensuous kiss.
 

Greg couldn’t believe what he was seeing. He couldn’t remember a time when he’d seduced Molly like that. By rubbing his dick against her pussy until she succumbed. He had a feeling it was because it had never happened. He was a firm believer in obtaining consent.
 

But by the sounds Molly was making from underneath Devon she seemed to like it. Like some dainty damsel in a bawdy bodice-ripper of a book she’d spread her legs in spite of herself. Why? What made Devon different? Why wasn’t she standing in the corner screaming at him to get out instead of tipping her hips back and forth against his thrusts?
 

Devon wriggled up tighter into her. He grabbed her legs and put her ankles on his shoulders, then rose up onto his knees and started gliding in and out of her.
 

Greg stared at Molly’s beautiful body arching and falling on the bed. She was lying spread eagled, grasping at the sheets and wincing each time Devon pressed his penis into her. She moaned and rolled her head side to side. Obviously ecstatic to be getting fucked by Devon again. Lost in the moment and drowning in her own pleasure.
 

Devon kissed her calves as he fucked. Ran his hands up and down her legs, then fell back onto her and started fucking her harder. His ass rose and fell. His impossibly thick cock stretched the lips of her pussy to an almost obscene diameter.
 

Greg’s cock was hard as a rock as he watched. He couldn’t help but wonder what it was about the scene that made it so hot. Why would watching his wife getting fucked by another man elicit this reaction? Why wasn’t he in a blind rage at being so betrayed? He’d done everything but ask outright for this very thing for the last few days. This was different though, wasn’t it? This was Molly going behind his back. For all she knew he was happily soaking in the sunshine outside. Was she cheating on him? Was that what this was?
 

“Oh god I’m coming,” Molly said with a shudder.
 

Devon slowed. He drew his cock in and out of her in long strokes, stretching out her climax.
 

She kicked at his back with her heels as her body shook beneath him.
 

“Oh fuck,” Devon grunted.
 

Molly’s eyes snapped open. “You’ve got to pull out this time,” she whispered. “You’ve got to pull out of me. You can’t finish inside again.”
 

Devon groaned but obeyed her. He pulled his cock out of her.
 

For a fleeting moment Greg had the perfect view of her stretched pussy. It was so wide he could see deep inside her. The lips of her pussy and her insides were coated in a thick, creamy lubrication.
 

Then she sat up. She grabbed Devon’s cock and started stroking hard. Jerking the head and staring at it until Devon grunted again and popped his nut. It sprayed onto her. Onto her breasts and belly, some of it even reaching her neck. She kept jerking it until Devon let out a massive sigh and his frame sagged in front of her. “Devon you’ve got to get out now,” Molly said, making it clear there would be no pillow talk.
 

Realizing he was about to be discovered, Greg retraced his shuffle across the floor backwards. Slipped out of the door and closed it quietly. Then gingerly danced his way down to the dock where he disrobed the pool toy and put it back where Brigid had left it. He sat back down in his chair, his heart racing as the memory of what he’d seen played over and over again in his mind.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


As soon as he saw Devon sneak back over to his own cottage Greg got up. Straw hat on his head he casually walked up to their cottage like nothing had happened. He took three deep breaths before stepping into the house. He held his breath, listening.
 

Molly was in the shower.
 

He started pacing back and forth in the kitchen trying to plan his reaction. Would she tell him what had happened? If she didn’t would he confront her? How would he react knowing she was lying to him? All of these questions seemed to terminate in the dead end of an argument.
 

By the time he heard the water in the bathroom turn off he still hadn’t settled on how he was going to play this. He stopped pacing and walked over to the coffee maker. Poured in some grounds and set the water on.
 

Molly stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel.
 

“There you are!” he exclaimed, sounding like he hadn’t seen her in years.
 

“Oh. Hi,” she muttered, shuffling quickly across to the bedroom and closing the door.
 

It felt like getting punched in the stomach. Really?!? That’s how she was going to handle this? His temper flared and for a moment he had the thought to storm into the bedroom and call her out on her lies. Was she planning on ever telling him what had happened that morning? Or was she turning into a lying slut?
 

Remembering their marriage therapy years ago he took three slow, deep breaths. Recalled the therapist saying something about empathy when looking at conflict. He tried to summon his own now. It came surprisingly quickly and shone light on the dark corners of his mind.
 

It was he who’d urged Molly into Devon’s arms. It had been he who kept hinting and nudging her toward her former lover. They’d had a sexually explosive evening the night before because he had been so aroused watching her fuck another man.
 

And now he was going to call her out for doing just that?
 

She was probably in there fretting about what had happened. Confused about why she’d done it and worried about telling him about it. Suddenly he felt like a total ass hole for even contemplating starting a fight about it. And thinking of Molly with Devon had him all horny again. He darted to the door of the bedroom, opened it and slipped inside. “Molly?” he said.
 

She’d put her underwear on and was just putting on her bra.
 

His gaze fell to her breasts.
 

She quickly covered them up. “Oh hey,” she said, her eyes darting around the room.
 

Even though the window was open a crack it still reeked of the sex she’d had with Devon. That got him even more worked up. He smiled and stepped up to her. Put his arms around her back and tried to kiss her. Tried to move on her the same way Devon had. Hot and hard and demanding.
 

She turned her head, rejecting his affection.
 

“Everything alright?” he asked, leaning sideways to peck her on the cheek.
 

“It’s just…I’m a little sore is all.”
 

His gloomy mood returned. She’d take it if Devon was offering but not her own husband? Was that what this was? Heaving the dark thought away he decided to make one more pass at her. “I couldn’t stop thinking about last night the whole time I was swimming,” he whispered. “You blew my mind last night.”
 

He felt the tension in her body ease. Her expression softened. Almost into a smile. He kept pressing. “I can’t stop thinking about what you did. Molly I want you so bad.”
 

Finally she looked up and into his eyes. Her own were filled with sympathy and compassion. There may have been a little remorse in there but he looked past that.
 

His cock was stiff again and he wanted something, anything, to relieve the pressure. “Too sore for a quickie?” he asked quietly. It felt a little pathetic. After how he’d seen Devon claim her. Just waltzing in and sniffing until he got what he wanted. Now here he was practically begging for it. Where was his game? It nearly rattled him out of trying.
 

When Molly squeezed out of his grasp his arousal deflated. He watched her walk to the dresser and pull open a drawer. He frowned when she pulled out what looked to be a tube of toothpaste or face cream or something. She stared it, then looked up at him. “I really am too sore.”
 

He sighed and nodded, his erection wilting in his shorts. “Sure. Of course. What is that?” he asked.
 

Molly flashed a weak smile. She glanced at the tube then back up at him. “I was going to save this for some romantic evening,” she said. “But then…then things took a turn for…whatever it is that’s happening now,” she said with a wave of her hand.
 

He stared at her, puzzled.
 

“Come here,” she whispered.
 

He walked over to where she was standing by the dresser.
 

She pulled his shorts down.
 

His half-hard erection sagged out between his legs.
 

She flipped open the cap on the tube and squirted some of the clear liquid from it into her hand. She wrapped her palm around his cock. The liquid was cool and her hand was hot. The contrast sent fresh excitement crackling through him. He watched her as she massaged his cock to hardness. Then she turned, looked at his reflection in the mirror and pulled her own underwear down. “Slow and gentle please,” she said, spreading her ass cheeks apart with her hands.
 

A thrill whooshed through him. Was this really happening? This thing that he’d given up on asking about years ago? Was she really offering him…her ass? “Molly are you serious?” he asked quietly.
 

She locked his eyes in a steady gaze in the mirror. “I’m standing here with my panties around my ankles after lubing you up. How much more of an invitation do you want?”
 

His jaw dropped. She was dead serious. Somehow it was twice as hot knowing what she’d just done. Was this anal appeasement? Was Molly offering him the consolation prize of her back hole because she was feeling guilty about what had just happened with Devon?
 

