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Chapter One

Liza curled up a little tighter under her
blanket and leaned her head against Liam’s arm. She reached into
the bowl without taking her eyes off of the TV and pulled out a
handful of popcorn.

Liam rubbed his eyes. It had been a long week
and he’d been sneaking glances at his phone to check the time.

“Hey,” Liza said.

He looked sideways to find her staring up at
him. “Hey yourself,” he said with a smile.

“You seem pretty tired.”

“I am pretty tired,” he admitted.

She gave him a warm smile. Her arm wormed under
the blanket until her hand came to rest on his stomach.

His insides tightened at what that meant. He
hadn’t exactly been dreading this all week. But after a few
failure-to-launch Fridays a few weeks back Liza had stopped asking
and he hadn’t minded.

She looked up at him and sighed. “Too tired?”
she asked.

He sighed back and let his head fall against the
back of the couch. He stared up at the ceiling not knowing what to
say. Getting old was so much fun. “I’m not…it’s not that I’m too
tired,” he said.

She let a silence pass. Sympathetic Liza giving
him the time and space he needed to finish the thought.

I’m old. I don’t want to deal with my
erection problem. It’s not that I don’t find you sexy. The
thoughts were all in there in his head. He just didn’t want to say
them out loud.

Thing was, he did still find her sexy. As sexy
as the day they’d met. But twenty-five years of marriage and three
kids later, going through the same old motions in the bedroom…well,
it wore a guy down.

She rubbed her hand up and down his belly and
kissed him on the shoulder. “Liam,” she said softly. “I’m not ready
to give up on this yet.”

“I’m not giving up,” he said, rolling his head
side to side on the couch. “Maybe I just need a break or
something?”

The last time she brought this up he’d been just
as withdrawn. She’d given up. This time she seemed a little more
intent on getting to the heart of the matter. “That’s fine,” she
said, her voice calm and understanding. “But it’s been nearly a
month.”

“Has it been that long?” he asked, looking down
at her again. Her expression nearly broke his heart. His beautiful
Liza who still wanted him, still needed him, and he couldn’t give
her what she craved. “God I’m sorry, Liza. I just…I just…”

Again she didn’t press. Just sat there patiently
waiting for him to get it out. Drew in a breath after half a minute
or so. “You just what?”

He closed his eyes and let his head fall back
again. “I just don’t want to wade into all this crap. My
crap. This week really took it out of me, you know?”

“Yeah,” she replied, nodding. “I know. I
understand. But Liam…Liam look at me.”

He turned and looked at her again.

“I know you don’t want to talk about all this
stuff. I know you don’t want to hear about the importance of
intimacy or how I feel like there’s distance between us because of
this. But it’s how I feel, Liam. And it’s…it’s driving me a little
crazy. I don’t mean to say that to put pressure on you. But I’m
just not ready for a sexless marriage. Not yet. I’m…we’re
too young for that.”

The words sexless marriage felt like a
punch to the gut. He’d avoided thinking about it in those terms at
all costs. Really believed that this was just a pause. A reset he
needed. But she was right. It had been nearly a month.

“Can we talk about it at least?” she asked.

“About my dick not working?” he asked,
chuckling.

“This isn’t just about your dick working or
not.”

His eyes shot open at hearing her use the crude
word he, himself, had just said. Liza didn’t talk like that. He
glanced at her.

“What?” she asked.

He grinned like he was a young man again,
giggling at dirty things. “I’ve just never heard you say that.”

“Dick?”

A funny feeling twitched to life inside him.
“It’s always penis and vagina and breasts.”

A smile curled one corner of her mouth. “Would
that help?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “You want a little dirty
talk?”

His eyes widened in disbelief. She wouldn’t.
Would she? Because, yeah. That might help. Anything different than
their sensual, intimate lovemaking, might do the trick. “You
wouldn’t really do that. Would you?”

She looked straight at him. “Are you serious? Is
that what this is about?”

“Is what is what about?”

“Liam I thought you enjoyed making love?”

“Sweetheart of course I…”

She held up a hand, stopping him mid-sentence.
“Let me finish. You’ve always been so caring and attentive in bed.
I thought that’s how you liked it. Don’t interrupt,” she said, her
hand going up again. “Sweetie if you think that some straight up
fucking would cure you then honey I am down.” She looked
right into his eyes.

Magically, he felt his cock start rising. He
stared at her with those same wide eyes. He could hardly believe it
was Liza sitting there talking to him like that. “I…I just…I
thought that…” he stammered, unable to get the words out.

“You thought that’s all I liked? Making
love?”

His mouth was moving as he struggled to arrange
his thoughts into something coherent.

“You can do it,” she said, nodding.

He wondered if this was how she talked to her
clients? He’d thought about that a few times. About guys sitting on
the couch in her office, sharing their deepest, darkest secrets
with her. Was this what she looked like? “Are you trying to
psychologize me?” he asked, chuckling to keep his own deepest,
darkest secrets from coming out.

“I’m not,” she countered, in a tone that made it
sound like she totally was. “I just want to help you work through
this. I want us to feel like us again.”

He gazed deep into her eyes. Still couldn’t
really believe what was happening. All this time he’d been trying
to be, as she’d said, a caring and attentive lover. And here she
was telling him she’d be down for some fucking? It was
crazy. Could he really do that with her?

“Why don’t we try an exercise,” she said,
shifting to sit cross-legged next to him. She put the blanket over
her shoulders.

He laughed. “Okay now you can’t deny you’re
trying to psychologize me!”

She rolled her eyes. “Liam. I’m your wife.
Trying to, as you put it, psychologize you, would be unethical. I
know you’re scared of making yourself vulnerable. But it’s the only
way we’re going to make any headway. So can you try to let go of
your inhibitions for a moment so we can at least try?”

He groaned. Sometimes being married to a shrink
really sucked.

“Look, if it makes you feel any better I don’t
talk to my clients like that. I don’t ask things like that. I try
to guide them to find themselves. I’m talking to you as your
wife.”

He chuckled at how good she was. “Okay. Fine.
What’s the exercise?”

“I shouldn’t have called it that. Sorry. Let’s
just…talk.”

“What do you want to talk about?” he said,
rolling his head sideways again to look at her and smiling.

“I felt like I hit on something there just now.
When I said dick. And fucking.”

His cock twitched. He sat up a little straighter
so she wouldn’t notice it rising in his lap. He caught her glancing
at his crotch. He huffed a laugh out the side of his mouth. “Yeah.
Okay. Maybe you’re onto something.”

She rubbed his arm. “That’s good. I like hearing
that. Can you tell me what you want?”

“What I want?” he echoed, stifling a groan.

“What would…what would put you more in the mood.
I thought of putting on some lingerie last week. But I didn’t want
to pressure you. And I felt like that would pressure you. Would you
like that? If I wore something sexy?”

He hadn’t seen her in lingerie since their
wedding night. “Oh god, Liza. I don’t know.”

“Okay. Okay,” she said, rubbing his arm again.
“I’m just trying to get a feel for what would get you going. I
don’t want to push too hard. But I also can’t read your mind.”

He let out another massive sigh and closed his
eyes.

A silence passed between them.

“Let’s try something different,” she said. “Can
you tell me what you fantasize about?”

His eyes popped open wide. “What I fantasize
about?”

“Yeah. What do you think about when you
masturbate?”

He put his hands out in a hopeless gesture.
“Babe…I…what do you want me to say? I think about you. And besides
I don’t really masturbate any more.” He couldn’t help
mangling the word with a funny voice for how uncomfortable it made
him feel saying it. How the hell was she able to be so open about
this stuff?

She frowned. “Liam I know that you masturbate
sometimes. I do too. It’s perfectly natural. I just thought talking
about what you thought about while you did it would help. Maybe we
could try that?”

Suddenly he felt cornered. Realized he was
either going to have to fight his way out of this by giving her
what she wanted or flee up to the bedroom and pretend none of this
had ever happened. Fighting was going to be hard. But running away
was just cowardly. And they weren’t like that. They’d shared
everything with each other. Up till a few weeks, or almost a month,
ago when this all started to go south. He took a deep breath.
“Okay. Okay,” he said, sighing. “But, just, like, bear with me,
okay? I’m not…it’s just…”

“It’s hard to be honest and open up. I get that.
Making yourself vulnerable is hard.”

“Can you please stop talking like that?” he
moaned.

“Like what?”

“Just…just stop saying vulnerable. You’re
making me self-conscious.”

“Alright. I will. I’ll stop saying
vulnerable,” she said, mimicking his funny voice.

It made him chuckle. He took another deep breath
and closed his eyes. Opened his right one and looked at her
sideways. “You better not get mad.”

“Mad?”

“I don’t know. If you hear something you don’t
like.”

She furrowed her brow into a scowl. “Liam. It’s
been twenty-five years. I’ve made peace with the fact that you
might sometimes fantasize about someone other than me in bed. Trust
me.” She smiled and patted his arm this time.

Still he squirmed. That was some really personal
shit to divulge. Telling her what he thought about while he jerked
it? Ha! Even after twenty-five years there was a good chance she’d
run away screaming if she got a peek inside the mind of a man. A
real peek. Not just the bullshit her clients probably spewed at
her. A true man. A pervert.

“Do you want me to go first?” she finally asked
after another long silence.

Something swelled in his chest at the
suggestion. Felt like someone had hit the brakes too hard in the
car. Wait, what? She masturbated about things? Things other than
him?

His pulse got a little quicker at the thought.
Palms got just the tiniest bit damp. He didn’t have any trouble
with it. It didn’t make him jealous that she might have her own
private fantasies. Quite the opposite, in fact. He couldn’t deny it
was an exciting possibility. “Really?” he asked in a whisper.

“You want me to go first? Sure. You ready? Here
it comes.” She closed her eyes.

He sat up even straighter and stared at her,
lips parting as she collected her thoughts.

Chapter Two

“I’m in a bed. It’s not…in a room. There are no
walls. There’s just darkness at the edges. I’m naked. I’m on my
hands and knees. I hear someone step up behind me. My eyes are
closed but I can tell that they’re naked. I don’t know how. The bed
shakes as he steps onto it. He stands over me and I can hear him
masturbating his penis…I can hear that he’s stroking his cock. His
dick. He’s got his hand around his dick and he’s jerking
himself off.”

Liam stared in stunned silence, his mouth
hanging open. His cock was swelling between his legs. A fucking
middle-aged miracle.

“He gets down on his knees and puts his hands on
my ass. He pries me open. He pulls my labia…he pulls my pussy open
and rubs it with two fingers. I moan. I can feel myself
lubricating. My pussy gets wet from this stranger touching me.”

Liam felt himself sinking into a dark place he
hadn’t visited in a long time. His heart was pounding in his chest.
The blood drained from his face despite his racing pulse. He put a
hand over his cock to cover his erection. A big, fat hard-on he
hadn’t experienced in…almost a month.

He really couldn’t believe this. Liza talking
like a dirty little slut, having her own sexual fantasies that
involved strangers?

His head started to spin as long-ago memories
swelled through his mind. He took a deep breath to calm himself as
she continued.

“He slaps my pussy with his cock. Like he owns
me. Like he owns my pussy and that’s how he reminds me. I moan
again. He presses the fat head of it against my pussy lips and
works it in slowly. It’s a different shape than yours. Not as big
and not as thick. But I like that it’s different. It turns me on
that I’m letting a stranger do this to me.” She opened her eyes and
looked at Liam. “Are you okay? Is this alright?”

He managed to close his mouth and nod.

“Is it helping any?” she asked. She reached out
and put a hand on his wrist. Pulled his hand off of his crotch and
her eyes bugged. “Oh Liam,” she whispered, eyes darting back up to
his. “Oh wow. Are you serious? This is all it took? Sweetheart you
should have…”

He put his hand up and shook his head. “Don’t
break it. Just…keep going,” he whispered.

She gave a quick nod and closed her eyes
again.

He saw her pulse speed up in her carotid
artery.

She swallowed. “He puts his hand on my hips and
then he rams his cock into me. I’m so wet it slides right in. He
bends over me and growls. There’s something animal about the sound.
He reaches under my chest and squeezes my brea…he grabs my
tits. He grabs them hard and kneads them like he owns those,
too.” Her eyes fluttered open and she stole another glance at his
cock. Unfolded her legs and peeled her pants and underwear off in a
flash. Threw one leg over his lap as she reached into his sweat
pants and pulled out his rigid cock. She pressed her pussy against
it, flattening it against his stomach. Her lips were damp with wet.
“Oh Liam. Oh wow,” she whispered again, sliding back and forth
against his hard penis.

“Then what happens?” he asked, locking eyes with
hers.

She nodded as she pulled her shirt off. She was
braless. The nipples of her petite breasts were stiff. She put one
hand against his chest. Reached down between her legs with the
other and mashed the head of his cock until it slid into her pussy.
She drew in a deep breath as she slid the shaft deep inside
herself. “Oh Liam,” she moaned.

“Then what happens?” he asked again, his voice
gravelly.

She started gliding slowly back and forth. “Then
a second man comes up in front of me. He’s tall and well built but
I can’t see his face. It doesn’t matter,” she said as her pussy
squeezed him. “All I care about is his cock. It’s erect. It’s right
in front of my face. It’s big, like yours. He puts his thumb on my
chin and presses it into my mouth. When I moan the sound is muffled
by his fat dick.”

He throbbed inside her.

She opened her eyes.

They stared at each other for what felt like
hours.

Still gliding back and forth on his cock, she
leaned forward. “Your turn,” she whispered.

All he could think was gangbang? She
fantasized about being with two men? He’d never thought about it.
Never thought to wonder what she fantasized about. Never, not in a
million years, would he have come up with this for an answer. Not
his kind, compassionate Liza. This was so…dirty. This was wild. He
didn’t even feel jealous. Not one bit. Just wanted to hear
more.

“Come on, Liam. You promised.”

He sank into that dark place. A place he went to
on the odd occasion he really needed a wank and couldn’t get it up.
A place from long ago. A place he’d buried way down deep in his
mind. Could he really? Could he really do this? He’d never told
anyone. Not in this life. That was far away. Back when he was
young. It was vaguely humiliating. But it was intensely erotic. “Oh
Liza,” he said, leaning his forehead on her chest as she rode
him.

“Come on, baby. Look at this. Look where a
little sharing got us. Oh, baby you feel so good. I missed you so
much. It’s been such a long time. Come on.” She rolled her hips
back and forth, the smooth, wet inside of her tight cunt squeezing
his shaft.

He shook his head. Talk about being vulnerable.
He couldn’t do this. Could he? Could he really just say it? Just
bring it out into the open like she had with him? The crazy thing
was it was almost exactly the same as her fantasy. “Oh, baby,” he
groaned, his orgasm bubbling from her tight, wet snatch squeezing
him.

“Just give me a hint,” she whispered. “You don’t
have to go all out. Just a little bit at a time. I just want to
feel close to you.”