It was a strange excitement that started rushing through him at that. Molly submitting to him in the most deliciously depraved way because she was too sore and stretched out to have her cunt fucked. It might not have been every husband’s dream but it was certainly doing it for him in that moment. “Oh baby,” he said, cupping her ass with his hands and running them over her soft skin. “Molly baby,” he said, stepping up and touching the head of his cock against the tight ring of muscle guarding her backside.
 

“Slow and gentle,” Molly reminded him. She spread her feet farther apart and bent forward, resting her hands on the dresser.
 

“Oh Molly,” he said again. His hips jutted forward. The head of his cock mashed against her sphincter. He tried to push it inside but the hole was too tight. He pressed two fingers against the tip of his prick and stuffed the head into her ass.
 

She lurched and her ass muscles clenched, choking the crown of his cock. “Slowly please,” she said through clenched teeth.
 

“Okay. Okay,” he panted. “Sorry.” Pulling her ass cheeks apart a little wider he pushed another half inch inside her.
 

She drew in a breath and held it. Her hand shot to his abdomen, stopping him from going any further. She let out the breath between pursed lips and stared at him in the mirror. “Okay,” she said. “Try a little more.”
 

He was ashamed to admit to her he didn’t know how much more he could stand. Her ass ring was exquisitely tight. Breathing deep and slow to keep himself from getting too excited he pressed another half inch into her and groaned. “Oh my god,” he said.
 

Molly touched his thigh. “Okay. I think…I think that’s all I can take for now,” she said. She closed her eyes and dipped her fingers between her legs. Started spinning slow circles around her clit.
 

He leaned forward and smelled her freshly showered neck. Eased another half-inch into her.
 

She sucked her lips between her teeth but didn’t protest. “Maybe just a little bit more,” she whispered.
 

He gladly obliged. Going real slow so as not to hurt her he pushed in deeper.
 

Molly bent forward, her breasts sagging lower, their reflection in the mirror in the perfect position for his viewing pleasure.
 

A hunger started clawing at him. This was nice and all. Erotic as hell. But he wanted more. He needed more from her. He reached around and grabbed her breasts. Kneaded them while staring into her eyes in the mirror. Her gaze was intense. He pulled his cock back then pushed it back into her, watching her face for her reaction.
 

She let out a huff of air and closed her eyes. Tucked her hand between her legs again and started flicking at her clit with her fingers.
 

“Molly,” he whispered. “Molly can you tell me about it?”
 

She opened her eyes and met his in the mirror. “Tell you? About what?”
 

Embarrassment caused his cheeks to heat. Molly had been right. They didn’t talk about this stuff. Not openly. Not even dirty talk, really. It felt foreign and unlike them. He couldn’t just turn on a dime and become a man like Devon who strolled in and took what he wanted. Their relationship just wasn’t like that. But he really wanted to hear her tell him about it. “About what it was like? With Devon?” He drew himself out a few inches then pressed back in.
 

Molly grunted and pushed her hands against the dresser against his thrust. She shot him a nervous look and wrinkled her nose. “Oh Greg,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I don’t…I don’t know if I can…”
 

He didn’t want to pressure her. But he needed something. Some morsel from inside her mind. About how she’d felt or what had finally pushed her over the edge to do it. “Just…can you just tell me what made you do it?” he asked, bracing himself for her reply.
 

Molly was breathing heavily. She’d resumed touching herself.
 

He fucked in and out of her ass, praying she’d grant him his wish and answer his question.
 

“Oh Greg,” she panted, eyes darting side to side. “Oh Greg. Are you…you’re really sure you want to hear this?”
 

That got him excited. Knowing she was ready to tell him what he wanted. Just needed a little bit more reassurance and he’d have his gift. “God baby you’re so hot. Please. Please tell me?” He was clinging to her hips and humping her in a slow and steady rhythm.
 

She drew in a breath and held it. Then she sighed. Her eyelids fluttered. She looked up and met his stare in the mirror. Her jaw fell. She looked like she was close.
 

“Please Molly?” he whispered, his own breath ragged.
 

She sucked in another breath. The muscles in her ass tightened.
 

He grunted as they choked his cock.
 

“It was his dick.”
 

His eyes opened wide. Hot lust laced with jealousy poured through him. He looked down at his own cock buried deep inside Molly’s ass.
 

“It was his beautiful, big, black cock,” she said, breathless. Her eyes opened and she looked at him again. “I love that cock.”
 

He felt her shudder. Her fingers started flicking wildly between her legs as she made herself come. Her mouth fell open in a silent moan and her ass squeezed his prick as her climax moved through her body.
 

I love that cock.
 

A low growl escaped from his mouth. He looked down to see his cock spasming between her ass cheeks then, a moment later, felt the rush of pleasure brought on by his release. It made his mind swim. He lost control of his hips and his body erupted in a ragged, jerking fuck. He savoured each rush of semen that surged through his shaft. Coming in Molly’s ass felt twice as hot as coming in her pussy. He hoped this wasn’t the last time…
 

As the orgasm faded reality began to intrude. The transition from lusty lovers locked in the act to being two humans attached to each other was particularly awkward for him this time. He glanced at Molly who now looked a little scared or worried or something. He caught his breath and started to pull his cock out of her.
 

As it slipped out he let his hands fall from her hips and stood up straight. His eyes fell to her ass.
 

Molly reached around behind herself and covered it with her hand.
 

He stepped forward and took her wrist, pulling her hand away. “Just…let me just look at it for a second?” he asked quietly.
 

She scowled but let her hand be drawn away. She gazed at him inspecting her.
 

It was a dirty sight. A blob of his semen was forming into a sphere just outside her ass. He had no idea why he wanted to stare at it. How had these dirty impulses arisen inside him? He looked up to see her still watching him. To his surprise she smiled with one corner of her mouth and shook her head. “Men,” she whispered. Still smiling she bent at the waist and grabbed her underwear. Pulled them up and over her ass. Turned around to face him. “There. You like that?” she asked, tipping her head to one side.
 

His eyes opened wider as she walked around him, put her bra on, then a fresh dress she’d pulled from the closet. “You’re…you’re going to leave it in?” he asked, his voice quiet with disbelief.
 

Molly chuckled and shrugged. “It’ll be a nice little reminder that I still have a husband.”
 

His jaw dropped. Who was this woman? This woman he thought he’d known suddenly ready to fulfill his nastiest urges. Suddenly he wanted to know exactly what part of her brain this lived in. Were these secrets she’d kept for the last twenty years? Or had she really just wanted to be romantic and let him do a thing he’d given up on so long ago. “Did you like that?” he blurted out.
 

She raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t it seem like I liked it?” she asked.
 

“I just…before you never…you know…”
 

She sighed. “Greg,” she said quietly. “Do we have to dissect this? Can’t it just be what it is? A bunch of…sexy stuff that happened that was fun?”
 

He felt a momentary pang of guilt. He was always doing this. Always trying to pry into her mind and make sure she was taken care of. Make a laundry list of things she liked and didn’t like. So he could be ready for the next time and the next time and the next time…
 

“It’s just…was that for real? What you said? About his dick being the reason…”
 

Molly rolled her eyes and looked out the window.
 

“I’m sorry it’s just…” He wasn’t sure how to finish the sentence without irritating her further.
 

She turned to him and put her hands on his arms. “Wasn’t this what you wanted?” she asked.
 

He pondered the question for a moment. “It was,” he said, nodding. “I don’t know why.”
 

“Maybe you don’t have to,” she said. “Maybe some things can just be fun even though we don’t know why they are.”
 

“So you had fun?” he asked.
 

She stared at him for a while. “I had fun,” she finally replied.
 

Somehow her answer both worried and relieved him at once. But he knew the look she was wearing. She didn’t want what he did. She didn’t want to lay this all out and pick it apart. Pick up the fragments of reasons why she’d done it and examine them and figure out if they were the right ones or not. And he could respect that. She was different than he was. He would respect that. “Can I just ask you one more thing?” he said.
 

“Sure,” she said with a nod.
 

“Would you…would you do it again so I could watch?”
 

She pressed two fingers to one side of her forehead and sighed. She chewed on the tip of her ring finger. “Like in the same room?”
 

“Or something?”
 

She looked off to one side. “God Greg I don’t know,” she said.
 

“What if, what if I was like, I don’t know, outside. Looking through the window or something?” It was partly a request and partly a hedge against what he’d done. He knew he couldn’t keep that a secret forever. Could he? Brigid’s words rang in his mind. Everybody’s gotta have their secrets. Would this be his?
 

“Maybe something like that,” she said.
 

His heart soared inside his chest.
 

“But for now let’s try to salvage what we can of this day?” Molly said.
 

He gave an enthusiastic nod.
 

“How about that canoe ride you promised?”
 

He grinned. “Anything you want, baby. Anything you want.”
 

Molly flashed a knowing smile, turned and walked out of the bedroom.
 

He followed her out and down to the water.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


The canoe ride was lovely. A slow, wide circle around the lake. Checking out the other cottages and watching for wildlife. They even saw a deer drinking water by the shore. Molly scared it when she called out to him about it and they had a good laugh.
 

The whole time he was itching to talk to her about what had happened. But he kept his yap shut. It wouldn’t do any good to press the issue if he was going to try and get what he really wanted. To experience Molly having sex with Devon with him there. Experience it together with her. The two of them. Even if it was just going to be through a window it would be different if she knew he was there. So instead of pestering her with questions he turned on cheerful Greg and made small talk.
 

She seemed a little lost in her thoughts. Not enough to spoil the afternoon but she was obviously having a think about what had happened.
 

It gave him hope that maybe one day she would want to talk about it. Maybe one day she’d let him have what he really wanted: a window into her motivations and her mind.
 

When they got back to the cottage he hauled the canoe up onto the rocks while Molly went up to make margaritas in the cottage. He stowed the life jackets in the plastic chest by the dock and put the paddles beneath the canoe. He had just turned to walk up the path when Devon walked down his towards the dock.
 

They both stopped and stared at each other for an awkward moment. Devon raised an eyebrow.
 

Greg smirked and started chuckling. He shook his head not knowing what to say. Obviously Devon knew that he knew something was up. How much he knew he couldn’t be sure but that didn’t matter.
 

“Huh? You like that? My man? You like that?”
 

Greg bit his lip and nodded. Then he shook his head. “Not really sure why,” he muttered.
 

Devon frowned. He stepped forward and clapped a hand on Greg’s arm. “Why? Who the fuck cares why? Hey. Look at me.”
 

Greg looked into his eyes.
 

“We get one crack at this. One chance at life. You want to spend your old age wondering what if? Or you want to spend it smiling knowing you took the plunge?”
 

Greg smiled again. “I can see why they made you a professor,” he said.
 

Devon chuckled and smacked him on the arm. “You cut that shit out,” he said. He nodded up towards their cottage. “You best get up there and make sure that woman of yours is taken care of. If you don’t I might just go sniffing for her myself,” he added with a lewd grin.
 

Greg shook his head and looked past Devon to his cottage. “Brigid doesn’t mind this at all?” he asked.
 

Devon furrowed his brow. “Mind it? Bitch is on the bed with her legs in the air. Three loads of baby batter inside her. I’m pretty sure she’s alright.”
 

“Wow,” Greg said, his voice low. “You two are really something.”
 

Devon shrugged. “Only get one crack at it,” he said. He turned to walk back to his cottage.
 

“Hey hang on a sec,” Greg said.
 

Devon turned and looked at him.
 

Greg steeled himself for the question, embarrassment burning on his face again. “This is probably going to sound kind of strange but…”
 

“You want to watch?”
 

Greg arched his brow in surprise then realized Brigid had probably been feeding Devon intel on his spying. He wondered if any of that had made it to Molly? Did it matter? She seemed fine. “If that wouldn’t be too…” He felt silly as the words left his mouth. Wouldn’t be too what? Personal? Intimate?
 

“Wouldn’t be too anything. I’ll be over at sundown,” Devon replied. He turned and lumbered up to his cottage.
 

Devon’s reply sent an electric pulse of excitement surging through Greg. He turned and walked back up to the cottage.
 

Inside Molly had prepared their margaritas. She was sipping on hers and thumbing through her phone.
 

Greg walked up to her and put an arm around her waist.
 

She looked up at him and smiled. "Aren't you going to have your drink?" she asked.
 

He gazed into her eyes. She looked so beautiful he felt like he was seeing her for the first time. “I invited Devon over,” he confessed.
 

Her smile faded and she set her drink down on the counter. She stared at Greg for a long while. “That was…bold,” she said.
 

He tucked a stray tress of hair behind her ear. “Was it?” he asked.
 

“Don’t you think you should have asked me first?”
 

He drew in a breath and let it out in a long sigh. “Do you want me to go back and un-invite him?” he asked.
 

She gazed into his eyes for a few moments. Then she picked up her drink and walked over to the window looking out onto the lake.
 

Greg picked up his and walked up behind her. He leaned forward, tipped his head to one side and kissed her gently on the side of the neck. “I want to see it,” he whispered. “But if you want me to go back and…”
 

“No,” she said, turning her head to look at him out of the corner of her eye.
 

The word sent a tremor of lust through him. She wanted it again. She wanted to feel Devon’s thick, black cock inside her. And she was willing to endure whatever shame or guilt or embarrassment she’d feel from Greg watching, to get it. Or that was the fantasy he spun for himself? He realized her true motivations were something he might never know. “Can I watch?” he asked again, his guilt about lying to her nearly getting the better of him.
 

“If that’s what you really want,” she whispered.
 

A fresh erection started in his shorts. He caressed her shoulders then kissed them. “What do you want?” he asked.
 

She pondered the question for a long while. “I’m not sure,” she said, shaking her head. “Some combination of what you want and what I want I think. But I can’t be sure.”
 

It was far from the answer that he wanted. He would have loved to know every detail of her reasoning, her decision matrix. Did she want this as much as he did? Or was she just humouring him? Did it make a difference? “Good enough for me,” he said.
 

She turned to face him. Glanced down at his unfinished drink. “Bring that into the bedroom,” she said. “I want to show you something.”
 

He followed her into the bedroom.
 

She set her drink down on the dresser. Opened the lowest drawer and pulled out a sheer piece of fabric with what seemed to be a lot of straps.
 

He gasped when she held it against her body and looked up at him. “I bought this as a surprise,” she said. “I was going to give it to you along with the…other surprise you already got. How would you feel if I wore it tonight?”
 

The question set off a chain reaction of gnawing, twisting, turning knots inside him. He had no idea if she knew what this was doing to him. How could she? And yet she seemed to be playing the game exactly the way he wanted. The way he needed her to play. “That…that would be amazing,” he replied.
 

She swiped her tongue along her lips. “Would it?” she asked. “Because you look a little…distressed about it.”
 

He shook his head. “It’s hard to explain,” he admitted.
 

She glanced at his once again bulging crotch. “I’m sure it is,” she said. Lifting her glass, she handed it to him. “Go fix me another drink. I have to take a shower.”
 

“Of course,” he said, nodding and taking the glass.
 

She leaned close to whisper. “I might be a while. Devon prefers a bare pussy so I’m going shave. You don’t mind, do you?” she asked.
 

His stomach tightened again, heart pattering faster. “Oh god, Molly. Of course not,” he muttered.
 

“Good,” she said before disappearing into the bathroom and closing the door.
 



***

 


Sundown took forever to arrive. He spent the time Molly was in the shower pacing back and forth in the living room.
 

A minute after the water finally turned off Molly emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a white towel.
 