He steeled himself. It was scary as hell.
Scariest thing he’d ever done, it felt like. Scarier than any
shareholder meeting. “I…I sometimes…”

“That’s it,” she said, coaxing him. She moaned.
“Oh god, Liam I’m close. Are you close? This is so hot. Come
on.”

He shut his eyes tight. Reached into the place
and dragged the fantasy out. “Sometimes I think about it too.”

“Think about what honey?” she asked, voice tight
with pleasure.

He gritted his teeth. Her wet slit felt so good
he was going to come. Could he really do it? He felt the pleasure
melting his inhibitions the same way booze did when he had just the
right amount. “Oh god I’m gonna’ come,” he grunted.

“Me too,” she panted. “Can you just say it?”

“Ah!” he moaned. “Sometimes I think about you
with another man!” His climax erupted. Thick and hot, shooting up
deep inside her as her pussy squeezed from her own orgasm. His head
filled with fireworks as her body melted into his. She wrapped her
arms around him and rode him slow and steady, moaning into his ear
as almost a month of his buildup spluttered up into her. Everything
went dark and quiet except for the feeling of her warm body against
his and his cock gliding in and out of her cunt.

When the moment released them his eyes shot
open. His carefully constructed walls built right back up. A pang
of regret shot through him at what he’d said. It was followed by a
bolt of fear. That was his thing. His most closely guarded secret.
He couldn’t believe he’d let it out.

She put a hand on the back of his neck and
rubbed him. Pressed her forehead against his. “That was really
brave,” she said. “I’m really proud of you.”

He couldn’t contain the snicker that rose up out
of him. “Hey don’t go getting any ideas or anything,” he said,
trying to blow the whole thing off as a joke.

She looked into his eyes. “Liam. Sexual
fantasies are really complicated. They don’t necessarily mirror
what we want in real life. I need you to know that. Of course I
would never go getting ideas from you sharing something so
deeply personal.”

This time he appreciated the psycho-babble. It
made him feel better that she understood. And yet there was more to
his little secret than just that. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I’m
not as good at this as you are.”

“Could have fooled me,” she said, smiling as she
squeezed his cock with her sex. “Hang on a sec.” She cupped a hand
between her legs as she slid off of him. Waddled over to the
kitchen.

He heard her rip a paper towel off the rack.
Heard her open the cupboard with the garbage can. She walked back
in, red-faced and smiling. Flopped down on the couch and poked her
feet into her joggers.

He realized his cock was still out. He tucked it
back into his pants with a sheepish smile.

She leaned up against him, putting one hand
against his chest. “Hey,” she whispered, looking up. “That was
really hot.”

He smirked and nodded. “Yeah. It was.” The
question was bouncing around loudly in his mind. Because maybe
sexual fantasies were complicated. But his, the one he’d
unearthed for her, wasn’t. He knew exactly where it had come from.
Which made him wonder if hers had come from real life, too? But how
the hell was he supposed to ask that?

“Are you okay?” she asked after a long
silence.

“Yeah. Fine. You?”

She nodded. “You just seem…lost in your
thoughts. You want to tell me what you’re thinking about? You don’t
have to.”

Liza. So thoughtful. So nurturing. She’d made
such a good mother. She was an amazing wife. What a lottery to win,
marrying her. Which made him get all tight again inside. No, he
didn’t want to share what was banging around in his mind. But
didn’t she deserve it? She was always so honest with him. Didn’t
she deserve to know, even if asking and telling would be hard. He
sighed and rubbed his upper lip with a finger. Looked down sideways
at her. “Hey can I…can I ask you something?”

She put on a concerned look and nodded. “Of
course you can, Liam. Anything. I’m so…I’m so happy we were able to
reconnect.”

“Yeah,” he muttered. “Me too.” He was. He’d
loved it. Even if it had challenged him. Hell, he loved that about
her too. She was always doing that. “When you…when you said all
that stuff…all that really hot stuff, it like, it really got me
going.”

She smiled. “I noticed,” she said, a twinkle in
her eye. “What did you want to ask?”

“Well, er, like…was that stuff, like, where did
that come from? You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want,” he
immediately qualified.

“You mean the fantasy?” she asked.

“Yeah that stuff. Was that like…did you ever do
something like that? You don’t have to say.” He truly meant it.
They hadn’t talked a lot about their past lives with each other.
There’d never really been a need. Sex was good and they were both
busy professionals. He’d wondered about it sometimes. Never enough
to bring it up.

“Of course I don’t mind telling you,” she
said.

Of course she didn’t. She loved all that
sharing stuff.

“It’s not really from anywhere. It’s a fantasy
I’ve had for ever since I can remember. It’s not something I’ve
ever done. Not something I want to try, really.”

It was that last word —really— that got him.
Went straight to his gut and started getting his juices going
again. What did that mean, really? Was it something she
might want to try? That got jealousy and panic shooting
through him. “Oh,” he said, trying not to sound upset. “I was just
wondering.”

“Of course. That’s fine. I don’t want you to
worry about it, though. It’s like your thing. Who knows where it
came from, right? It’s okay not to over-analyze this stuff. It can
just be something we use for fun. To spice up our intimate times.
In fact it’s often better not to know the…”

“I need to tell you something,” he blurted. A
second after the words were out of his mouth he regretted saying
them. She’d just given him permission, after all, to keep it to
himself. And somehow he couldn’t take it. Maybe he’d wanted to tell
someone this whole time. Maybe not her but here they were.
And he couldn’t just take it back. Not with how urgent he’d
sounded. That would be lame. She’d know there was something he was
holding back and that wasn’t fair. What kind of a fucking Friday
had this turned into?!?

She was looking at him studiously. Giving him
time. Same thing she probably did with her clients. Knowing he
needed to process how to tell her. Psychologizing him again.

He laughed, too loudly to be genuine, put a hand
up against his forehead and rolled his head back. “Oh shit,” he
mumbled.

“Take your time,” she said.

He shook his head. “I don’t know. I don’t know
if I want to do this after all,” he admitted.

“That’s okay, too. You don’t have to. People
have secrets. We don’t have to know everything about each
other.”

But he wanted to. He wanted to let it
out. Like letting it out into the ether, letting it go, would
release him from it’s dark grip. He leaned forward and put his arms
on his knees. Laced his fingers together and stared at the hardwood
floor. “Okay,” he said, psyching himself up. “Okay. Here goes…”

Chapter Three

Twenty-five years earlier

He was sitting at the desk in the yearbook
office. It was a dinghy room in the basement of Juniper Hall that
smelled sometimes like mold, sometimes like mold and coffee when he
had a pot on. He'd been glancing at his watch every few minutes for
the last half hour. It wasn't like Julie to be late. He jumped when
the door opened and she stormed into the room.

Her hair was a wet mess and her mid-length
trench coat was soaked. “Sorry I’m late,” she said, panting.

“It’s okay. It’s okay,” he said, standing to
help her get her coat off.

“Thanks,” she said, smiling as he slipped it off
her shoulders and hung it on the coat rack by the door.

A familiar feeling formed in his gut, which he
tried to resist. It had been getting worse each time she came down
here. An urgent need propelled by the testosterone coursing through
him. A reminder of what, when it came down to it, he was really put
on this earth to do. What they were all put here to do. Make more
of themselves.

He succumbed to it, as he always did. Stole a
glance at Julie’s beautiful bubble butt, wrapped in tight jeans
that tapered at her ankles and perfectly outlined her legs. He
managed to tear his gaze away just as she spun around, smiling. It
made her heavy tits bounce.

“What do you want me on today?”

He found his immediate reaction, a gurgling
chuckle at the perceived but probably unintended innuendo,
disgusting. My dick. Such was the torment of a young man
with powerful cravings and nowhere to release them but into an old,
used sock. Or his own hand. “I thought you could work on the layout
for the last section? There’s a bunch of pictures and some copy to
be written. Think you’re up for it?”

“Whatever you say, boss,” she said, settling in
at the small table in the corner he’d installed for her.

He had a great view of her profile. Her tits
looked even more spectacular from the side than they did from the
front. Another, more uncomfortable, sensation gripped him between
the legs. He sat back down and scooted the chair under his desk
before he made a fool of himself with his raging erection.

She hummed as she worked behind him. She always
did. It drove him crazy. Not because he minded the noise. He
didn’t. But because he couldn’t stop thinking of what that voice
would sound like moaning into his ear. Which made him think of what
any woman’s voice moaning into his ear would sound like, a sound
he’d never heard before. Which made it really difficult to
concentrate.

He poked around through some files he was
supposed to be working on.

Julie had been sent to help but all she’d done
was distract him. She was a gorgeous woman and that’s what he
wanted most in his life right then and couldn’t have. Not for a
lack of trying. For some reason the ladies just weren’t biting. He
turned into a bumbling introvert around her, barely able to look
her in the eye for fear that his gaze would drop to her chest and
stay there. The last three times she’d come to “help” he’d had to
stay late so he could actually get some work done. That was after
pumping one out in the dirty bathroom stall next to their little
office.

Sometimes at night he wondered if she felt
anything about him the way he did about her. He fantasized that she
did. Jerked off to it all the time. To the hope that one day she’d
just get it. To the impossible desire he had that she’d strip and
lay down on the desk and let him take her. He started to sweat when
he heard her chair scrape.

She came over with a layout template and some
pictures arranged on it. “What about this?” she asked, standing
next to him. That put her breast about three or four inches away
from his left cheek. His face heated. He glanced at the sheet and
gave a quick nod. “Looks great,” he muttered, glaring down at his
desk to keep himself from ogling her tit directly.

“Okay,” she said, but sounded unsure of
herself.

He couldn’t help but wonder if she got the creep
vibe off of him. Was she going to report him? Was she going to call
him out? That would be humiliating. And worse, he felt completely
trapped in the situation. He couldn’t even tell her to stop coming
in. The English department had sent her saying she could pick up a
credit by helping him. What could he say? That her body was driving
him crazy? That he couldn’t work like this? The whole thing left
him disgusted with himself, too.

And there she was still standing there.

“Is there anything else?” he asked, eyes
studiously pointed right at the papers on his desk.

She didn’t respond immediately. A tense silence
stretched between them. Finally she picked up the template and
threw it onto her desk but didn’t move from where she was standing.
“Can I ask you something?”

His chest hollowed out. Was this it? Was she
going to finally accuse him of being the pervert he was being? The
pervert he couldn’t change no matter how hard he tried? “Of
course,” he said, forcing himself to look up at her and smile
weakly.

Her smile was genuine. She was gorgeous to him.
A little mousy, maybe. But she had a knockout body and a great
personality. She always seemed cheerful.

It made him feel even worse for brooding
whenever she was there. He was normally very pleasant. But his
inexperience made it impossible to interact with a woman —any
woman— but particularly one he found so beautiful, with any
normalcy.

She turned and sat on the edge of his desk. Her
ass puffed out toward him. She folded her arms under her breasts
and looked sideways at him. “I feel like after working together for
all this time we don’t really know each other.”

“Huh,” he said, turning so she didn’t see his
face.

“Are you always this shy?” she asked.

His heart started to race. He forced a small
chuckle that turned into a cough. That turned into a fit of
coughing into his fist as some spit went down the wrong way.
“Sorry,” he muttered.

“That’s okay. I don’t mean to put you on the
spot or anything,” she said with a shrug.

“Oh. Okay. Thanks. Yeah I’m…” What to say? I
can’t look at you because when I do I can’t help but stare at your
tits? Or maybe…I wish I could see your ass naked. He put a hand
over his face.

“Not very good with women?” she asked.

He almost started coughing again. His face
flushed, the heat reaching the tops of his ears. He forced another
smile. “Something like that. I guess,” he replied.

“Can I ask you something else?” she said.

“Sure,” he croaked.

“I keep catching you checking me out. You want
to ask me out or something?”

Well shit.

He put his hands up over his desk. More a
calming signal for himself than anything. “Look I am really
sorry if that’s what you…”

“Don’t worry,” she interrupted. “I don’t mind if
that’s the case.”

His face burned hotter still. Felt like the
walls started closing in. Like she was getting closer to him, too.
“Uh, I, uh…really didn’t mean to make you feel…”

“Like I said don’t worry about it. I’m not
gonna’ go and tell on you or anything,” she said with a giggle.

He sat there feeling like he was burning up, not
knowing what to say at all. How could he be this bad at talking to
women?!?

“I just…I guess I just kind of feel sorry for
you.”

His stomach hollowed. What every young man wants
to hear. Let me be your pity friend. “Sorry for me?” he
asked, trying to sound casual.

“You seem like you’re really struggling with me
being here.”

That was enough. He put his face in his hands
and groaned. “You know what? You’re right. This is terrible. I’m
terrible. I’m gonna’ quit. You can take over and I’m sure they’ll
find you an assistant. You don’t deserve…”

“That’s not what I’m saying. I don’t want you to
quit. You’re kind of cute. Kind of fun to work with. I just…you
seem so uncomfortable around me. I feel bad.”

He let out the massive breath he’d been holding.
“T-that’s very kind of you,” he stammered.

“Can I ask you a third thing?”

He risked a glance up at her. “I guess?”

“Have you ever been with a woman?”

His throat got tight and his stomach flopped.
The heat came back to his face. He couldn’t remember being this
embarrassed. Ever.

“I’m just asking ‘cause I’m kind of having fun
working on this yearbook thing. But it’s kind of a buzz kill
knowing you’re over there…going through something.”

“I’m not going through anything,” he
countered.

“Have you ever been with a woman?”

His heart was hammering now. This was just like
one of his perverted dreams. In the dream she’d take her tits out
next and tell him he could touch them. His cock became painfully
erect. But what man his age wanted to admit to a hot woman that he
was a virgin? “Um, yeah. Totally,” he said, smirking and chuckling
to cover his own awkwardness.

She raised an eyebrow, obviously seeing right
through the lie.

He buried his face in his hands. “I…I haven’t,”
he admitted. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye.

Her brow arched in sympathy. “The reason I ask
is…” She paused, bit her lower lip like she was thinking about it
and turned her eyes to the ceiling.

“You r-really d-don’t have to…” he
sputtered.

“The reason I ask is I keep seeing you checking
me out.”

The groan came out on it’s own. From the pit of
his stomach, up through his throat. This was why he couldn’t
get laid. Because he was horrible at talking to women. His mind
started racing. He needed to dig himself out of this hole. He
needed to dig her out. He’d made this nice girl feel the
need to ask him probing questions and all for being a creepy
pervert. “Look I’m sorry I’m making you feel like this. If it helps
I feel terrible about it. Utterly horrible.”

“Dude. You’re a guy. Whatever.”

“It’s not whatever. I’m obviously making you
very uncomfortable and…”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. She leaned
back on the desk, arms out behind her to support herself. It made
her tits jut out. “I never said that. I said you seem
extremely uncomfortable.”

He sighed and his shoulders sagged. “I’m sorry.
You’re right. I am. I find…I find you really attractive. I’m sorry.
I shouldn’t have said that.”

She stared at him for a while. A smile curled
one corner of her mouth. She pushed herself off the desk and walked
around behind his chair.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw her lock the
door. She sat down on the other side of the desk. “You’re pretty
cute yourself,” she said softly.