He watched her as she made her way to the bedroom, then closed the door. His heart sank that she hadn’t said anything or even looked at him. Was she having second thoughts? Would she go back on her promise to let him watch? He wasn’t sure if he could deal with that. Wasn’t even sure if he could let Devon go through with it if she denied him that.
 

Then the bedroom door opened and everything changed. Molly stepped out wearing the lingerie she’d shown him. It took his breath away. Thin, red straps criss-crossed her body accentuating her curves. They held together a gauzy, transparent fabric that made her already incredibly sexy body hotter still. He stared at her with his mouth hanging open. “Oh my god, Molly,” he finally managed to say. “You look stunning.” His eyes dropped to her core. Her full bush had been clipped and shaved away revealing the two puffy pink lips of her labia. She’d worn her pubic hair trimmed when they’d been younger but he’d never seen it completely bare. He was mesmerized by the sight.
 

“Come in here,” Molly said. She turned and disappeared into the bedroom.
 

He followed her in to find her seated on the edge of the bed. He shook his head. “You look amazing in that,” he said again.
 

“Thank-you,” she whispered. She crooked a finger, beckoning him closer.
 

He walked up to where she was sitting and stared down at her. Couldn’t believe this change in her sexual behaviour he was witnessing. Couldn’t help but wonder where else it would take them. He hadn’t felt this in love with her in a long time. Couldn’t hold the sentiment in either. “I love you so much right now,” he said.
 

She looked up at him with affection in her eyes. “I love you too, Greg,” she whispered. She took his hand in hers and gently pulled him lower and into a soft kiss.
 

His insides melted as her tongue swiped against his. He let her pull him lower still, sinking to his knees in front of her. Felt her hand on the back of his head running through his hair. She pointed his eyes at her pussy and pulled the lingerie to one side. He gasped as his eyes focused on her shaved sex.
 

“Oh my god what am I doing?” she said, suddenly losing her nerve and looking away.
 

“No! No, Molly no! You’re being perfect. You’re being absolutely perfect right now. Please don’t stop,” he begged.
 

She looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “This is really the woman you want me to be?” she asked.
 

“Yes. So much yes,” he said, sighing. “I want you to own this. For me. Please?”
 

She sat up a little straighter, getting back into character and looked down her nose at him. “I’m sorry. You know this is isn’t really my thing.”
 

“I know. But you’re doing it so well, Molly. Just keep going. Exactly the way you are.”
 

She nodded. A single, slow, solemn nod. “I’m going to let you watch him fuck me,” she whispered.
 

“Oh god Molly that’s amazing. Thank-you. That’s amazing,” he gushed. He bent lower and laid a line of kisses along her thigh. Stopped just short of her pussy and began to pull away, not wanting to scare her off the whole idea by being too needy.
 

She stopped him with her hand on the back of his head. “No,” she said. “Keep going. I want…I want you to get me ready for him.”
 

He groaned at how hard his cock flexed between his legs at what she’d said. Pressed his lips against her sex and plied hers apart with his tongue. His cock flexed again when a river of wet spilled from her and into his mouth. He heard her sigh. Slipped his lips around her clit and sucked it into his mouth. Swirled his tongue around it and was rewarded with a soft moan. She tasted and smelled incredible, the scent of her fruity body wash mingling with the sharper sting of her arousal. He dipped lower and lapped at her soaked sex.
 

Molly took her hand off the back of his head when she heard the door to the deck slide open.
 

He looked up into her eyes, his heart twisting at how beautiful she looked to him.
 

“Go get him,” she said quietly.
 

He got up and bent over her meaning to kiss her forehead but she turned her mouth up to his. Took him into another sensual kiss, her hand rising up between his legs to cup his equipment. He pulled away and walked out to the hallway.
 

Devon was halfway through the living room and flashed a smile when he saw Greg. Clapped his hands together and rubbed them. “Ready to party?” he asked cheerfully.
 

Greg only nodded. The atmosphere in the bedroom had been so romantic he didn’t want to spoil it by cracking wise with Devon.
 

Devon seemed to sense the mood. His smile faded and he glanced at Greg as he passed him and walked through the door to the bedroom. He stood a little taller as his eyes settled on Molly. “Oh shit,” he whispered.
 

She was reclined on the bed against the pillows looking like a goddess. One leg crossed over the other in a seductive pose. A momentary look of panic flashed across her expression when she saw Devon and Greg standing behind him. The only man in her life for twenty years ready to watch as she took her old lover between her legs. It was a fleeting wobble. She collected herself quickly, arranging the pillows on either side of her as her expression turned serene.
 

“Oh Molly Levine,” Devon said. “God you look so hot.” He walked slowly towards the bed, pulling his swimming shorts off as he went, letting them fall to the floor and stepping out of them.
 

Greg’s eyes were riveted on Molly as she spread her legs for Devon. To his amazement she was gazing back at him and not at Devon. Somehow finally comfortable with the knowledge of what was about to happen. Almost like it was a performance for him and not just a pleasure for herself. Her gaze broke from his when Devon sank onto the bed and started crawling towards her. She looked at Devon with that same stern stare she’d used on Greg when he was on his knees in front of her. Commanding and majestic. Regal.
 

Devon crawled up over her and pressed his lips against hers. He kissed her tenderly playing with her lips before pressing his tongue into her mouth. His cock had started to harden just from the sight of her.
 

Eyes locked on Molly, Greg pressed himself into a corner of the room. He watched as she reached out and caressed Devon’s cock with her small hand. She put her other hand on the back of Devon’s head when he pulled away from their shared kiss. “Eat me,” she whispered.
 

Greg put a hand over his mouth and rubbed his chin. His cock was incredibly hard, jolts of arousal shooting through him.
 

“Yes ma’am,” Devon responded with a growl. He kissed his way down her neck. Down her chest between her breasts then down her tummy as he sank onto the bed. Pulling apart her pussy lips with his fingers he flicked his tongue along the line of her slit.
 

Molly’s lips parted and she sucked in a short breath. Her eyes darted from Devon between her legs, to Greg, then back again. Like she couldn’t believe what was happening, what she was doing. They finally settled on Greg and her calm expression returned as she got control of her breathing. “Come here,” she said.
 

He nodded and shuffled over towards the bed. Stood next to it awaiting her next instruction as Devon ran his tongue along the line of her pussy and licked her clit.
 

“Closer,” she ordered, reaching up to him.
 

Greg got on his knees onto the bed and crawled towards her.
 

She locked eyes with him and they shared the most intense stare for a few moments. “Kiss me,” she whispered. As they locked lips she moaned into his mouth.
 

The sound drilled through him right down to his groin and made his cock flex. Molly stroked his cock through his pants. As he pulled away from the kiss their eyes met again. “Is this what you wanted?” she asked.
 

“Yes,” he whispered, nodding.
 

Her eyes fluttered closed as waves of pleasure washed over her from the attention Devon was paying her sex. Her body undulated on the bed. She turned her head and looked at Greg again. “Go have a seat,” she said, nodding at the chair in the corner of the room. “But no touching yourself. And definitely no…finishing. Okay? You have to promise.”
 

“I promise,” he said, giving another eager nod. He crawled off the bed and walked quickly to the chair. Spun around and took a seat right on the edge.
 

Molly pulled Devon’s head out from between her legs. She put a hand under his arm and, as he rose, moved it to his chest to push him towards the edge of the bed.
 

He rolled off of her, following the silent instructions she was giving with her hand until he was seated on the edge of the bed.
 

Molly rolled off the bed and stood up in front of him.
 

He reached up and caressed her curves, her thighs, then her hips, the up to her breasts.
 

Suddenly she looked empowered. Like she was in total control of everyone and everything in the room. Like she’d finally fully taken the plunge and accepted her role in all of this and like she really was ready to own it. She turned and looked over her shoulder at Greg. “You like this? You like seeing another man’s hands on me?” she asked.
 

“So much,” he replied.
 

Her back arched a little. She turned and looked at Devon again.
 

Devon really had sensed the mood in the room. His normally cheerful demeanour was absent. Instead he looked ready to let Molly direct him, show him what it was her and Greg wanted. What they needed.
 

Molly grabbed one of the pillows off the bed and threw it on the floor in front of him. She sank to her knees atop it, her hands on his thighs. She caressed his legs, his cock just inches from her face. Moving her hands up she tucked one between his legs and played with his sack. The index finger of the other drew a line up the underside of his shaft. She glanced at Greg over her shoulder again. Looking serious but in a playful way. “Tell me what you want,” she said.
 

Greg had not at all expected to be involved in any way in what was happening. Overjoyed that she was even letting him watch, he was stunned and intensely turned on by her acknowledging that he was there, going so far as to make him say what he wanted her doing. It was a deliciously dirty twist. “I…I want you to suck his cock,” he stammered.
 

Molly narrowed her eyes into a sultry stare. Her jaw fell and she brought the head of Devon’s half-erect cock to her lips. She kept her eyes on Greg as her tongue flicked out and licked the glans.
 

Greg shuddered at the sight. This wasn’t just peeping through a window to spy on Molly having a secret tryst. This was so much more erotic. His cock painfully hard, he longed to press a hand against it and rub to relieve the intense pressure. The promise he’d made to her kept his arms firmly on the arms of the chair.
 

Molly got her mouth onto it. Still staring directly into Greg’s eyes, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on Devon’s cock. She moved her head slowly up and down, taking more of him into it with each stroke. One hand caressed the root of his prick, the other fondling and tickling his balls.
 

Devon’s cock engorged fully in no time. He sat on the bed staring at Molly, pulling her hair away from her face each time it fell. Almost as if he were doing it for Greg’s benefit, so he could see his wife’s pretty face sucking on another man.
 

Greg watched mesmerized. It was almost painful to watch, though not in a terrible way. But he couldn’t bring himself to look away, not for a second. How could someone doing something so dirty and wrong look so beautiful at the same time? It was a question he knew would haunt him for a long time to come.
 

After a few minutes of stroking and sucking, Molly pulled her mouth off of Devon’s cock with a soft, wet pop. Planting one hand on his thigh she stood up, then bent down over his lap. Again she crooked her finger, beckoning Greg to come closer.
 

Greg shot Devon a nervous glance. This was so far from what he’d expected to happen he worried that Devon might not have the same idea of ‘fun’ as he did. Would he mind that Molly was taking things in this direction? Including Greg in their lovemaking so intimately? To his relief, Devon gave a single nod then looked back at Molly. He stood up and walked over to where Molly was bent over the bed.
 

“Get on your knees,” Molly said quietly.
 

His heart ticked an extra beat. Was she really asking him to eat her out while she sucked Devon’s cock? He sank to his knees behind her beautiful wide ass.
 

Molly put a hand on the back of his head. Pulled him in close to her rear.
 

He flicked his tongue out and swiped it along the line of her pussy.
 

“Not there,” Molly whispered. “Here,” she said, tapping a finger against her anus.
 

Greg looked at her with wide eyes, stunned by her request. He rose a little higher, put his hands on both cheeks of her ass and leaned forward. Kissed her sphincter before letting his tongue dart out and try the taste. His cock flexed as he went further, pushing his tongue into her ass and tasting her insides.
 

Molly sank her mouth over Devon’s cock again and moaned. Holding Greg’s head behind her she started bobbing up and down as Greg ate her rear.
 

In between licks Greg stole glances at her moving up and down on Devon’s member. Glimpses of her breasts as they swayed side to side as she moved. Daring to be bold he reached up between her legs and found her clit with two fingers.
 

Molly moaned again, her head moving faster on Devon’s organ. She reached between her legs and put her hand over his, holding him in place.
 

Relieved that he hadn’t crossed a line, Greg began passionately kissing and licking her ass hole while twisting his fingers over her clit. It took no time at all before her hips were squirming. He felt her thighs shudder.
 

“Oh god!” she cried out, coming off of Devon’s cock as an orgasm racked her. She grabbed onto Devon’s legs to stay upright and rode out the climax with Greg’s face between her ass cheeks.
 

Greg felt the beginning of an orgasm tighten in his pelvis. At this rate he wasn’t going to be able to control himself. Thankfully, as Molly’s climax faded she pulled his mouth away from her backside and his hand away from her clit. She looked over her shoulder at him. “Go back and sit down,” she whispered.
 

Greg nodded. He stood up and immediately turned around, too embarrassed and shy to meet Devon’s gaze. It didn’t matter. Devon’s attention was completely absorbed by Molly, who was climbing onto his lap and positioning his long, thick cock underneath herself. Rubbing it up and down she turned to look at Greg again. “Tell me what you want,” she said again.
 

“I want…I want…” For a moment he had the feeling he wasn’t going to be able to say it out loud. He closed his eyes and visualized what Molly would look like taking Devon inside herself as she settled on his lap. “I want to see his cock inside you,” he blurted.
 

“Open your eyes,” she said.
 

He did. He gasped when he saw the head of Devon’s cock slip past the messy, wet petals of her sex and into her body. His focus zeroed in on her pussy as she slid down the length of Devon’s shaft. She settled onto his lap, just like Greg had imagined, then leaned in and pressed her lips against Devon’s in a deep kiss. She put her arms around his neck as their mouths moved together, tongues playing against each other.
 

A few moments after that Molly was raising her ass, then bringing it down again. She settled into a slow rhythm, riding Devon’s cock and sucking on his face.
 

Greg realized in that moment his life would never be the same. Not after this. Not after watching Molly do this. Again he felt a slight pang of guilt and worry. At the fact that he’d pushed her to this to satisfy his own base desires. Was Molly as into this as he was? He hoped she was. He moved the thought into a corner of his mind where he could ignore it for the time being.
 

Molly pulled away from Devon. She rocked back and forth on his lap, his whole cock inside her now only the root coming out of her as she fucked him.
 

Devon’s dark hands crawled around her sides and up her back. They circled around to her front again and squeezed her breasts. He stared into her eyes and she stared back into his.
 

Her ass started twerking faster. Thumping and thwapping against Devon’s lap, her lips parting as she succumbed to her urges.
 

“Oh fuck yeah,” Devon growled, clapping two hands against her ass cheeks. “Fuck that dick.”
 

Molly obeyed, thumping faster still. She put her hands on his shoulders and pulled her lips in between her teeth in a look of intense concentration. She let out a muffled squeal.
 

Devon locked eyes with her. Removing his hands from her ass he pressed them against her breasts and squeezed. Drew them down until his fingers were on her nipples. He squeezed those gently. When Molly gasped he clamped down hard and twisted.
 

She threw her head back. Her body shook. Her hips rolled back and forth, pussy squeezing his cock as she came all over it.
 

“Oh yeah,” Devon cooed.
 

As Molly’s orgasm ebbed, Devon pushed off the bed with one hand. He rolled over onto one side, cock still impaled inside her. Rolled her onto her back.
 

Molly, exhausted from her climax, was limp as a rag doll beneath him.
 

He hiked his knees up under her thighs and raised her legs in the air. Grabbed her breasts and lowered his mouth to them. Swiped at her nipple with his tongue. He drew it into his mouth and gave it a long, slow suck.
 

Molly’s back arched beneath him, her shoulders pressing into the mattress. Her eyes fluttered open. She let out a whimper.
 

Devon moved his mouth to her other breast and sucked the other nipple. The act seemed to pour life and vigour into her. He drew his cock half way out of her. It was covered in a greasy slime. His balls hung low beneath his groin. He pushed it in slowly until they settled against Molly’s ass. Then he gave it one last shove, driving it in all the way.
 

Her toes splayed, legs waving in the air above his back.
 

Greg stared at the way her pale complexion contrasted with Devon’s dark skin. He wasn’t sure what made that so interesting. So compelling. He blushed at the memory of the way he’d met Devon. There was something so arousing about Devon’s blackness intruding into Molly’s person.
 