His heart seemed to swell in his chest. His ears
started to ring. This was exactly the way the dream panned
out. He quashed the hope surging through him and told himself not
to be crazy.

“Do you want to be with one?”

His jaw dropped. The silence in the room was
deafening. “W-what?” he said, his voice gravelly.

“Do you want to get with a woman?”

“I mean…yes,” he said with an awkward smirk. “I
just don’t mean to make you…”

“Do you want to get with me?”

A giant, invisible hand crushed his chest. His
sense of agency evaporated. He felt his entire hierarchy of needs
disassemble until there was only a singularity left. “Yes,” he
whispered.

Without hesitating, Julie grabbed the hem of her
shirt and peeled it off over her head. The suddenness of it was
jarring, like a car crash, too quick, too destructive, not
destructive enough. A bizarre cocktail of disappointment and
excitement brewed within him, but Julie was moving too quickly for
him to dwell on it.

The bra she was wearing was a substantial piece
of underwear. It looked reinforced to keep her gorgeous tits from
sagging. She reached into it and with her fingers, pulled out one
breast, then the other. She let them ooze, jiggling, over the wire
rim, the nipples pointed out in two different directions. “Do you
like them?” she asked.

He gave a sharp nod but couldn’t speak.

“Do you want to touch them?” she said.

His head started to spin. He nodded again.

She reached down, put her hand over his wrist
and brought his hand up to her bulging, distended bosom, placing
his palm flat against her rigid nipple.

The instinct to squeeze raced up from his groin.
His fingers contracted, the tips poking into the soft flesh. Her
stiff mammilla rubbed against the center of his hand. His cock
throbbed.

“You've really never done this before, huh?” she
asked.

He shook his head.

“Okay. Come on. Get up,” she said.

He kicked the chair back and stumbled to his
feet. No matter how hard he tried he couldn't tear his eyes away
from her tits.

She giggled as she turned away from him. When
she peeled her jeans down, she let him gaze on the tiny strip of
thong that disappeared between her ass cheeks, before sensually
hooking her thumb beneath the fabric to pull it down. The slow
tease of her underwear was jarringly different from her rapid
deployment of her breasts, leaving him unsettled.

She put her hands behind her back and wiggled
her fingers, beckoning him toward her. “Pull your pants off,” she
said over her shoulder, her lips the only thing he could see for a
moment, inches from her smooth shoulder.

Hands shaking, he fumbled with the button and
zipper of his jeans. His body seemed capable of performing
commands, and he was glad that it did. His mind was still sticking
to the incongruent land he was walking in.

But his fingers were as clumsy as his thoughts,
and he wasn't able to accomplish his goal. He finally just yanked
them down over his scrawny waist. His cock snapped to attention. He
jerked his underwear down.

She looked over her shoulder at it, her long
eyelashes grazing her unblemished cheek. “That's a pretty dick,”
she said.

He nearly swooned. He wondered how many she'd
seen, how many guys had she given this gift to. Did she just walk
around campus looking for awkward, over-aged virgins to seduce?
That, somehow, made it all so much hotter. His prick was aching.
Looking down at it he saw fluid leaking from the tip.

“Come here,” she whispered. She reached around
and closed her hand around his dick, fingers rolling down in
succession, like she was playing the piano, until they squeezed.
She tugged on his cock, pulling him closer to the roundness of her
ass.

“Oh god,” he groaned. The feeling of her hand on
his cock nearly made him spurt.

She giggled lightheartedly as she stuffed his
prick between her legs.

His body jerked forward, driven by that most
primal instinct to stuff his rod into her wet cave.

“No. Hold on. We can’t do it like that. I’m not
on anything. Here.” Squeezing her thighs together she swayed back
and forth.

His head rolled back onto his shoulders and he
groaned again. He could feel the pubes of her trimmed bush
prickling lightly at the top of his cock head. His pelvic floor
tightened and he thought he was going to spew. He put his hands
down on her ass and got her to stop swaying. “Wait,” he whispered,
breathless. “I’m…I’m really…”

“You almost there?” she asked over her
shoulder.

“I’m almost there,” he replied.

“Okay just hang on a sec. I want to make this
special for you.” She turned to look over her shoulder. Her mouth
opened, and he watched, transfixed and unsuspecting as she stuck
her middle and ring fingers up in the air, before she shoved them
between her gaping lips and into her throat.

He was hypnotized by this vixen-slut who was
being so kind to him. He felt like a king.

She fucked her face with her fingers a few
times. When she pulled them out, they were glistening with saliva
that fell in sticky drops that landed on her jiggling breasts. She
reached around herself and pressed her manicured fingertips between
the two globes of her ass. “Pull me apart,” she said.

“Huh?” he gurgled, incoherent. He knew she was
speaking and he knew what she was saying, but something couldn't
connect in his mind.

“Pull my ass apart.”

He looked down. His cock strained. He put his
hands lower on her ass cheeks and plied them apart. A shudder
traveled through him when he saw the tight rosebud of her anus,
alluringly tiny and neat, nestled in the expanse of smooth skin
between her ass cheeks. His jaw dropped when she worked her fingers
inside it, prying it open, spreading it until she could fuck
herself with her fingers a few times.

“Oh my god,” he moaned.

She pulled them out. They’d stretched her ass
hole enough that it was gaping slightly. She put her hand on his
abdomen and pushed him away, making him wince as her soft, wet
flesh separated from his cock.

His dick sprang up, pointing, as with its own
intelligence, at her back hole.

“Put it in,” she whispered, smiling.

“Huh?”

“Put your dick into my ass,” she said. “It’ll
feel good I promise. I can’t let you fuck my pussy. I don’t want to
be worried for the next three weeks.”

He gave another vigorous nod. His whole body was
shaking. Palms sweating, heart thundering in his chest. Plying her
ass apart with his thumbs he pressed the head of his cock against
her sphincter. “Is…is that okay?” he asked.

“It’s fine. Come on, you’ve got to be a little
more…assertive,” she said.

Assertive was the last thing he felt he could
be. All he wanted to do was get on his knees and thank her with
tears in his eyes for what she was doing. But there was a thing to
be done still. And she wanted assertive. He did his best. Jabbing
his hips forward he poked the head of his dick at her orifice. The
head of his cock mashed against it, smashing up, until the force of
his thrust overcame the resistance of the tight ring. It slipped in
at last, just as the heat of frustration began to rise at the back
of his neck.

The feeling of her sphincter closing around him,
the first human hole he’d entered, was beyond anything he’d
imagined. So tight and hot, squeezing him in a slow rhythm like a
milking machine pumping a cow’s udder. He groaned. His body shook
and he jabbed himself a little deeper.

“That’s good,” she whispered, looking over her
shoulder at him. I like that. Do it more like that.” Her hand
dipped between her legs and he heard her start flicking
herself.

He staggered forward. His stiff shaft
disappeared into her back channel.

“Yeah, yeah,” she panted. “Can you try to fuck
it in and out a few more times before you come? I think I can get
off like this.”

Oh god. Ohgodohgodohgod.

That got him all kinds of revved up. He was
going to make a woman, this beautiful woman come from
fucking her ass. And on his first time. He was in heaven. Better
than heaven. Better than anything. Squeezing his ass cheeks to try
not to come he started thrusting back and forth in and out of
her.

“Oh. Yeah. Good. Can you do it harder?” she
asked.

“Mreh…” he grunted. “I’m…I’m so close. I don’t
know if…”

She shut him up by tightening her sphincter
around his dick. Grabbed his hands and yanked them to her chest,
smacking them against her tits. “Squeeze. Can you squeeze?” she
panted.

Not thinking he squeezed her tits hard. “Oh
shit! Sorry,” he panted.

“No! Good. That’s good. Again.”

Eyes wide he dug his fingers into her soft tits
again. His hips were jack-hammering back and forth.

“Okay! Yeah. Yes. Yes…yes,” she said, the pitch
of her voice climbing steadily with each exclamation. Her fingers
were making wet sounds at her snatch and the whole room smelled
like her sex. “Now! Blow it in me!” she ordered, squeezing her eyes
shut tight.

“Gah!” he shouted. Switch. Click. Boom!
His cock cocked, spat, then recoiled as a burst of the most intense
pleasure he’d ever felt soaked his brain. He looked down, feeling
like he was outside of himself, watching the involuntary motion of
his penis twitching as he unloaded into her dank channel.

Her body shuddered and she lost her balance,
falling forward, tits splaying onto the desk as she twitched from
her own orgasm.

He rubbed and dug into her, furiously scrubbing
at the ferocious pleasure, until his turgidity failed him, and he
was just mashing a soft noodle in and out of her crack.

She started giggling on the desk. Put her
fingers on his pelvis. “Okay. Okay. That’s okay. I think that’s
it,” she said, the giggle turning into a laugh.

He blushed with happiness and embarrassment,
pulling his soft, slimy prick out of her. It smacked against his
thigh. It was lecherous, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from
her stretched hole. He watched his own slime ooze out of it and
drip onto her jeans. He caught her looking at him. “Sorry,” he
muttered, finally pulling his gaze away.

She shook her head. “It’s okay,” she whispered.
“You like seeing it?”

He nodded.

“Just look at it then. Whatever. Here,” she
said. She grabbed his hand and pressed his index finger against her
hole. “Put it in. Just don’t get any near my pussy, okay?”

“Okay,” he muttered. His head was spinning
again. He eased his finger inside, where it was so warm and squishy
it made his cock lurch again. It was a disgustingly delicious
feeling. He fucked it in and out a few times before pulling it out
and staring, wide-eyed, at the yellowish seed covering it.

“Hey,” she said, pushing him away. “Want to see
something nasty?”

His eyes went wide as she spun around and
dropped to her knees.

“You like nasty?” she asked.

“I think so,” he said.

That made her giggle. “Course you do,” she said.
“You’re a guy.” She grabbed his wrist again, opened her mouth and
slowly worked her lips over his dirty finger. She licked and sucked
it, gazing up into his eyes, which could find no anchor for his
gaze: the pink of her tongue, scooping up the tinted cum from
inside her ass? The dull, approval-seeking gray of her eyes?

Finally, smiling, she pulled it out of her mouth
all cleaned off. Task accomplished, as though she had filed
something and double-checked it, and now considered it completed,
she got up. With a secretarial efficiency, she pulled her underwear
and pants up over her ass, tucked her tits back into her bra with a
practiced motion, and put her shirt back on.

Only when she was fully dressed did he realize
his dick was still out, and that he was standing like a goon,
slack-jawed, staring at her. He scrambled to stuff it back into his
pants.

She smiled at him. A smile that nearly broke
him. He’d remember that smile forever. He swore he would. Then she
leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the cheek. “Pretty good
for a first time, stud. Sorry I couldn’t let you fuck my cooch. I
hate worrying about being pregnant.”

Which confirmed for him that this was definitely
not her first rodeo. How often did she do this?

“Want to try and get some work done?” she
asked.

He nodded. He was so focused the rest of the
night that together they finished the entire last section of the
yearbook.

Chapter Four

He’d been wringing his hands and pacing the
small office for the last twenty-five minutes. Julie was late again
but that was nothing new. He sure as hell wasn’t going to say
anything. Not with what she was letting him do to her.

They’d fucked three times in the last two
weeks.

He’d realized after the third that she was
getting something from this, too. Some kind of perverse (or perhaps
not) pleasure of ‘helping him out.’ Or maybe it was ‘stringing him
along.’ He didn’t know which. He didn’t even know how he felt about
her. She was hot, sure. And she was easy. That part gave him pause.
But he’d started thinking more and more about where he stood with
her. Were they dating? Was she even into him? Or did she just enjoy
toying with him? He hadn’t had the courage to ask. The last thing
he wanted was the pleasure tap turned off because of his mouth.

But it bugged him late at night. He’d always
thought of himself as a stand-up guy. Someone who’d take care of
the woman he ended up with. And he didn’t necessarily want to end
up with Julie. But he sure as hell didn’t feel like he was taking
care of her. And that grated on him.

So for the last few days he’d been working up
the courage, to just ask her outright what the deal was. He’d
talked himself into believing that if it scared her off he’d be
okay with that. At least it would be better than the limbo he was
currently in.

But that pleasure tap…boy did he not want that
sucker turned off. His dreams were filled with visions of fucking
Julie against the desk. Of poking his cock into her tight ass and
unloading inside it. It was pretty much all he could think about.
His schoolwork had suffered. His English literature professor had
even pulled him into office hours about it. He’d written it off as
personal issues and promised he’d be doing better. But this…this
thing with Julie wasn’t helping him. It was hurting him. It took up
too much space in his mind.

More space, ironically, than not
getting laid had taken up in his mind.

He jumped when the door flapped open and Julie
came whizzing in, giggling. She swung it and it slammed as it
shut.

“Shit you scared me!” he said, breathing
heavily. “Everything okay?”

“Fine,” she said, still laughing as she came to
stand in front of him. She put her hand on the back of his neck and
pulled him into a kiss. Her mouth was hot and there was a bead of
sweat on her upper lip. It was a little nasty, but everything about
Julie was a little nasty. And hot.

She pulled away and smiled as she gazed into his
eyes. “I’ve been thinking about you,” she whispered before biting
down on her lip.

His heart swelled. “Really?” he asked, eyes
wide.

“Yeah,” she said, nodding. “I want your cock in
my ass again.” She pulled him down and kissed him again, her hand
rising between his legs to cup his balls.

So aggressive.

He felt himself caving almost instantly. Maybe
what he’d been thinking about, agonizing over, could wait. Maybe he
could just get one more fix. Yeah. He could do that. Have nasty sex
with his who-knew-what…friend with benefits? He’d ask her after
they finished, and he wouldn’t let it slide.

He definitely wouldn’t leave it until he saw her
again in a few days.

As she pulled away from him her fingers started
working at the buttons on her shirt. She was hungry.

He thought he could smell her wetting sex. Was
that just his imagination? “We better lock the door.”

“Wait,” she said, grabbing his wrist. “Don’t.
It’ll be more dangerous.”

“What?” he asked, mouth agape. “What if someone
walks in?”

She got up on her tiptoes and licked the side of
his neck. “What if?” she whispered.

His cock was already swelling. Jutting out from
his jeans as it hardened.

She threw her shirt on the ground and unhooked
her bra.

His eyes dropped to her tits and stayed there.
They swayed and seemed to inflate with each passing moment: pert,
enormous. He fantasized about spilling his cum all over them, but
that would have required far more willpower - to leave the liquid,
filthy heat of her ass - than he possessed.

She started fumbling with his belt and jeans,
dropped his pants and tugged on his cock. A big smile lit up her
face. “I missed this guy,” she said, giving him a few rough jerks.
Then she dropped to her knees, tossing her head to one side to
clear her hair from her face.

There was the look seared into his mind: the
strained, sideways glance of her eyes as she stuffed his engorged
cock into her face. She always moved her head side to side so his
cock head pushed her cheek out, a performance, deliberate and slutty, all for
him. His girl-not-girl on her knees pleasuring him. The
thought of it made him throb when he was alone.