Devon caressed Molly’s cheek with his thumb. As his hips started moving back and forth, his cock gliding in and out of her, he kissed her on the lips again. Long and soft and sensuous.
 

Molly had started wriggling beneath him. Invigorated by his affection and by the possibility of more pleasure, her legs slid up and down his large thighs. Her hands came up onto his back. She clung to him as he drove his cock in and out of her. They fucked slowly like that for a few minutes and Greg was mesmerized by the shapes their bodies made together.
 

What had once been an intimate act reserved for him and his wife was being intruded upon by this man between her legs now. Some rational part of his brain that was still functioning wondered if he shouldn’t be more upset about it? One glance at Molly, her soft features and the beautiful, pleasured expression she wore dispelled his worry. She looked hotter than he’d ever seen her with Devon between her legs.
 

As Molly started to fuck him back, tilting her hips up and down with his thrusts, Devon rose up onto his fists. With a sharp thrust he drove himself even deeper into her. Molly moaned. She got up onto her elbows and stared down her body. She watched his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
 

Devon picked up the pace. Fucking faster and making the bed swing and creak with each thrust. He watched her staring down at their bodies coupling, obviously fascinated with what was going through her mind.
 

Her eyes darted up to his, then back down to her pussy being plied. She looked incredibly aroused. The pink colour in her cheeks had sunk to her chest. Her nipples were stiff.
 

Devon reached up and tweaked one.
 

Molly thrust her chest out toward him as if asking for more.
 

“Yeah, girl,” he said. “You like it.” He was being more dominant now. More assertive. Taking control of the situation instead of letting Molly run the show. The hand on her breast slid down past her belly. Down to the apex of her entrance. He pressed his thumb against her clit and rubbed it.
 

Molly’s upper lip curled. Her head rolled back onto her shoulders. She closed her eyes, savouring the pleasure Devon was giving her.
 

Greg had no idea how much more of this he could take. His own underwear were wet and sticky with pre-cum. The pain in his crotch had his whole body itching. His fingers trembled as he watched them fuck. He was desperate to relieve the pressure between his legs. Sitting forward on the edge of the chair, he laced his fingers together to stay the temptation to touch himself.
 

Molly was kicking her heels back and forth behind Devon now. Sometimes kicking at his thighs and back as she lost control of her own body. Lost control of executive function, surrendering it to the baser part of her nervous system. “Oh…oh…oh…” she panted, staring down at herself again. Her eyes widened at the sight of his cock pumping in and out of her pussy. “Oh god,” she moaned. “I’m coming. I’m fucking coming!” she screamed.
 

“Yeah,” Devon growled. “Do it. Come on that black dick. Let me feel all that pussy juice all over that black dick.”
 

Molly shuddered. Her eyes squeezed shut. She let out a shriek and fell back onto the bed, arms at her sides.
 

Devon kept pumping, and pumping, and pumping. Jabbing at her limp body with his dark rod until her hands drifted along the sheets and her fingers touched his thighs. He slowed. Moved in and out of her gently, then stopped completely. He lay down over top of her. His knees slid back. His thick torso covered her body almost completely so it was just her arms and legs sticking out from beneath it. He kissed her again.
 

After a minute or so her hand drifted up his back.
 

He rolled again, taking her with him. This time going onto his back and sending Molly up to.
 

She lay down on top of him. Kissed him on the lips. Kissed his neck. His pecs, his shoulders. He gave her a hand and kissed his fingers then sucked his thumb into her mouth and sucked it, staring into his eyes. Then she rose up, hands on his chest. Rocked her hips back and forth a few times then looked over her shoulder at Greg. She put one hand on her ass, flashed a lusty look and pried her cheek to one side. “Get the lube,” she whispered.
 

Her words shook him. Yanked him out of the depths of his mind and into the room with her and Devon. At first he thought he’d misheard. The lube? He shifted in his chair. His jaw dropped. “I…” he began but couldn’t find the words he wanted to say.
 

“I want you in my ass. Now get the lube,” Molly said.
 

He couldn’t believe it. But her order got him up and moving. Walking to the dresser, pulling out the bottle of lube and fumbling with the cap as he moved towards the bed. He felt like he was in a dream.
 

“Take your clothes off,” Molly ordered.
 

He jerked his pants off. They dropped to the floor. He pushed his underwear off and his painfully stiff cock sprang out. Squeezing the tube he painted a line of clear lubricant along his shaft.
 

“Here,” Molly said, tapping her middle finger against her ass hole. “Put some here.”
 

He did her bidding. Squirted a dollop onto her sphincter and rubbed it in with his thumb. Throwing the tube onto the bed he pulled his shirt off over his head and let it fall to the floor. He glanced up to see Molly with half a smile on her face.
 

“Think you can make it, big guy?” she whispered.
 

The question took the wind out of him. She was dirty Molly now. A dick in her pink and wanting one up her stink. Dirtier than the dirtiest porno he could have imagined in his wildest fantasies. He was in heaven.
 

He stepped forward and gripped her ass cheeks. He pressed the head of his cock against her anus. Pressed a thumb against it and eased it in.
 

Molly lurched forward as the head passed her sphincter. “Wow,” she said, hand shooting back. “Steady. Easy. Slow and steady.”
 

The feeling of her tight orifice squeezing him formed a line between the base of his brain and the root of his prick. He flexed all the muscles he could, pushing back against an impeding climax that threatened to overwhelm him if he wasn’t careful. He peeled her ass cheeks wider apart and moved his hips a half inch, pushing more of his shaft into her.
 

“Oh god,” Molly groaned.
 

“You okay?” he asked, breathless.
 

“Feels so good,” she muttered, closing her eyes. “So full. Feels so good…so full…” She squeezed her ass around him again.
 

He clenched his jaw.
 

Devon slid slowly out and into her again.
 

Greg felt the cock gliding inside her, only a thin membrane separating it from his. His body reacted. Hips jutting forward and driving two more of his inches into her.
 

She gasped, coughed, then fell forward, chest to chest with Devon.
 

Devon started a rhythmic fuck. Slow and steady the way she’d asked.
 

Greg, his cock lubed up, pulled two inches out and pushed three back in.
 

“Oh god. So good!” Molly moaned into Devon’s neck. She whipped her head to one side. “Don’t stop,” she ordered. “Don’t stop. Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass hole. Devon’s in my pussy. Fuck my ass hole. Devon’s in my pussy,” she repeated.
 

Greg’s head started to spin. He realized in that moment that this was not just Molly performing for him. Molly, dirty Molly, was thoroughly enjoying herself. Molly had finally completely shed her burnt-out, housewife self behind and turned into a purely sexual animal.
 

He loved it.
 

“Please fuck my ass. Please fuck my ass,” she repeated, eyes shut.
 

He pulled out and pushed in. Did it again. He found a rhythm with Devon. Alternating pistons driving in and out of Molly’s holes the way she wanted. The way she was begging them to do. He felt her start to shake. Couldn’t believe she was about to have another climax.
 

Devon started fucking her harder.
 

Greg looked down. The sight of Devon’s dick beneath his, driving into Molly, made his cock swell harder. “Fuck I’m gonna’ come,” he grunted. There was nothing he could do now. There was no way to stop the release.
 

“Come. Fucking come,” Molly said through clenched teeth. “I want all your come. All of it!”
 

Greg started fucking her hard. Drilling up into her ass hole, the sensitive flesh on the inside of her exit hole whispering along his hard flesh and tickling the base of his brain.
 

Devon jammed a deep thrust up into her. He groaned.
 

Greg’s eyes fell and he watched the root of Devon’s prick flexing and releasing into Molly’s cunt. His eyes bugged and the vision sent him tumbling over the edge.
 

Molly cried out as he shoved his cock deep into her. She balled her fists and beat them against the mattress as her body shook with pleasure.
 