She did it a few more times, fist closed around
his shaft, close to her lips, chasing the heat of her mouth up,
announcing it on the way down. The smell of his dampened cock, her
spit, and the acrid trickle of precum that was dripping into her
throat, met his nose and sent a ripple of confused, filthy pleasure
through him.

He groaned and put a hand on the back of her
head. He’d dared to do this the last time and had been well
rewarded for it.

Today was no different. Eagerly obeying him she
straightened her head and proceeded to stuff his dick into her
throat until her nose touched his pelvis and he felt her heated,
struggling breath cascading over his skin and into the thicket of
his pubic hair.

“Oh fuck,” he whispered as the inside of her
throat closed around the head of his cock.

She eased her mouth off of his muscle and wiped
the saliva off her lips with her finger. She gave his cock a few
more jerks with her hand, lubricating the entire shaft with the
deep, thick spit that had worked its way up form the back of her
throat, and the milky precum that swirled within it. Then she
jumped up, spun around and bent over the table, to reach around and
grab both her ass cheeks and spread herself for him.

He gazed down at her gaping orifice. The sight,
and the promise that it would squeeze him as tightly as her throat
had, beckoned him to enter. The thought fluttered through his mind
that he was being weak about this. That he should put his penis
away and sit her down for a serious conversation about where they
stood. It was quickly followed by a curiosity about whether any man
in his situation would possess the guts to do that?

She grabbed his cock and tugged him closer, an
impatience in her fingers. He stepped up, his resolve to pause the
situation wavering.

“Can you do something for me?” she asked.

“Uh…sure,” he said.

“Get on your knees.”

“What?”

“Get on your knees.”

He had no idea what she wanted but the promise
of a tight hole proved irresistible. As he got on his knees she put
her hand on the back of his head and pulled him closer. “What are
you doing?” he said, looking up and trying not to seem
panicked.

“I want you to eat my ass,” she said.

His cock jumped at the request. Eat her ass?
That was…disgusting. It was disgusting in any other situation,
something he never imagined. And yet...

Was it? Once he was on his knees, and her ass
billowed above him, fleshy and spread by her painted fingernails,
the pink of her hole within reach, a survey of his two competing
heads revealed it wasn’t quite as disgusting as his frontal lobe
made it out to be. He moved his hands to spherical flesh of her asscheeks and
pushed on them, burying her hands in her own flesh, pinned by his.
He stuck his tongue out, tentatively, and licked around her
bumpy rim.

“Mmm,” she purred, then looked over her
shoulder. “Can you really get in there, though? I really like
that.”

This made him a tiny bit apprehensive. But
novice that he was, and given all she’d done for him, he obliged.
He shoved his tongue into her cave, the strange sensation of
metallic flesh, unusually firm, rubbery and then suddenly soft,
tasting of taboo, entered his mouth.

She took his hands away from her ass cheeks,
shoving them away with an unexpected strength. Her rollicking flesh
closed around his face. Then she did a few small squats up and
down, and he was suddenly the tool of her pleasure: he was not
eating her ass. She was exploring his tongue with the inside of her
anus.

He felt her body shudder.

She grabbed a small fistful of his hair and
pulled him away. “Okay. Get up and get in before it dries out too
much.”

He stood, a little stunned by what he’d just
done. He stared at her slightly stretched cavity.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked in a
breathy voice over her shoulder. “Door’s not locked, remember?
Better get it while you can.” She finished the sentence with a
giggle.

So, succumbing to his lust, he waddled forward,
cock in hand, and mashed it against the hole she was holding open
for him. Groaned as he slid in easily, lubricated by her earlier
throating. His nuts slapped against the moist slough of her pussy
and a shiver raced up his spine. He’d been dreaming of getting in
there, into where the sweet scent of her arousal dripped, into the
soft liquid flesh. Her ass was great and everything, and he wasn't
complaining, but he could only imagine how good her cunt would
feel.

“Can you fuck me hard this time? Like, really
tear my ass apart.”

He groaned at her crude dirty talk. Gripping her
hips, he set his jaw and resolved to give her what she wanted. He
got about two dozen thrusts in before the nagging tickle in his
shaft turned into a boil, demanding satisfaction and threatening to
expel his seed into her anal cavity.

“You’re doing good,” she said, panting over the
table. “Can you fuck harder?”

“Fuck, Julie,” he groaned. “Fuck you feel so
good.” The last few times they’d coupled he’d joined her in voicing
his pleasure using expletives. Swearing wasn’t normally his thing.
But doing it while he was fucking made it feel dirtier. In a good
way.

“That mean you’re gonna’ come?” she asked
casually.

A tiny whisper of shame washed over him, cooling
his fervor. Like a ghost had floated through the room. “I think I
can go a little longer,” he said.

She stuffed her hand between her legs and
started flicking herself. She slapped her vagina a few times before
digging her fingers between her labia and mashing on her clit,
emitting sticky, wet slurps that drove him wild.

He started up again, pumping and thinking of his
shame, nestled inside her impatient, dismissive words. She hadn’t
meant it that way. She wasn’t cruel.

But ruminating on it kept him from spilling a
little while longer.

Julie spread her legs wider. She lay down on the
table and stuffed her fingers deep into her pussy. She groaned as
she started fucking herself with them. “Oh god I bet two guys at
once would feel amazing,” she moaned.

His cock bulged in her rectum.

She groaned at the sensation. “Would you do that
ever?” she panted, staring straight ahead at the wall. “I’ve asked
so many guys and no one’s into it.” She mewled as he jammed his
muscle deep into her guts. Her fingers started fucking faster.

How many fucking guys has she done this
with?!?

The question hit him out of left field. Left him
reeling as he tried to maintain his rhythm. The thought of being
buried deep inside her ass with another man inside her pussy sent
an erotic thrill rushing through him. “Oh fuck!” he grunted.

“Yeah…yeahyeahyeaaaaaaa…” she mewled as she
started coming.

His cock exploded spraying semen deep into her
interior. The now familiar pleasure of his world narrowing, his
sole focus the contractions between his legs, engulfed him. He
focused on the sensation of his glans rubbing along the textured
walls of her back hole, as if she were ribbed for his pleasure
alone.

Her ass squeezed him tightly, milking a copious
load out of his prick before she collapsed onto the table a sweaty,
panting mess.

As his orgasm eased he stumbled forward and
half-fell on top of her. He stared at her profile, blushing at how
intimately they were connected despite barely knowing each
other.

After a while she smiled and opened her eyes.
“We might be pushing our luck here,” she said.

“Oh. Shit. Right. Right.” He pulled his
deflating cock out of her rear and pulled his pants up over it.
Greedily, he watched as she did the same. He saw the tiniest
trickle of his emission come leaking from the small, pulsing gape,
right before she pulled her jeans over her backside.

She spun around and blow a sharp breath upwards
to get the bangs out of her eyes. Then she smiled. “Hey what are
you doing tonight?” she asked.

“Uh…we were going to work, weren’t we?”

She looked around the office and shrugged. “I
guess. But we’re almost all done, aren’t we?”

“We gotta organize all this stuff so we can get
it to the printers,” he said.

“How about we come in to finish it this weekend?
Sunday? There’s a party I want you to take me to.”

His heart skipped a beat. This was it. The
perfect opening to ask his question. He soothed his dancing nerves
with a deep breath. “Hey can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” she said with a shrug.

“Are we, like, dating?” He felt his cheeks
heat.

She glanced sideways. The first time he’d seen
her anything close to nervous. Or speechless. She let out an
awkward laugh before looking at him again. “I’m, uh…I’m not really
into having a boyfriend right now,” she admitted.

His thumping heart slowed and sank lower in his
chest. He tried not to let his shoulders slump. He must have not
done a very good job. The look she had on her face nearly made him
walk out of the room and never come back. Pity. She felt sorry for
him. Was this the really the whole reason she’d been fucking him?
He felt pathetic.

“It’s nothing personal,” she said. “It’s not
you. It’s me.”

Wonderful.

“I just…we’re so young, you know? I kind of want
to keep my options for a while. Besides. You’re such a nice
guy.”

What was that supposed to mean? He
flinched when she took his hand in hers but managed not to pull it
away.

“Come on, Liam. Come to the party with me.
You’re not gonna’ find a girlfriend if you’re not out there
looking, you know?”

He somehow fought back the urge to tell her he
had the girl he liked right here. Was grateful that he’d found the
strength not to say it. He didn’t even know if he really liked her
or if it was just the sex. Maybe he just wanted to like her,
because of the sex. Either way, there was a tiny flicker of rot at
the center of it all.

“What do you say?” She blinked at him,
alluringly.

What was there to say? What choice did a dorky
yearbook editor have when a sexy, slutty girl was trying to drag
him to a party on a Friday night? Sorry, but I should finish these
edits?

“Yeah. Totally. Let’s hit it. Where’re we
headed?” Her soft smile doused his brain with a fresh wash of
dopamine. He let himself be dragged out of the office, slamming the
door as he left.

Chapter Five

Present Day

The way Liza was looking at him made him want to
take it all back. He suddenly felt extremely naked and extremely
vulnerable. And not in a psychologizing kind of way. Just…exposed.
More exposed than he ever wanted to feel. “Too far?” he asked.

She finally closed her mouth and swallowed. She,
too was naked. Sitting cross-legged on the bed with her tits
sagging slightly from her chest, her legs perfectly framing the
coarse and wiry hairs of her thick, dark bush. “That’s certainly
some story,” she said, eyes darting to the side.

He didn’t know why but some dark part of him
enjoyed her reaction. She’d been knocked off balance. And while
that hadn’t been his intention, he liked that he’d finally done it.
He had finally nudged her off her game.

She wasn’t running around tearing her hair out
out-of-control. But she certainly didn’t look like she was in the
driver’s seat anymore, either. He felt bad for enjoying it. “Okay,
it was too much. I’m sorry. It’s just…this is…this is what I was
worried about.”

“I’m not jealous,” she quickly said. Too
quickly.

“I’m not saying you are. But I’ve obviously
upset you.”

She furrowed her brow into a thoughtful
expression. Pulled the covers up and over herself.

“Well, that’s not fair,” he said.

“What’s not?”

He got up and donned his underwear. “I’m not
going to sit here and have this conversation naked while you’re
under the covers,” he said before getting back onto the bed. He lay
down on his back, head on the pillow.

“Oh,” she said absently. “Sure. Whatever.” She
bowed her head and got lost in her own thoughts for a few
minutes.

He gave her time, knowing she’d come around
eventually. She was probably cognitive-behavior-therapying
herself.

After a while she took a deep breath and sat up
straighter. “So…you liked that? You liked that she was that…dirty?”
she asked.

He groaned, rolled his eyes and looked up at the
ceiling. “Liz, I was a virgin and in my early twenties. Did I like
that this woman was offering herself up for me to use? I mean…yes.
Did I like…being that nasty? I obviously didn’t hate it. Look
this…this sharing seemed like a good idea but I’ve obviously said
too much. This doesn’t feel tremendously erotic anymore. Do you
want to just take a rain check? I don’t mind if you do.”

She thought for a moment. “Can we continue the
conversation? See where it takes us? Because that’s not all of it,
is it? There’s more to it than that. I couldn’t see how just that
would trigger this…fantasy that you have.”

He sighed. He did not want to continue the
conversation. He did not want to dig out all this old shit and lay
bare every single last secret he had. Hadn’t she said it was okay
for people to have secrets? That they didn’t have to know
everything about each other? But the way she was looking at him
made him pretty damn certain she wanted to know. She’d let it go
this time but she’d bring it up again. And it wasn’t really fair to
have brought her this far only to leave her hanging. He wouldn’t
like that if she’d done it to him. “Fine,” he finally said.

“Only if you want to,” she insisted.

“I want to,” he lied. There was no way they were
having sex that evening. Not after all this. He wasn’t about to
pretend to go to sleep at nine in the evening. He’d be tossing and
turning for hours.

“Okay. Whenever you’re ready.”

He stifled a sigh, put his hands behind his head
and laced his fingers. He closed his eyes and tried to sort his
thoughts into some sort of order, sinking back into the past and
drinking from the cup of angst that was suddenly full again after
so many years. It brought the heady rush of lust he’d nearly
forgotten.

“Okay. So we get to the party…

Twenty-five years earlier

They were standing in front of a frat house. It
looked like every single light in the place was on. People were
spilling out the front door and onto the large porch, swaying as
they walked, leaning on friends, obviously drunk.

Exactly the sort of situation he hated.

He turned and looked at Julie.

She smiled. “Looks like fun, huh?”

He managed a weak smile. It didn’t. It didn’t
look like anything close to his idea of fun. But he’d always
thought of himself as a nice guy. And here was this girl that had
been so kind to him, so giving in the nastiest way. Was he really
going to tell her to shove it and go home? That wasn’t a nice guy
move at all. And there was, of course, his other head doing it’s
own thinking. Like, if he didn’t do this for her would she cut him
off? He felt horrible even having the thought. “Looks alright.” It
was as close as he could get to agreeing without an outright
lie.

She smiled wider. “Not really your scene, huh?”
she asked.

He smirked at being called out. “How can you
tell?”

She laughed a little and took his hand.

His insides warmed at her touch. It made him
feel better about being there. He looked down at their joined hands
and wondered if maybe there was more there than she was admitting.
He tried not to let himself get carried away with the thought as
she led him toward the front door.

“Jules? Julie!”

They both turned their heads toward the voice
that had called Julie’s name. There was a blonde girl running
across the large lawn in front of the house and waving at them.

Julie’s hand shot up and she waved back. She let
go of his hand, turned and walked back down the steps of the
porch.

Not sure what to do, he followed.

The blonde put her arms around Julie and they
hugged.

He felt awkward walking up to them and standing
there with his hands in his pockets. The blonde seemed a little
tipsy already. As she pulled away from Julie she looked at him and
scrunched up her nose. “Who’s this?” she asked.

Julie smiled at him. “This is Liam. The yearbook
guy, remember?”

“Oh…” the blonde said, her funny look stretching
into a grin.

A bolt of panic and shame shot through him.
Had…had Julie told this girl about them? How embarrassing if she
had.

“Liam, this is Brenda.”

Brenda offered a hand, which he took and shook
twice. He looked sideways, unable to hold her stare. A stare
stripped of inhibitions and perhaps containing a hint of lust?

Was that possible? He looked to Julie,
wondering how she felt about it.

She was still looking at him with a smile.

“You guys get a drink yet?” Brenda asked.

“Not yet,” Julie replied.

“Come on. There’s a keg in the back of the
house.” She grabbed both their hands, inserted herself between them
and dragged them back up the steps and into the house.

They walked through the milling crowds. It
looked like half the football team was there. Huge guys, some of
whom he recognized from their yearbook pictures. Most of them were
surrounded by sorority girls in too-short skirts.

Brenda dragged them into the sunroom where the
keg was. Three guys, each of them at least six-foot five, were
standing around it. They turned and looked at him and Brenda and
Julie as they approached. One of them grinned. “Nice,” he said,
giving an approving nod.

“Hey ladies,” the guy with his hand on the keg
pump said. “Who’s your friend?” He didn’t seem hostile or anything.
Just…aggressive. In that young-man-pumped-full-of-testosterone sort
of way. Where even saying ‘hi’ was some kind of assertion of
dominance.

“This is Liam,” Brenda said. “Corey, Troy and…”
she narrowed her eyes as she looked at the third guy.

“Mitch,” the guy said.

“Mitch. Right,” Brenda said, snapping her
fingers and pointing at him. “You guys think you can hook us
up?”

Corey, Troy and Mitch all chuckled. “Depends
what you want,” Corey said, his eyes running down first Brenda,
then Julie.

Brenda’s smile turned sly. “What are you
serving?”

Julie seemed unperturbed.

Liam knew this was just flirting. What he was so
painfully bad at. He’d always hated it. It all felt so fake
and…stupid. Couldn’t people just talk? Did it have to be laced with
innuendo right off the bat?

“Well we’ve got beer. Lots of that,” Corey said,
patting the keg.

“The other shit?” Mitch asked. “That all depends
how thick and long you like it.”

So much for innuendo.

He somehow resisted the urge to wince at what
Mitch had said. He felt a strange confusion. Should he protect
these girls' honor? Was that what a Real Man would do? Was he
supposed to be feeling vaguely offended like he was? Was this some
dominance move, some way for Corey, Troy and Mitch to show him who
was really in charge? Of the beer and everything else?

This was why he hated parties like this.

“I think we’ll just take the beer for now,”
Brenda said with a giggle.

Troy grabbed three red plastic cups and started
pumping beer into them. Corey and Mitch stood there ogling the
girls. “There you go, bro,” Troy said, handing him a cup. He passed
one each to Brenda and Julie.

“Thanks,” Brenda said, taking a sip. “We were
uh…we were just going to…”

“Yeah, yeah,” Mitch interrupted. “Go enjoy the
party. Shit’s boring back here.”

“Cool,” Brenda replied.

Julie hadn’t said a thing this whole time. The
three of them turned and started to walk back into the fracas. “Hey
I’m gonna’…you know,” Julie said. “Cruise around.”

“Yeah for sure. I’ll babysit,” Brenda said,
giggling.

He blushed at that. Was this how Julie had
described him to Brenda? Something like a child that needed
minding?

“She’s just kidding,” Julie said. A little too
condescendingly for his taste. Don’t worry. Yeah, you’re the
butt of the joke but it’s not a very mean one. “I’ll catch up
with you guys in a bit.” She walked off into the crowd.

Brenda looked up at him with a rosy smile. “You
want to go hang out somewhere?” she asked.

He hid behind his cup and took a sip of his
beer. “Sure,” he muttered.

She grabbed his hand and started dragging him
toward the stairs.

He cast a glance out over the swarm of people
trying to see if he could find Julie. Why’d she invite him to this
stupid party only to disappear? His resentment started to grow as
he climbed the stairs. He released it with a few deep breaths.
Being in a shitty mood all night wasn’t going to help him.

When they got up to the second floor landing
Brenda made a hard right and started poking her head into half-open
bedroom doors until she found one that was empty. She pulled him in
and turned off the overhead light. He heard her walk, with the same
kind of clumpy, sexual efficiency as Julie, over to the lamp on one
of the night stands and turned that on. The lamp cast the room in a
dim, orange glow. She set her beer cup down, turned to him and
smiled.

A nervousness worked through him at the way she
was looking at him. Like she had intentions.

“So, uh, what do you want to do up here?” he
asked.

She shrugged and sauntered over to where he was
standing. With a ruthless casualness, she took his beer cup out of
his hand and led him toward the bed. She set the cup down next to
hers - he noted that she arranged it, with a kindred
compulsiveness, so that its circumference aligned with that of her
own - before pulling him, with alien recklessness, to sit on the
bed next to her.

Suddenly he felt like he was a lot younger and
playing a game of seven minutes of heaven.

“Julie says you were a virgin until she let you
put it in her ass,” she said.

His nuts and stomach tightened. He coughed out a
breath, not knowing what to say as humiliation drenched through
him. “Nice,” he finally muttered. “I’ll have to thank her for
that.”

“You don’t have to feel bad about it, you know?”
she said.

“Thanks. I don’t,” he replied. This was all
stupid. Why was he even still here? He made to get up. “You know I
think I might just head home and…”

“Stay,” Brenda said, putting a hand on his
thigh.

Her touch, like Julie’s, was magic. Cemented him
in place with the promise it might be followed by something more
intimate. Something that would release him from himself for a few
glorious minutes. Maybe even ten if he could hold it. The promise
of an escape from all of his stupid thoughts. A retreat from
reality like no other between a woman’s thighs. “Why?” he
croaked.

“Julie said you were cute,” she offered quietly.
“She was right.”

He looked at her sideways. “Thanks,” he said,
trying not to sound sullen.

“She says you’re real smart, too.”

He snorted a laugh. “You and her are real close,
huh? Hey you think she’s alright down there?”

“Jules? Oh yeah she’s fine,” she laughed.

“She just…mingling and stuff?”

“Mingling?” she asked, giggling. “What are you,
forty at a cocktail party?”

He blushed.

“I’m just kidding,” Brenda said almost
immediately. “You’re real sensitive, huh?”

He stifled a groan. What a wonderful thing to be
called by a woman. He looked over at her. She wasn’t so bad
herself. Blonde and bubbly. She had a petite frame with a small but
nice shaped rack. Narrow waist and hips that would catch your eye
if you saw her walking down the street. Didn’t seem too bright,
though. “So what’s your major?” he asked.

She giggled. “I’m kind of all over the
place.”

“All over the place?” he asked.

“Undeclared for now. I just take classes that
seem easy. I’m not very good at school.” She followed the admission
up with a giggle.

Yeah. Not too bright. The fastidiousness of her
cup placement suddenly seemed like a lie.

“Why are you here then?” He almost cringed when
the words came out of his mouth. Why was he so bad at this?
“I mean…I didn’t mean…”

She laughed it off. “It’s okay. I don’t know. I
don’t know what the hell I’m going to do. I just like to party, you
know?”

“Yeah. No. I don’t. I don’t know what that’s
like,” he said, shaking his head.

She laughed again. “Yeah I can tell,” she said.
“You having a bad time?”

He shrugged. His cock twitched when she rubbed
his leg. He wanted to shuffle away from her but that power, that
magic of a woman’s touch kept him planted on the bed. “It’s
alright,” he said.

“Can I try to make it better?” she asked.

He looked over at her and their eyes met. Hers
were filled with lust. She moved his hand up his leg. All his
worries and inhibitions melted under her gaze. He leaned to the
side and closed his eyes and…

“Hey guys?”

His eyes snapped open just as the overhead light
came on. There was a guy standing in the door, a girl behind him.
“Hey sorry to kill the mood or whatever but this is my room. And,
uh, I kind of need it.” The girl behind him laughed.

Brenda joined her. She stood up, handed Liam his
beer and took hers off the nightstand, grabbing his free hand and
dragging him to the door. “Have fun,” she said, giggling as they
squeezed past the guy and his hookup. She pulled him down the hall
where the lights were off and the party wasn’t quite as loud. It
was empty and the lights were off in most of the rooms. She pushed
lightly on one of the doors and peered inside. She gasped
quietly.

He peered over her shoulder, wondering what
she’d been surprised by. He nearly dropped his beer when he laid
eyes on Julie on her knees with her tits out.

There was a black guy standing in front of her
with his pants down. His cock was out and she had one hand around
it. It was huge, reaching nearly halfway down the guy’s thigh. She
was kissing the head like it was a king’s ring, just worshiping it
with her lips and gazing straight up into his eyes.

A tornado of emotions swirled inside him.
Something he’d thought about a few times while he’d been fucking
her popped to the front of his mind. How often does she do this
with guys? The scene in front of him hinted at the answer: a
lot.

Anguish and jealousy tugged at the bottom of his
stomach. He wanted to drop his drink and storm out the front door.
Drop out of college so he wouldn’t have to deal with ever having to
see or hear from Julie again. Even though they weren’t dating, a
feeling of betrayal - as black as the man she was sucking off -
wound its way around his core and squeezed.

How could she be like this? How could she be so
promiscuous and so unromantic? Didn’t she feel anything for
him? Didn’t she care if she hurt him?

Which only made him feel worse. Mister
sensitive having his feelings. It was as if the words had
actually been sung aloud by the trio of guys gathered around the
keg, by Julie, by Brenda.

But, inexplicably, his cock started to rise. A
slow but relentless throbbing emanated from between his legs and
pulsed through his whole body. As much as he wanted to tear them
away, he couldn’t take his eyes off of Julie with that fat, black
dick in her mouth.

Brenda spun around, giggling silently into her
hand. Beer sloshed out of her cup and down the front of her shirt.
She looked down as she tried to wipe up the mess. As she did, her
eyes locked on the bulge at his crotch before darting up to meet
his. Something wicked flashed through them. She grabbed his cup and
set it, along with hers, down on a side table. There were no pains
taken to align them this time, and he felt a squeeze of terror: she
was now unhinged, this Brenda.

When he backed away from the door she grabbed
his wrist and pulled him back, then spun around. With her other
hand she groped her way across his lap until she found the bulge.
Her palm settled on it.

Just like that he was locked into the moment.
Frozen, his eyes locked on Julie, now sucking that fat, black hose
to life. His feet were rooted to the floor by Brenda’s soft
caresses along his shaft.

Far above his head floated the idea that this
was somehow very wrong. That watching Julie suck another man’s dick
while getting fondled by this girl he’d barely met was…immoral. Or
something. That he’d feel bad about it once it was over and the
thrill was gone, but what he felt bad about in the moment was that
he felt so good watching it.

He cut himself a little slack for not being able
to just walk away from the real life mashup of all the dirtiest wet
dreams he’d ever had. Porn he believed existed (nerds, at this
point, had long been sharing grainy, poorly-lit porn on the
internet with ashamed abandon) but never dared to watch. It was too
premeditated to see filth that way. But this was different.

As the black dick unfurled, seemingly capable of
growing forever, the guy it belonged to gave a nod toward the
bed.

Julie scrambled to her feet, peeled her pants
and underwear down and pulled apart the ass he’d fucked just a few
hours earlier. She was dirtier than the dirtiest dirty, offering
herself to this stranger with drying cum probably still caked
inside her.

“I don’t do that shit,” the guy said. He reached
down, grabbed her arm and flipped her over onto her back.

Liam’s eyes widened as he watched Julie’s
reaction. As she stared at the guy massaging his dark prick and
climbing onto the bed, she didn’t protest or tell him he
had to use the back door because she
wasn’t on anything. Instead she kept her eyes glued to his meat and
licked her lips. Her thighs parted. With the tiniest bit of
hesitation, but they spread nonetheless. “Okay but you gotta’ pull
out ‘cause I’m not…”

“Yeah, yeah,” the black guy said.

At the same moment, Brenda's fingers found
Liam’s zipper. She grabbed the tag and pulled it down.

He looked down at his crotch as the pressure
eased. His pants stretched and his cock bulged out with his
underwear. He sucked in a breath as Brenda’s fingers wiggled into
the fly and wrapped around his pulsing organ.

Beyond Brenda, the black guy had climbed onto
the bed and was leaning over Julie with his cock in hand. Julie’s
eyes were still glued to it, as if she couldn’t look away. Like she
was held in place by the same magic she used on Liam. The promise
of a sexual coupling that would submerge her in the same pleasure
she’d granted Liam.

Brenda turned to look at Liam over her shoulder.
“You’re so kinky,” she whispered with a giggle.

That threw Liam for a loop. Was he? He’d never
thought of himself that way. Having anal sex with Julie was pretty
wild, but he wasn't the architect of that scenario. It wasn’t
something he’d asked for or wanted, particularly. It was a
convenience. A loophole they used to get their jollies off while
avoiding the natural repercussions of a typical union.

But this? This was kinky. And he was as
aroused as he’d ever been. Seeing Julie’s legs waving in the air
above the flexing muscles of a black guy’s ass and being turned on
by it was kinky. Taboo, even.

To his shock, Brenda pulled her skirt up over
her ass. He looked down at the two pretty orbs of her butt cheeks
and his cock flexed in her hand. He knew what was coming. He knew
he should probably put a stop to it. This, too, was wrong, wasn’t
it? Having sex with Brenda after he’d just had sex with Julie? It
was so…promiscuous. But as she pulled her thong down, he felt the
wet heat emanating from her snatch on his cock head, like warm
breath from her lips. The ache between his legs doubled.

Out of the corner of his eye he caught sight of
Julie. Her expression looked pained, upper lip curled in a snarl.
She drew in a sharp breath.

His eyes darted to the reason. Mr. Meat had
breached her. The head of his cock, then the rest of his shaft,
disappeared up into the space between her legs he’d been denied.
Without a single protest, like he owned her or something.

Julie shuddered as the guy pushed his prick
fully into her. She stared into his eyes and her expression turned
helpless and delighted at once.

The guy leaned down, grabbed a tit and plopped
it between his lips.

Julie moaned as he suckled her.

“Hey,” Brenda whispered. “This is so hot. Put it
in me.”

He looked down again. She’d bent forward and he
could see the waxed, wavy lips of her pussy lubricated in a clear
mucus. Wrong, wrong, wrong, went the soft voice inside his
head. Do it, do it, do it, went the urgent, almost painful,
tension in his midriff. Despite himself, he stepped forward. The
head of his cock kissed her dewy lips.

She stepped back and with that motion brought
his flexing organ into her cunt and squeezed him with it.

“Holy fuck,” he said, his voice a shuddering
whisper.

Julie mewled again.

His head snapped up.

Her arms were wrapped around the guy's neck,
legs wrapped tightly around his waist as he rocked back and forth
in and out of her. A rough thrust made her cry out against his
chest.

The sticky-sweet wetness of Brenda’s tight pussy
sent surges of pleasure through Liam. He put his hands on her hips,
embracing the moment, drawing himself out and pushing back in
through the stifling hot web of flesh.

Brenda let out a soft breath. Her pussy clenched
again.

Liam let himself believe that she liked this.
That she liked the feeling of his cock inside her and that was the
source of her pleasure and not just the taboo thing they were doing
together. He couldn’t help but think a moment later that he was
just an accessory. A flesh dildo she was using to get off while
watching her friend get fucked by a black stud. Whichever it was,
he felt amazing. He batted away his doubts and resolved to
enjoy the moment, if not the aftermath.

The black guy was thrusting hard now. The bed
shaking, Julie trembling beneath him as he piled the dark column of
flesh into the stretched, pink lips of her pussy. The guy stuffed
his thumb into Julie’s mouth. She immediately started sucking on it
obediently, locking eyes with him.