Greg sailed up to the peak of his climax. His whole being focused on the contractions between his legs. The most delicious, intense orgasm he’d ever experienced, staring down at Molly’s beautiful body and Devon’s dark prick pumping inside it. Above that his own cock imitating the motion but dumping seed impotently into Molly’s back hole instead of her fertile core. The tiniest whisper of jealousy, perhaps humiliation even, snaked through his mind and sharpened the climax even more. It was gone in an instant, replaced with the hot pleasure running down his neck and spine at seeing Molly so debauched. It gripped him and held him, his head thudding with the pump, pump, pump of his cock emptying into Molly.
 

The moment passed for all three of them at the same time. Molly, completely spent, collapsed onto Devon’s chest. Devon’s fingers drifted along her shoulder blades.
 

Greg let out a heavy sigh. An embarrassment worked it’s way through him. Buried in his wife’s ass, her lover still inside her pussy, he had no idea what to do or how to behave. He caught Devon’s eye and, before he could look away, saw Devon give him a single nod. He nodded back, somehow understanding what Devon meant. Eased his cock slowly out of Molly and stepped away from the tangle of their bodies.
 

Devon rolled her onto her side. He pulled his cock out of her and, without a word, slipped off the bed and scooped his clothes up. Started walking to the door. “You take good care of her,” he whispered as he walked past Greg. And then he was gone.
 



***

 


Greg stood rooted in place, eyes locked on Molly’s openings as he watched the seed drool out of the both of them. Out of the corner of his vision he saw Molly’s eyes flutter open. She caught him staring. He quickly looked away, embarrassed to be fascinated by something so dirty.
 

Molly flashed a lazy smirk. “Is this what you wanted?” she asked quietly.
 

He stole another glance at the messy center of her and nodded. Then he shook his head. “I don’t know why,” he whispered.
 

Molly shrugged. With great effort she rolled onto her stomach. Dragged herself up onto her knees, keeping her face pressed against the mattress. “Because you’re a dirty man, that’s why,” she teased.
 

It warmed him. She knew him. Better than anyone. And even if they’d become trapped in the pretense of an ordinary life she was still willing to go out of her way to please him. The lingerie. The lube. Devon.
 

“C’mere,” she said, wiggling her fingers at him.
 

“What, I…”
 

“Just come here,” she repeated. “You might as well make the most of it.”
 

He couldn’t believe it. He got up onto his knees on the bed behind her and put his hands on her ass. Spread her cheeks apart and watched a bubble of his own semen roll out of her and down her inner thigh. Stared at the mess for a good long time before lowering himself onto the mattress next to her and staring into her eyes. “That was…that was incredible,” he said softly.
 

“Oh yeah?” Molly asked.
 

He kissed her lips, then her cheek. “So dirty,” he whispered. “So incredible.”
 

A smile flickered to life on her lips. “How romantic,” she said, letting it curl the corners of her mouth into a grin.
 

The smile electrified him. Molly had enjoyed herself, too. It hadn’t just been for him. This had been as much about her fun as it had been about his. He could see it clearly on her face now.
 

“Uh oh,” Molly muttered.
 

“Uh oh what?” he asked.
 

“You’re trying to ply this all apart. I can see it on your face,” she said.
 

He frowned. Was he that transparent? Or was this just another function of how well she knew him? “So?”
 

“So nothing,” Molly replied. “You do you. I just don’t want you spoiling a fun time with your ruminations. And I can see you’re ruminating.” She let her ass fall sideways onto the bed and curled up next to him. “Having second thoughts?” she asked.
 

The question shook him. He wasn’t. And he didn’t want to look like he was, either. He shook his head. “No,” he reassured her.
 

Her soft smile returned and she closed her eyes. “Good. Because it’s kind of too late to take it back,” she said.
 

Question after question spun through his mind. How much of this had been for him and how much had been for Molly? What had she been thinking giving in to Devon’s advances and his own urging that she pursue them? If it had been mostly about Molly did that change anything? He’d gotten what he wanted. What he hadn’t even known he wanted. Why did Molly’s motivations matter?
 

He dismissed them all. Trying to parse and peel apart the layers of who did what and why was too tiring to even think about right then. It was dark outside. Devon was gone. He was alone with his beautiful, filthy wife who seemed like she was going to fall asleep with two batches of seed inside her without taking a shower. This was heaven and he wasn’t about to go poking at the reasons it was so good. Some other time, maybe. Or maybe not. For the time being he let himself slip into a deep sleep with Molly falling into her own at his side.
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


“Wait, what? You’re leaving today?”
 

Devon chuckled as he closed the trunk of his SUV.
 

Brigid came prancing out of the cottage, sunglasses and sun hat on. She stopped next to Greg, her hand on the car door handle.
 

Greg heard the door of the house open. He turned to see Molly emerge and walk down the steps. She walked up next to him. Smiled and put her arm around his waist. Leaned her head against his arm.
 

He got a weird feeling. The sort someone might experience, having been invited to a party, realizing it was, in fact, an intervention. They all looked like they had secrets to share for some reason. It made him squirm.
 

Devon chuckled again. “Sorry brother,” he said, waking over to Greg and clapping a hand on his shoulder. He glanced at Molly. “I was going to tell you but Molly wasn’t having it.”
 

“Really?” Greg asked, glancing at Molly.
 

She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “For no other reason than I didn’t want to…pressure anyone into anything,” she said after a pause.
 

Greg scowled at her. “Pressure anyone into…”
 

Molly put a hand on his arm and kissed his cheek. “Just don’t worry about it for now,” she whispered into his ear. “Let’s see these two off.”
 

“Any way that was one hell of a week,” Devon said, chuckling and stepping backwards. He extended a hand to Greg.
 

Greg shook it. His stomach sank a little at leaving all this behind so quickly. Now that they’d crossed the threshold into this strange new sexual world he wished they could spend more time in it. “It was really great to meet you,” he said to Devon.
 

“Likewise,” Devon said. He turned to Brigid. Raised a hand and smacked it down on her ass. “Go on girl! Give the man a goodbye kiss!”
 

Greg felt Molly stiffen next to him. But it was too late to do anything. Brigid was already stepping forward, pressing her cheek against his and kissing the air next to his face, her bubbly boobs pressing against his chest.
 

Next to them Devon stepped up to Molly and wrapped his arms around her in a great big hug. He squeezed her tight and smelled her hair. She seemed to forget about Brigid. “Really great to see you, Molly Miller,” he said, gazing into her eyes.
 

Molly’s confidence faltered and she looked away.
 

Devon smiled and walked over to the driver’s side door. Swung it open and folded himself into the vehicle.
 

To Greg’s surprise, and apparently Molly’s, Brigid stepped up right in front of her. She reached up and put her hands on Molly’s shoulders. “I’m sorry we didn’t get to know each other better,” she said.
 

Molly looked a little stunned. Before she could say anything Brigid was leaning in. Pressing her lips against Molly’s and pushing her tongue past Molly’s lips.
 

Greg gasped when he saw Molly stiffen. His cock hardened as he watched her relax and return the kiss. He gawked, unable to believe what was happening right in front of him.
 

Brigid pulled away and opened her eyes. Stared deep into Molly’s. “Maybe next time we can spend more time together,” she said quietly. Then she spun around and pranced around the car, stepping into the passenger seat and stuffing earbuds into her ears.
 

Devon rolled down the window, chuckling. “Alright you two. You drive safe on the way home. And keep in touch, ya’ hear?” He grinned, clapped the side of the car and put it in drive. The tires crunched along the gravel.
 

Molly and Greg watched them roll down the narrow road and disappear into the forest. It was a minute before Molly turned and looked at him.
 

Greg shook his head. “What the hell was that?” he asked, still stunned.
 

Molly just shrugged. “What the hell is any of this?” she asked, looking around at the trees. Her eyes met his again. “You gonna’ be okay, big guy?” she asked.
 

He flipped through the half dozen question he wanted to ask her floating through his mind. “I just…I wanted to know if…”
 

Molly stepped forward and kissed him gently on the lips. “I know,” she said, staring up at him. “You want to know all the things. All the reasons Molly did it. Am I right? I’m right aren’t I?”
 