Liam stifled a groan. Brenda’s snatch was too
much. He had to stop thrusting, clench his ass and take a deep
breath to keep himself from coming.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered over her
shoulder.

He clenched his teeth. “I’ve gotta…I’m…if I
don’t I’ll…”

Her eyes darted side to side. Was she nervous
about something? “Just…whatever. I’m almost there,” she said,
giving his cock another squeeze. She brought her hand to her crotch
and started rubbing.

Slowly and as carefully as he could he drew
himself out and slipped in again. Every glide into her soft, wet
walls felt excruciatingly amazing. He looked at Julie again.

She was moaning in time with the guy’s thrusts,
her head buried in his chest again, fingernails sinking into his
biceps, his back.

Liam gasped as the guy pulled out and held just
the head of his cock inside her. Brenda slid back onto him at the
moment he saw the black cock start to flex. A second later it
disappeared, buried inside Julie, hosing down her insides with
seed.

That view, and Brenda’s pussy spasming on his
own prick sent him over the edge.

Julie grabbed the guy's wrist and smacked his hand
down on her breast, bouncing back and forth. He clapped a hand over
her mouth as she came.

Liam looked down. The root of his own cock was
flexing. Pumping out gush after gush of ejaculate into Brenda’s
sex. His mind tightened onto the thought of Julie letting the black
guy come inside her. The thought solidified by the explosive
pleasure pulsing through him.

He swayed his hips back and forth in time with
Brenda’s gliding, savoring each contraction between his legs until
there were none left. As the incredible moment passed and receded,
a vacuum formed in his mind. It filled immediately with worry and
doubt about what he’d just done. He staggered backwards, falling
out of Brenda.
A glob of his own cum splattered out of her pussy and clung
to the thong dangling on her thighs, before falling to the ground
with a wet plop.

In the room the guy was still buried deep inside
Julie. They were kissing. A lover’s passionate kiss. Julie still
seemed lost.

“We should go,” Brenda whispered, backing out of
the door and easing it toward the frame. She pulled up her
underwear and covered her ass with her skirt, grabbed their beers
and giggled as she leaned up against his chest. “That was really
fun,” she said. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were smiling.
“You want to go out sometime?” she asked.

He looked down. His cock was still hanging out
through his fly. He quickly stuffed it back into his pants as
Brenda giggled some more. “Uh…sure,” he said. He had no idea what
was going on. He took the beer she offered, slammed it and wiped
his mouth with the back of his hand. “You want to go get some more
of this?” he asked, holding up the red plastic cup.

Brenda grabbed his hand and dragged him toward
the stairs.

Chapter Six

Present Day

He opened his eyes to find Liza staring at him.
She looked neither disturbed or amused. She did look sympathetic.
“What time is it?” he asked.

“Almost ten,” she said.

He realized then that his cock was pointing
straight up between his legs, stiff as a board, making a nice tent
pole for his underwear. He grabbed a corner of the comforter and
covered his lap with it.

“I don’t think you need to be ashamed of that,”
Liza said, glancing at his hand over his groin.

He smiled. “Thanks. I don’t think I am.”

She nodded. A few moments passed. “There was a
lot of angst in that story. A lot of…”

“I thought we said no psychologizing?” he
interrupted.

She scratched her chin. “Yeah. I guess,” she
replied.

Funny thing was, he didn’t resent her. He
actually felt a little better now that it was off his chest. “No.
It’s okay. Say what you were going to say.”

A soft smile formed on her lips. She lay down
next to him and turned off the bedside lamp.

The darkness was nice.

“What I was going to say,” she said, her voice
soft and low. “Was that you sexualized an experience that,
maybe…might have been a little hurtful?”

He wasn’t sure about that. “It’s not like Julie
and I were a thing,” he said.

“No, you weren’t,” she agreed. “But you had
some sort of feelings for her. I think we can agree on that
much?”

“Sure, I guess,” he said.

“Right. So — and there’s nothing wrong with this
— sometimes we embrace experiences that might be a little bit
hurtful so they don’t hurt us so much.”

He sighed. He didn’t like where this was going.
It was too close to something tender. Too personal. Too present,
and too far in the past, all at once. “Look…maybe you’re right. Or
maybe this is just some kind of weird kink that I have. That I’ve
always had. Maybe I had it before that even happened.”

“Maybe,” she agreed.

“So maybe there’s no point to digging around
looking for clues about where it came from. Maybe it just is what
it is and let’s leave it at that?”

She bit her lower lip and nodded. She looked to
the side and drew in a breath, then sighed. It looked like she had
something on her mind.

He gave her some time to think about it,
settling back into his own memories. It felt like so long ago when
all that stuff had happened. He hadn’t realized it was still with
him after all these years. Liza’s strange confession about
fantasizing about two guys had done things to him. It had
hanged him. Just thinking about it sent a not totally unpleasant
shiver down his back that made his cock tingle. The truth was that
whenever he thought about it, it got him excited.

It was raunchy, sure. But the part of it that
really ignited him was that she was so clinical about all this
psychological stuff. She was so put together, buttoned-up,
professional. Imagining all of that astringent professionalism on
her hands and knees, a sheen on her pussy broadcasting her true
thoughts as two strangers were about to fuck her really put the
wind in his sails.

Of course she’d never do it. But the
fantasy was exciting. The fantasy made him want to fuck. He looked
over at her, reaching out to touch her hand. A jolt shook him when
she smiled nervously, squeezed his hand, but then pulled away.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“Everything’s fine,” Liza said.

“Okay, sweetheart. Your turn. I can tell there’s
something in there,” he said, pointing to her forehead. “Not really
fair to make me do all this sharing and then keep all your secrets
to yourself, is it?” He grinned, knowing he had her. Her nervous
smile unsettled him again.

“I don’t know if we should…” she said, then
trailed off.

That made him worry. Now she seemed
really serious, like there was something wrong. Had he said
something that offended her? Was there something she needed to get
off her chest? He propped himself up on one arm. “Babe? Seriously.
You alright?”

She drew in a deep breath, then sighed. She
looked into his eyes with a sympathetic smile this time, touching
his cheek with her hand and scratching at his stubble with her
thumb. “Okay. I guess I have to do this.”

A wave of cold washed through him. “Liza? You’re
freaking me out here,” he said.

She shook her head. “Don’t freak out. It’s all
in the past, too.”

In the past? He did start freaking out. What the
hell was she about to say? Did she have some dark confession to
make? Christ, had she had an affair? And was she really going to
confess it like this? His mind started racing, coming up with
reactions, wondering what the right one would be. Anger?
Jealousy?

He pushed away the most frightening possibility:
lust. He took a few deep breaths to calm himself. This was okay. It
was in the past. Whatever it was they’d work through it.

What a fucking roller coaster this had all
turned into. He never should have said anything about Julie or
Brenda or any of that shit that had happened. “Babe. Come on. Don’t
do this to me. You can’t say something like that and then…”

She held up a hand. “I’m just trying to collect
my thoughts.” She closed her eyes and drew a breath.

He decided to get out ahead of it. If it had
been an affair he’d tell her it was alright. That it wouldn’t
change anything between them. Because maybe then she’d really tell
him the whole truth about it. That would sting like hell. But it
would be a hell of a lot better than wondering if she’d held back
because she thought…she maybe thought this would end them or
something.

“Look. If you had an affair it’s…I understand. I
mean I don’t…I don’t love it but…just tell me and everything’s
going to be…” He looked up to see her looking astonished. “Oh.”

“An affair, Liam? Are you serious? How
could you even think that? It’s so…it’s so disappointing that you
would even consider that I would do something like that.”

His heart slowed even as a slight shame washed
over him. “Shit,” he muttered. “I’m sorry. I just…I guess with what
we were talking about and then, well, then you said that…that
thing. About it being in the past.”

She shook her head and let out an exasperated
sigh but quickly collected herself and nodded. “No. Okay. Yeah. I
could see how you’d get that. But no. I’ve never had an
affair.”

He slumped back onto the bed. What the hell had
they gotten themselves into here?

She turned to look at him and her eyes looked
sad. “It was no affair. But it’s something…it’s something I’ve
struggled with whether I should tell you or not. I’ve…I mean the
ethics of it are…complicated and morally speaking…”

He touched her arm and looked her right in the
eye. “Just say it. We got this old together. We’ll get a little
older if I have anything to say about it.”

She flashed a sad smile and arched her brow.
Leaned in and kissed him and that closed all the distance he’d felt
building between them.

Whatever it was she had to say he’d still be
there when she’d said it. Of that he was certain.

Twenty-five years earlier

Brad burst into the party ahead of her. Fists
raised above his head, roaring at his buddies as they roared back.
It had been a big game. He deserved his celebration.

She couldn’t help rolling her eyes, though, and
she hoped no one had seen her. It was this kind of thing that made
her wonder what she was still doing with him. Yes, he was a big guy
and she’d always been into big guys. Yes, he was good in bed, and
she didn’t mind that either. Not the most attentive lover, but the
guy could fuck.

She cringed every time she thought of it that
way. But, as much as she liked to pretend she was above that stuff
— majoring in psychology and feeling like she knew
everything about her own drives — she knew she wasn’t. No
matter how smart or educated she prided herself on being she knew
there was an itch deep down that only one thing could scratch.

That was how she explained still being with Brad
to herself, anyways. It was convenient. She liked sex. He was a
beast in the sack and gave her what she needed. She’d break up with
him one of these days. Probably before she went off to grad school.
In the meantime why not have a steady hook-up? Dating was the
worst. So many things to iron out, cringey moments to get
through, and in the end, if it worked out, you were usually right
where you started.

She left him to his own devices and walked into
the kitchen. She was pleasantly surprised to find Marjorie there
with some cute, preppy-looking guy in a button down shirt
and…trousers.

She giggled to herself. He looked so out of
place. He wasn’t just cute, either. He was handsome. Intelligence lurked in his
eyes. Sure, he could only have looked more out of place in
the frat house if he’d been carrying a briefcase. But he was
intriguing because of that. He had a good smile. An honest
smile.

She sauntered over and smiled at Marjorie. “Hey
Marj,” she said.

“Liz!” Marj squeaked. She set down her drink on
the counter and threw her arms around Liza’s neck, pressed her
cheek against hers, and gave her a big hug.

The two pulled away and smiled at each
other.

Liza looked over at Marj’s friend. She stepped
back from Marj and extended her hand. “Hey. I’m Liza.” Her insides
warmed as he smiled wider. He really was handsome. And different.
Different than anyone else there that evening. She felt a pull to
get to know him a bit better.

“Liam. Nice to meet you, Liza,” he said.

His voice was unexpectedly calm. Not like the
goons shouting about the game in the next room. He was a gentleman.
A classy guy. She could tell. “Really nice to meet you too, Liam,”
she said, smiling back at him. A glance at Marj and she took a step
back.

Marj was watching them with half a disgusted
snarl on her lips.

“I’m…I’m sorry,” Liza said, trying to laugh off
the awkwardness that immediately wrapped around her. “Are you
two…are you guys here together tonight?”

Marj let out a snorting laugh. “Uh, no. But,
yeah, gross.”

Liza’s mouth fell open. “Gross?” she asked.

Marj waved her hands between Liza and Liam.
“Gross like whatever’s going on here,” she said.

Liza tried to cover up with a laugh.

Liam blushed.

“There’s nothing going on here,” Liza
said, waving a finger between her and Liam. What an awkward
introduction.

“Yeah. Whatever. That was like, a real rom-com
moment there.”

Liza suppressed a giggle at the way Liam’s blush
deepened. It was sweet how embarrassed he was.

“Why don’t you go and get us some drinks?” she
suggested to Marj.

Marj looked over her shoulder. “Baby, I got to
go do the rounds. I think Travis is gonna’ be here tonight. Can I…”
She made the slightest nod toward Liam. As in: can I drop this off
with you? Marj had been chasing Travis for months now.

“Why don’t I get us some drinks?” Liza asked,
smiling at Liam.

“That’d be really great,” he said.

Her heart melted a little. She’d been certain he
was going to add an aww shucks at the end. He was
adorable.

“Okay girl,” Marj said, patting her on the ass.
“Wish me luck. Liam I’ll maybe catch up with you later? But, like,
maybe not? If that’s okay or whatever?”

Liam chuckled politely. “Anything’s fine,” he
said. He glanced at Liza.

Her heart did a little skip in her chest. The
deafening roar from the room next to them seemed to get quieter.
Standing in front of bashful Liam she felt like she’d known him his
whole life.

He was nothing like the other guys she’d dated.
Soft-spoken, friendly and seemingly unassuming. He looked like he
had his shit together. What he really looked like was marriage
material. Something she hadn’t found in years of dating. “So?” she
asked, smiling. “Was she right?”

“Right about what?” Liam asked, puzzled.

She laughed. “Was that a rom-com moment just
there?”

He grinned and rubbed his forehead. “I don’t
know,” he said. He looked at her sideways. “Maybe?”

Her heart swelled. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s
see if we can get some drinks and find somewhere to talk.” She
turned and walked toward the counter where there were half-empty
bottles and mixers, poured out two rum and cokes with ice and
handed one to him. He stood around like a confused stag, so she put
her arm under his and led him through the house.

Down the back hallway in the sunroom, it was
nearly empty. She led them to a couch tucked into the corner
between two palm plants, plopped herself down on it and tucked her
feet under her legs, lifting her eyes to him expectantly.

Sweet thing. He didn't get it, so she patted the
seat next to her and smiled at him. “So?” she said as he sat down.
“Liam. What’s your deal?”

***

They talked for hours. With each passing minute
she came closer to the realization that this was the guy she wanted
to spend the rest of her life with. Kind, caring, smart and funny.
The sort of guy you wanted to have kids with. The kind of guy you
just knew would make a great dad.

Sure, he was a little slow on the uptake. He
lacked initiative, at least for flirting - but isn't that
ultimately what a woman wanted in marriage material?

They stretched their drinks out through the
whole conversation. It made her happy he wasn’t constantly running
to the bar to top up. He was nothing like Brad and she loved
that about him, too.

He didn’t have any of that feral male energy she
always seemed to go for, either. He was reasonable and thoughtful.
Not afraid to admit when he didn’t know something.

He was perfect.

And then Brad stormed in.

Loud, brash, destructive even when he wasn't
colliding with things, Brad came stomping over to where they were
sitting. He was grinning and unseeing. “Hey babe!” he shouted, loud
enough that the couple in the other corner turned to look at them.
“I was wondering where the hell you were!”

Brad was a little drunk but not as drunk as
she’d hoped he would be.

She forced herself to smile at him. “Brad, this
is Liam,” she said, glancing at Liam and smiling. His expression
made her stomach flop.

He looked devastated. In her excitement she’d
failed to mention she had a ‘boyfriend.’ She’d also missed a
chance to to tell him that, now that she’d met him, she’d be
telling Brad that things were over.

She panicked, realizing she hadn’t even given
him her number, or asked for his.

“Hey bud,” Brad said. “Nice to meet you.” He
turned to look at her. “Hey I’m just about done here. You want to
head?”

Liam looked deeply uncomfortable.

She felt terrible. She needed to somehow make
sure he understood she hadn’t been leading him on. That she wanted
to get to know him better.

She almost did it with Brad right there, bu
didn’t have the heart to humiliate him like that. “Uh…yeah. Sure.
Just, I need to go to the bathroom. Meet you at the door in a few
minutes?”

Brad glanced at Liam again. His smile waned. It
was, for a moment, as if he knew something was up, and that
whatever it was would change things.

She didn’t care. Brad’s ego was the size of the
football stadium. He’d be okay. He had to have known it
wasn’t a forever thing between them.

“Yeah. Okay,” Brad said, nodding. He turned to
Liam again. “Have a good one,” he said.

She found it a surprisingly gentlemanly reaction
on Brad’s part.

Liam looked up at him with a fake smile. “Yeah.
Thanks. You too.”

Brad turned and shuffled out of the sunroom.

She set her drink down on the coffee table in
front of them and turned to Liam. “I’m so sorry about that,” she
said.

“What? No. What? It’s fine. Whatever,” Liam
said, playing like he didn’t care.

She put a hand on his leg and chose her words
carefully. “I had a really great time tonight. This is going to
sound…crazy. I promise I’m not crazy. I really like you, Liam.
Like, really like you. I want to see you again if that’s
okay?”

He furrowed his brow. “Um…is that your…”

“That’s my soon-to-be ex. That has nothing to do
with you…well, no. It'll be sooner rather than later because
of you. It was a long time coming. I was just…putting it off.
Please don’t think I was leading you on or something. I…I really
like you." She felt like she was babbling hopelessly, and it was an
unusual feeling for her.

Liam looked relieved and a little inspired by
what she’d said. He raised an eyebrow. “Stay?” he asked.

It crushed her. She put a hand over her heart.
“I wish so much that I could. But I’ve got to do this first. It
wouldn’t be fair. To Brad or to you. I want…I don’t mean to get
ahead of myself. I want this to start clean if that makes any
sense.” To her delight, he smiled.

“Makes all the sense,” he said. He took her hand
and squeezed it. “You go then. Wait! Can I…can I give you my
number?”

“Oh my god yes! I nearly forgot to ask.”

He took a pencil and a crumpled receipt out of
his pocket and scrawled his number on it. “My roommates might pick
up just ignore them. They’re…a little anti-social.”

She giggled. “Okay,” she said. The urge to lean
forward and peck him on the cheek was nearly impossible to resist.
She resisted. She really did want this to start clean. She took the
paper he was holding and stuffed it into the pocket of her jeans.
“I’ll call soon. I promise,” she said. Then she got up and walked
out of the room, knowing her whole life had just changed.

She found Brad out in her car, waiting. He was
in the passenger seat, which she appreciated. He looked pretty
glum, though. She got in and started the engine, then she turned to
him. She took a deep breath and gathered her thoughts, trying to
leave Liam out of them. “We need to talk,” she said gently.

Brad gave a few nods and laced his fingers
together and cracked his knuckles. “Yeah. I know,” he said.

“You do?” she asked.

He leaned his head back against the headrest and
turned to her, smiling. “I’m not that stupid, babe,” he said.

She shook her head. “I don’t think you’re…”

“We both know what this is,” he said, cutting
her off.

She tilted her head and bit her lip. She’d been
rehearsing this moment for a long time now and still she didn’t
feel ready for it. There was a lot she didn’t love about
Brad. But he’d always been good to her, even if he wasn’t the most
thoughtful or kind guy she’d ever met. And he had always been kind
of a hedge, against the possibility of having no one. She
sighed. “I don’t know if there’s a way for this to be easy.”

Brad’s eyes moved between her eyes and her mouth
and back again. “It’ll be as easy as we make it. It’s over,
right?”

“I think so…no. Yes. I’m sorry. It has to be
over.” He surprised her again by nodding calmly.

“Picked a hell of a time to do it. Right after
the big game.”

“I’m sorry, Brad. It’s just…”

“Is it Liam?” he asked calmly.

For a moment she worried that he might fly into
a blind rage and go beat the shit out of Liam back at the party.
She chided herself for thinking it. That wasn’t Brad. She’d never
have dated a guy like that. “Partly, yes. I’ve been thinking about
this for a while. You’re a good guy, Brad. Just…”

“No, I get it. No hard feelings.”

He surprised her again by taking it all so well.
She felt a moment of weakness. It was kind of a bitch move to throw
this at him after they’d won the game and been partying all night.
She couldn’t have waited until the morning? She let out a breath,
put her hands on the wheel, the car into drive and pulled out onto
the street.

She drove to Brad’s place and stopped the car in
front of his door but kept the engine running. The silence between
them was like the deafening roar of the ocean. She turned to Brad,
but had no idea what to say.

He turned his head and their eyes met. He didn’t
look wounded or anything. He was calm and collected.

Brad would probably be over it by morning, out
looking for fresh tail. Something about this aggravated her: she
hadn't wanted a scene, but she hadn't expected total
indifference.

His final surprise that evening was reaching
over and turning the key in the ignition. The engine cut out and
they were enveloped in a deeper silence. She glanced at his hand,
still on the key, then back at him. “What…what are you doing?” she
asked. A finger of fear scraped down her back.

“Seems kind of weird saying ‘okay see you later’
with the engine still running. Besides, don’t I get to say my
piece?”

A wave of guilt washed over her. She really was
being a bitch. Just cutting him out like that? Driving him home and
saying ‘okay see you later?’ They’d been together almost eight
months. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t know what’s wrong with
me.”

“He the one?” Brad asked after a moment of
silence.

“Hmm?”

“Liam. He the one?”

She bit her lip and looked down at the gear
shift. Nodded after a few seconds. “I think so,” she whispered. “If
he’ll have me.” It was a weird thing to say to your soon-to-be
ex-boyfriend about a guy you’d just met, but it was the truth.

“Lucky guy,” Brad said.

She looked up into his eyes as her heart
squeezed again. “Brad,” she cooed. “That’s a sweet thing to
say.”

“Hey, I really like you.”

Her throat tightened. “You’re going to make this
a little bit difficult for me then?” she joked, mustering a
smile.

“I wouldn’t mind saying a proper goodbye,” he
said, locking eyes with hers.

A second later her smile faded as she realized
what he was proposing. It was a horrible, terrible development. She
wished she could take back the last half hour. She wished she’d
waited until the next day. Until she could not be in this
predicament, breaking up with him the night of his big game like a
bitch. If only she could just wake up in the morning, cut the cord
and walk out clean without any of this…mess hanging over her head.
“Brad…I don’t think that…”

His hand was on her thigh, moving up toward her
hips.

As much as she hated it, her body started to
heat up. There were a lot of things you could criticize about Brad,
but he was a stallion in the sack. It was one of the reasons she’d
stayed with him. She liked sex. And Brad did it better than anyone
she’d met.

She felt a dangerous pull toward him. An
attraction sharpened by how wrong it would be if they did it. After
what she’d said to Liam, she just couldn’t. Could she?

“Brad I don’t know if…”

“Hey,” he whispered, leaning towards her. “Just
one last time? So I have something to remember you by?”

It pained her. “Brad, come on. You’re killing
me.” She glanced down at his hand as he rubbed her thigh with
it.

He leaned even closer, lips parted to kiss
her.

She leaned back and turned away from him.

“Come on, babe. I’ll give you a fucking you’ll
never forget,” he said as he squeezed her thigh with his powerful
hand. “And I promise it’ll be our secret. Cross my heart and hope
to die. I was thinking about getting into bed with you through the
whole game. I almost fumbled the ball because of it,” he chuckled.
“You’re so fucking hot, Liza,” he said, leaning in and kissing her
neck. His lips set fire to her skin, and an irrepressible wave of
heat rolled between her legs. Like fast-moving water, it threatened
to carry her away.

A panic grew inside her. This was wrong. So, so
wrong. She knew if she did this and ended up with Liam she’d have
to carry the secret with her for the rest of her life.

Those were all perfectly rational reasons to
tell Brad to stop. To tell him to get out of the car and to drive
home.

But her body was telling a different story.
Brad’s hands were groping her tits, her hips and her thighs. Her
sex wetting at his possessive touch, sending white-hot bolts of
lust searing through her, twisting with the notion of how
wrong it would be if they did it.

Was she really the kind of girl that would do
that to the nicest guy she’d ever met? To the guy she one day
wanted to have as a husband?

That day seemed far away. Brad was here,
demanding her body with his mouth and his hands. Her moral
framework started to bend a little. She hadn’t made any promises to
Liam, after all. Only that she was going to break up with Brad.

And she was going to break up with
Brad.

And wasn’t it just sex, anyways? She’d had sex
with him countless times. How could one more make a difference?
Weren't her concerns all in her mind?

Then came the unspeakable thoughts. Thoughts
that shamed her. Brad had the longest, fattest cock she’d ever
taken. She had no idea what Liam’s sexual equipment looked like.
But chances were good that he wasn’t as hung as Brad.

And if she really did get with Liam, this would
be the last time she got fucked by that gloriously huge cock. What
was one more time?

She moaned as he rubbed his hand against her
crotch. “Oh god, Brad,” she whispered. As he looked up at her she
locked her lips to his in a hungry kiss.

Two minutes later and they were in his
apartment, on his bed, Brad tearing her clothes off until she was
lying there naked and watching him strip. Her eyes widened as he
ripped his shirt off over his head exposing his muscled chest and
abs. The guy was gorgeous. And when he took off his pants and
underwear, his cock stood proudly up, pointing at the ceiling.
Eight thick inches of uncut meat arcing up and ready to hit the
perfect spot she knew would make her come again and again and
again…

He was on her fast and hard. Brad didn’t waste
any more time on making out or getting her lubed up. He knew from
experience she was hot and wet as a soaked rag. He stretched her
thighs apart, hands on her ankles, staring down at her pussy and
grinning.

“You sure you’re ready to give this up?” he
asked, wiggling his hips and making his cock bounce.

She furrowed her brow, not appreciating being
dragged through the shamefulness of what she was doing. “Brad,
don’t,” she muttered.


He fell down overtop of her and drove his cock
up into her pussy. Right to the hilt until she could feel the hard
muscles of his stomach against her own soft pelvic region. His cock
curved upward in just the right place, so it stroked her g-spot and
drove her wild, no matter what level of effort Brad put into his
lovemaking.

“Oh god,” she said, her breath shuddering as his
girth sated the hungry ache that had been growling in her lower
abdomen.

He locked eyes with her and smiled.

“Hey. Any time you need a dose of this dick all
you have to do is ask.” He didn’t wait for her to reply. He grabbed
her hips, got up on his knees and started drilling her hard and
fast.

A minute later and she was screaming through the
first of what would turn into more than a half-dozen orgasms that
night.

Chapter Seven

Present Day

Liam sat naked on the edge of the bed with Liza
behind him. She had her hand on his shoulder, rubbing. He held his
head in his hands trying to make sense of how he was feeling.

Three times he’d stopped her as she recounted
that first night. Three times he’d wrestled with whether he really
wanted to hear how it ended. Three times he’d decided nothing would
go back to any semblance of normal unless he knew. The truth, the
whole truth and nothing but.

Three times he’d leaned into the anger and pain
and jealousy and broken through. The intensely powerful,
all-consuming lust that had surged through him at the first inkling
of her pseudo-infidelity had proven impossible to shake.

“Liam?” she whispered. “Are you all right?”

He smirked and shook his head. “You know what?
I…I think I’m fine,” he said. He wasn’t even sure if he was lying.
He wished he was, and thought he should be. But when he thought about it, it didn't feel like a
lie.

“I…I want to believe you,” she began. “But your
words and your tone are…telling me two different stories.”

For some reason that got him laughing. He leaned
into that, too. Sure was a hell of a lot better than tears, wasn’t
it? And besides, that had been so long ago. It was like she’d said:
she hadn’t broken any promises, after all. She’d told him that
night so long ago that she was going to break up. She hadn’t said when, exactly.
She’d had every right to go back and let Brad fuck her after his
big game and after party. He’d be a sore loser for no reason if he
let himself dwell on that: she hadn't been his then. Not
really.

Still, that did nothing to take the sting out of
his reaction. An ache that cut deep, to all his softest, most
vulnerable spots. Girl leaves the nerdy guy she met at a
party, who she knows she’s going to marry one day, to go get fucked
by her football stud boyfriend one last time.

Tale as old as time?

“Can you communicate with me?” Liza asked
quietly.

It got his hackles up. Communicate? Why did she
have to say things like that? Talk to me. Say something. That was
what normal people said. Can you communicate with me was so…so
therapeutic. He hated that his cock was as hard as it was. Maybe
he’d use that to communicate with her? Maybe he’d
fuck away all the feelings swirling in his gut? Maybe it’s what she
wanted?

Maybe it wasn’t. It be better if it wasn’t.

He turned and crawled onto the bed, to Liza’s
surprise.

Her eyes went wide. “Liam?” she asked, a wild
panic in her eyes. “Liam what are you…”

He yanked the sheets off of her frame.

She gasped.

Liam grabbed her by the ankles, eased her onto her
back, and spread her thighs. The same thing he’d imagined Brad
doing so many years ago.

“Liam!” she said, breathless.

He looked down at her pussy and his guts
cramped. She was soaking wet. Was it as wet as she’d been that
night with Brad?

He’d never know. He’d only have his own
imagination to help him reconstruct what had happened. She’d tried
to evade some of the more sordid details of her encounter, but he’d
pressed her. He’d pressed her to give him the most intimate
retelling she could stomach. Liza being Liza, honesty was
everything, had obliged. But Liza didn't know to provide the
details he craved: the pulsing engorgement of her flesh, the
slickness of her pussy. If her juices pooled beneath her ass before
Brad had even entered her, like they seemed to do now.

He looked down at his own dick. It was above
average, but it wasn’t eight inches and it definitely wasn’t thick.
A thought flared in his mind and sent a surge of jealous lust
through him.

“Is this how he spread you?” he growled.

Her mouth fell open. “Liam!” she chided.

The jealous lust he’d been nurturing turned
sinister. He sneered as he tucked the head of his cock into the
tight, dripping sleeve of her cunt.

She gasped as he entered her.

He fell onto her, arms at her sides, the way
Brad might have and drove his cock in balls deep.

She writhed and her heels kicked at the back of
his thighs. The look in her eyes was animal.

It got him up, gripping her hips, pulling his
dick out and slamming it back in so hard her tits smacked against
each other.

She moaned and arched her back.

Sex like they’d never had. Primal, raw and
feral. His cock didn’t falter for a second. Only got harder as he
started working it in and out of her channel. A crevice he’d plied
probably hundreds of times over the course of their marriage, a
groove that had once felt so comfortable it deflated him, now felt
new and exciting and tighter than he remembered. It squeezed him as
he fucked.

But now he wanted it dirtier. Nastier and more
taboo. Now that he’d reached these dizzying heights of lust all he
wanted was to climb higher. He fell down onto her again, humping
her and pinning her to the bed. He locked eyes with her. “You ever
thought of taking him up on his invitation?” he asked.