He sighed. She still looked more beautiful than ever. “Why did Molly do it?” he asked quietly.
 

She smiled and started chuckling. Shook her head, then looked up at the sky. “Molly has no fucking idea,” she said, her laugh turning boisterous.
 

It tickled him. He smirked. His concerns and worry's lifted, floating up into the blue sky as if the purifying sunlight would make them all disappear. She knew him very well.
 

“So I have a suggestion,” she said after their laughter died down. “We have two days left here. Molly wants to enjoy the rest of her vacation. Greg on board with that?” she asked.
 

He wiped a hand along his mouth. No sense ruining the best vacation ever by ruminating. “Greg is on board with what ever Molly needs.”
 

She tilted her head, her smile warming. She kissed him again. Her eyes sparkled with mirth as she pulled away. “You’re a good man, Greg Miller. A good man. Now let’s go hit the lake.”
 

A thought jolted him as she started to turn. “Wait,” he said, grabbing her by the arm.
 

She arched her brow and looked at him. “Everything good?” she asked.
 

“There’s…there’s something I have to tell you.”
 

Her expression darkened, her mind starting to work and churn out possibilities of what he might have to say. Then her features softened, as if she’d had a revelation.
 

It crushed him knowing he might wipe that mood away with what he was about to say. But he couldn’t keep this a secret. It wouldn’t be fair. Not after everything she’d just done for him. He steeled himself, ready to beg for her forgiveness if that’s what she demanded. “That first night…” he croaked.
 

To his surprise she smiled as he said it.
 

She reached out and rubbed his arm. “Relax, tiger. Yes, I knew about that. No, I’m not mad.” 
 

His jaw fell. She knew about it? “What?”
 

She shook her head. “Can we just…let’s deal with it later?”
 

He nodded, aghast that he was being let off the hook so easily. Had Brigid told her? It had to have been Brigid. Or Devon? He desperately wanted to know but didn’t want to do a single thing that might tilt her towards a bad mood. “You’re incredible,” he said.
 

Her eyes narrowed. “But that is an exception and not permission. We were all just having fun. I was a little miffed when I first heard about it from Brigid but I talked myself down. You were kind of getting the short end of the stick, so to speak.”
 

He sighed in relief that she knew and wasn’t mad. Wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into an embrace. “You’re amazing,” he said. “Thank-you.”
 

She pressed the side of her face against his chest. “You’re…welcome, or something. I love you.” She paused and her brow wrinkled as she thought. “Maybe let’s…let’s maybe say we leave being naughty at the cottage?”
 

Greg chuckled and nodded. “I think we can do that,” he said, kissing the top of her head.
 



***

 


With everything stowed in the car he turned on the engine to let the air conditioning run a bit and cool it off. Made his way back up the steps to the cottage and inside.
 

Molly was standing by the window, gazing out onto the lake and glancing at Devon and Brigid’s vacated cottage.
 

He walked up behind her and put her hands on her shoulders.
 

She turned and looked over her shoulder at him.
 

“All ready to go,” he said.
 

She turned to face him and looked up into his eyes. “Did you have a nice time this week?” she asked.
 

He flashed a playful smirk. “I had an absolutely lovely time,” he said. “And you?” he asked.
 

She smiled. “It wasn’t exactly what I expected but…yes. I had a lovely time too.”
 

Greg sensed this might be the moment. The way she said it sounded like there was more she wanted, or at least was willing, to share. Like she was leaving the door open for another question or two. Questions that, despite his best efforts, had been driving him a little crazy the last few days. “Why’d you do it?” he blurted before he could stop himself.
 

She studied him for a moment. “You asked me to. Remember?”
 

“No I know that but…” He knew she knew that wasn’t the answer he wanted. Wasn’t sure how to say that to her though.
 

A slow smile stretched across her mouth. “Don’t you think that if you know the reason it might spoil the whole thing? Take the edge off? Unwrap some of the mystery?”
 

He nodded. “Probably. Yes. But why’d you do it?” he asked.
 

She smiled wider. Leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips. Leaned in closer and pressed her cheek against his. “My sweet Greg. I love you. And if you really want me to I’ll tell you. But you have to promise you won’t get mad or pout. You know how I hate it when you pout.”
 

“I do not p…”
 

“You have to promise,” she interrupted.
 

He pursed his lips and bit his tongue. He hated it when she accused him of pouting. He did not pout. But he wanted to know her reasons far more than he wanted to be right. “I promise,” he said softly.
 

She pulled away and looked into his eyes. Her face looked kind. There was almost a smile on her mouth. “You sure you want this?” she asked.
 

His stomach tightened. Why was she being so guarded about this? And why was she worried that he’d start pouting? Was it terrible? Were her reasons all wrong? Would it be better to leave well enough alone? His curiosity would not relent. He nodded. “I think so,” he said.
 

Molly gave a single nod. She picked his hands up in hers and squeezed them. Stared into his eyes. “It was his dick, Greg.”
 

Her words felt like a cannonball to the chest. His stomach constricted.
 

“I did it so I could feel his cock in me again,” she said.
 

A groan rolled out of him at the response he hadn’t been expecting but had been fearing. His cock twitched in his khaki shorts. “Oh god, Molly,” he muttered. “You can’t be serious.” He felt like she’d plunged her hand into his guts and twisted them herself.
 

She watched him for a few moments, her eyes wandering along his face. A smile curled on one side of her lips. “You promised,” she said. “You promised you wouldn’t pout.”
 

His shoulders sagged and he hung his head lower. She was right. He had promised. And even though he wanted desperately to know more he wouldn’t go back on that. He sighed and nodded. Even though his stomach felt liquefied and his brain was spinning fast. His dick? She did it for his dick? Was that really true? He had to know. The question wouldn’t let him go. “Are you serious?” he asked, looking at her out of the corner of his eye. “That’s it?”
 

Molly took a step closer towards him. She lifted her hand and caressed his cock through his pants. “It turned me on. Knowing that you knew. That you were letting me be…naughty.” She slipped her fingers past his belt and into his underwear. Wrapped her hand around his bulging prick and stroked it. “I liked the way you looked at me while he was fucking me,” she whispered.
 

He groaned again. He was rock solid and his balls were already tucking up between his legs. The thought of Molly dreaming about Devon’s black dick stiffened him harder still.
 

“You haven’t looked at me like that in a very long time, Greg.” She looked into his eyes. “The way you’re looking at me now,” she said, smiling. “I like that. I love that. Look at me like that more often.”
 

He nodded. Leaned in to kiss her but she pressed a finger against his lips and stroked him harder.
 

“But,” she went on. “If I had to pick just one reason it would be his dick. That beautiful, thick, black dick inside me. I can almost feel it now just talking about it.”
 

His groin constricted. His load shot through his cock and spilled against his underwear. He looked down to see a dark stain forming just as the orgasm hit his brain. His eyes shot up to Molly’s, open wide.
 

“I’ll always love that cock,” she said quietly.
 

It lit the afterburners on his climax. His crotch squeezed again and another load of nut erupted from the head of his prick. His mind swam as he stared into Molly’s eyes and sailed through the climax. It took the wind out of him. The way she was smiling at him tickled the base of his brain. He groaned and then the orgasm ebbed.
 

Molly pulled her hand out. It was covered in cum. She walked to the kitchen, ripped of a paper towel and dried it before tossing the towel in the garbage. “Ready?” she asked, a playful grin flirting with the corners of her mouth.
 

He turned to the side to look at her. He still couldn’t believe who she’d become. “Were you serious? Was that for real?” he asked.
 

She smiled and shrugged. “Let’s go big guy. That’s all I’m dishing out. Everybody’s gotta have their secrets, after all.” She turned and smiled and winked before stepping out of the house.
 


THE END
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Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up.
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Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...
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Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…
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Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 
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