She startled even as her hands went to his back,
nails clawing into his skin. “Liam I’d…I’d never…I’d…” she
panted.

His cock hardened inside her. He saw the look on
her face and immediately recognized it. Liza’s
I-cannot-tell-a-lie expression. His eyes bugged at the sight
of it. Holy shit. She had thought about it. Sometime between
that night and now, maybe when they were already married, she’d
thought about taking Brad’s dick into her pussy again.

Maybe even masturbated about it?

His jackhammering was interrupted by the sharp
crack of a climax. It shot down his back, triggering the muscles in
his pelvic floor and triggering an insanely pleasurable
ejaculation. His mind went to liquid from the contractions in his
cock. Felt gush after warm gush of his seed spurting into Liza’s
squeezing cunt.

“Oh my god!” she cried as she felt him coming.
It triggered her own orgasm. She mewled and twisted underneath him
as it racked through her body.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw her toes
curl and splay as she succumbed to her own moment.

He fucked them through the intense climax,
focusing on the feeling in his groin. He groaned as it abated.

She kicked her heels against his backside,
telling him she wasn’t done. He buried his face in her neck and
managed to drive her over her peak with a few more thrusts before
his penis went flaccid. As the intensity of the moment waned he
stayed hidden, unable and unwilling to face whatever it was they’d
just unlocked.

It felt like forever until she rubbed her hands
along his back. “Liam? Liam. I’m having trouble breathing here,”
she whispered.

“Oh shoot. Sorry,” he muttered. Back to being a
gentleman he disengaged his penis from her vagina and rolled off
onto his back. Put an arm on his forehead and let out a deep sigh.
He could feel her staring at him but kept his eyes on the ceiling.
His thoughts turned dark.

***

She’d let him have a moment. Lay on the bed for
a few minutes before getting up to pee. She showered and came back
wrapped in a towel. Looked like she wanted to talk.

He knew she wanted to talk. She always wanted to
talk. To communicate. He just wanted to hide. But there was no
hiding from what was coming.

She flipped the overhead light off, sat down on
the bed and let the towel fall to the floor before slipping under
the sheets.

That’s gonna’ get moldy, he didn’t say.
Something told him this was no time to test the boundaries of her
sense of humor. He’d tested enough already.

She put a hand on his chest, holding her head up
with the other. Her physical assets were all tucked snugly under
the blankets so as not to tempt him.

How many times had they talked like this?

“Liam?” she asked kindly.

“Yes sweetie?” he said, flashing a smile. At
least she looked calm.

“I think what just happened there deserves…some
attention. Don’t you?”

He drew a breath but made a concerted effort not
to sigh. He loved her. But after a certain point in a marriage a
person could become…predictable. “What would you like to talk
about?” he asked, making an effort to put on his most patient
voice.

“That was…that was a very visceral reaction you
had there. Do you want to share what it was about?”

And liked he had hundreds of times, he delved
into the part of his brain where the truth might lie. A part he
didn’t particularly enjoy exploring all that much. He was more of a
go-with-your-gut kind of guy. But Liza’s insistence on
sharing had got them this far. And he knew she needed it. So he did
his best and tried to ply apart what had caused his reaction.

“Are you angry?” she prompted.

He smiled. “Baby,” he said, rubbing her cheek
with his thumb. “Am I angry you had sex with some other guy, who
you'd been dating, the night we met?”

“That’s what I’m asking,” she said.

“It’d be pretty silly to be angry about
that.”

“That might be so but I think it’s important
that we acknowledge…”

He spun on his side, propped his head up on his
hand and kissed her, cutting her off mid-sentence. Love for her
flared through him. For the woman she was and the woman she’d been
all those years ago. He couldn’t have found a better partner. This
was weird, all this sharing. But it had ignited something inside
him. It had shred him to pieces hearing her talk about that night.
But now he wanted her again. It was a thrill, hearing about what a
bad and dirty girl she’d been. It was thrilling that she’d indulged
him and told him everything. Or so he thought. He’d never really
know every detail, though strangely he found himself craving to
hear about it all again.

A devilish feeling gripped him. Fuckery. The
kind he’d indulged in as a young man from time to time. A desire to
push some boundaries and test the guardrails. He stared deep into
her eyes. “So you think about him from time to time?” he asked
quietly.

The panic that returned to her eyes excited him.
“Liam…I…you should know that even in a committed marriage it’s
perfectly natural for people to entertain fantasies that they would
never, ever…”

“So you think about him from time to time,” he
said, smiling. It tickled him. Her story had made him mad-dog horny
and filled him with a lusty rage. Now that he was past the most
intense reaction there was a pleasant buzz humming somewhere at the
base of his brain.

She sighed and her shoulders slumped. “I’ve
thought about him from time to time, yes,” she admitted. “You know,
wondering where he ended up and all that and…”

“But you said entertain fantasies,” he
pointed out, intent on poking at the dark heart of whatever secret
she was harboring. “You fantasize about him sometimes?” He studied
her reaction carefully. He realized that this was what was exciting
him. This wasn’t predictable or boring. This was new and electric.
A Liza he’d never known. A Liza that was hotter and racier than the
woman she’d become. A thrilling Liza. He liked that. He liked the
way she changed in his eyes when he thought about her that way.

She expelled a sharp breath, eyes moving to one
side. She was getting tense. Terse. She was out of her comfort zone
and he liked seeing her there. He didn’t even care if she blew
up.

She wouldn’t blow up. She barely ever blew up.
But he didn’t want to be cruel.

“Hey,” he said, thumb on her chin to bring her
eyes to his again. “If you think one little secret that’s not even
a very big deal is going to change what we’ve got going here you’re
a way worse shrink than I thought. Now come on. Gimme’ some of that
sweet sweet honesty and communicating you’re always droning on
about.”

It was a gamble. Liza took her profession — her
calling, as she called it — very seriously. She didn’t like it when
he chirped her about it.

This time the gamble paid off. She smiled, then
chuckled. Then her body relaxed and she shook her head.

It melted his heart, Liza letting go and letting
him in and giving up just a little bit of control over the
situation.

“I’m overreacting aren’t I?”

He smiled wider. “I wouldn’t call it that.
You’re just…being a little uptight.”

“I am not uptight!” she insisted.

He rolled his eyes and groaned.

She laughed and smacked him on the chest.

He wrapped an arm around her back and pulled her
closer. “You are the poster child for uptightness,” he whispered,
nuzzling her nose with his. “Now spill. When’s the last time you
fantasized about Brad?” Didn’t even sting to say it. Truth be told
it was…kind of hot.

It was her turn to roll her eyes. She pushed
away from him in a friendly way and smiled. “It’s not like I’m
masturbating about him every night,” she said.

His eyes went wide.

She startled. “I didn’t mean…it’s not like…I
didn’t mean that…”

He started chuckling at how tongue-tied she’d
gotten. He’d
managed to knock her off-balance, and her stumbling was
titillating, tinged with a little bit of sour guilt for toying with
her. “Every other night then?” he asked.

She slapped a hand over her eyes and buried her
head in the sheets. “Go away!” she joked.

Incredibly, he felt his cock starting to harden
again. The thought of Liza touching herself and thinking about her
old boyfriend Brad was the direct source of this turgidity.

“Hey,” he whispered.

She peeked out from under the covers.

“Come on. You owe me.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Owe you? For what do I owe
you?”

He smiled with one side of his mouth. “For that
great fucking I just gave you.”

She shot him a playful glare. “That’s funny,”
she said. “I thought that came courtesy of Brad.”

His own smile faded and his eyes went wide.

“Oh my gosh, hon,” Liza said, immediately
back-pedaling. “I’m sorry that came out…I was trying to make stupid
joke and…”

He wasn’t having any of it. It was like he’d
seen a slice of the real Liza just then. The woman she could
be. He was hard as a rock as he climbed between her thighs
again.

“Liam? Liam what are you…” She stopped
mid-sentence and gasped as he tucked his cock into her cunt
again.

Chapter Eight

It was another gamble. He still wasn’t sure
whether he should follow through. He’d spent the whole week at work
mildly distracted by the thing. The thing being Liza’s
retelling of her final escapade with Brad.

At lunch his favorite activity had become
sitting on the park bench across from the office, working his way
through his sandwich and turning the tableau of Liza getting
pounded by Brad into a three dimensional iteration. Turning that
around in his mind so he could see it from every possible angle. At
first contemplating, later obsessing about what Liza’s pussy would
look like stuffed full of Brad’s meaty dick.

They were juvenile thoughts. The kind he’d had
when he was way younger and obsessed with the thing most young men
were obsessed with. But this was different. While the urge for sex
had controlled him when he was younger, this felt like it could be
controlled by him. Granted, he was having a hard time putting it
away once he took it out, but this was not something that would
swallow him and make him do its bidding. He could tame this. He
could own it.

And then there was the strange, but titillating
fixation on Liza’s past. On how he had no control over that and
never would. On the different person she had been. Would she ever
think of doing something like that as her current self? Putting sex
first even if it meant someone’s feelings might get hurt down the
road?

Of course she wouldn’t. She was a therapist.
Probably the most moral and ethical person he knew. She would never
choose her own self-gratification over doing something
selfless.

But that was a funny thing, too. Because the way
she’d told it she’d given in to Brad’s advances partly to avoid
hurting his feelings. It was like the dominant part of her
now-self, selfless Liza, was already there when she’d been young.
Throwing a last bit of pussy at the guy she was dumping because
she’d met the love of her life.

It was tender, and transactional and dirty all
at once. He started obsessing over that, too.

Which led him down a very dangerous path. A path
that led to some digging. Digging through Liza’s personal social
media account on her home computer. Digging through suggestions of
who she might like to be friends with until he found a guy named
Brad.

The jolt of adrenaline that had shot through him
when he saw his picture was so intense it brought on a shaky
nausea. This
Brad certainly looked the part. Big dude who’d packed a little bit
on over the years. Square jaw and a receding hairline, but the
self-assured smile that screamed former high school football
star.

He could only get through so many pictures
without adding this Brad as a friend. He knew that was wrong. He
knew he was being far less moral and ethical than Liza would have
been.

What he hadn’t at all expected, and what was
possibly most shocking, was that this Brad was black.

The room started to spin a bit around him. His
vision tunneled, narrowing in on Brad’s face. He stared at a
picture of Brad half-smiling and immediately began to imagine him
smiling at Liza that way. There was something seductive in his
eyes. A confidence that Liam envied. A confidence he’d only ever
felt with Liza. The way Brad was staring into the camera made it
seem like Brad had always known just what to say to a woman. Like
he’d been born a player and could lure any girl he wanted into bed.
And he was black. Why hadn’t Liza mentioned that?

It all seemed so childish. His envy of Brad, the
jealousy frothing up through him at the thought of Liza getting
with the guy. The fact it happened one last time the night they’d
met stabbed him in the gut in a much more visceral way now. His
fixation on Brad’s blackness was particularly disconcerting. Of
course Liza hadn’t mentioned it. She probably didn’t think it was a
big deal.

Because it wasn’t.

But it was, somehow. In a way he couldn’t parse,
it was a big deal.

And of course his imagination started spinning.
Throwing up visions of Brad’s big, black dick piercing precious
Liza’s pretty little pussy while she moaned and squealed beneath
him. It filled him with an arousal laced with dread.

“Liam?”

The sound of Liza’s voice ripped him from his
fantasies. His hand shot out and slammed the laptop shut. He spun
around in his chair, an awkward, crooked smile forming on his lips.
“Oh!” he said, clapping his hands on his knees. “Hey babe!” He shot
up to his feet, putting himself between her and her computer and
hoping she hadn’t seen what he was doing.

The way she leaned sideways to look at it made
it obvious she had. She straightened and looked directly into his
eyes again. “What are you doing?” she asked.

Again his mind started racing. Throwing up
improbable excuses. Adolescent explanations and lies about what he
possibly could have been doing on her computer. Had she seen Brad’s
picture? Of course she had. It was written all over her expression.
He chided himself. Be an adult. Do the right thing. You fucked
up. Now own it.

He sighed. His shoulders slumped as he sat back
down in her chair. He put a hand to his forehead, rubbed it and
shook his head. “I’m an idiot,” he said.

She folded her arms across her chest and stared
down her nose at him. She looked like a disapproving teacher
scolding her student in her well-fitting two-piece. “Would you like
to share what happened or is there…”

“I went on your Picsharetime account,” he
groaned, covering his eyes so he wouldn’t look at her. A long
silence passed.

“And?” she asked.

“And I’m sorry. I did something stupid.” He took
a deep breath, steeling himself for his confession. “I looked up
Brad.” He peered up at her through his fingers, breathing a sigh of
relief when she didn’t fly into a rage. Had he expected her to fly
into a rage? He’d had no idea what to expect. But this was good.
This was the right thing. It was out in the open now and that’s
where it needed to be, so they could deal with it and move on.

She looked sideways as she unbuttoned her jacket
and shrugged it off her shoulders. She threw it onto the armchair
in the corner of the room. She did not look pissed. Which
was a relief. Then she looked at him and laughed softly. Which was
even more of a relief.

He let out his own awkward laugh. “Oh my god,”
he groaned. “I feel like I’m fifteen again and got caught in the
bathroom with a dirty magazine.”

She gave him a funny look as she stepped around
him and opened the laptop.

He swiveled around in the chair so he could face
his shame. His eyes darted up to hers as the screen lit up and his
heart skipped a beat. What was that dancing all across her
expression? Hope? Anticipation? Was she secretly happy about this?
Because it sure looked like she was secretly happy about
this. As Brad’s image filled the screen again her lips parted ever
so slightly.

His heart soared at the way she looked at her
ex. He could practically see the memories playing in her mind. It
got his blood racing and his cock rising and that jealousy-fueled,
anxious arousal pumping all through him again.

She smiled with one side of her mouth. “Yup,”
she said softly. “That’s him.” Then she turned to look at him.
“What’s going on here?” she asked.

He put his hands up and shook his head to show
her he had nothing. No good reason for why he’d done this except
that he’d become obsessed with this period of her life and needed
to know more about it. Sharing all that seemed like a really
bad idea. Or was it? Hadn’t they used Brad in the privacy of their
own bedroom? To get his mojo back? Hadn’t she wanted it? Hadn’t
they used his dark fantasy to give her what she needed? Wouldn’t it
be best to just come clean on this, too? “Sweetheart I…” he said,
then stopped himself. He stood up, feeling self-conscious about his
growing erection but feeling even worse about having to look up at
her. He needed to be on her level for this conversation.

I’ve become a little obsessed.

No.

I just got curious about what he was like.
After…you know…

No.

I just got to thinking that maybe…

The last thought was interrupted by the cheerful
ping of a notification from the laptop. He froze for a moment, then
slowly turned to look at the screen. Liza had a message.

She turned and looked at him. “Now what?” she
whispered.

Liam drew in a breath and held it. His eyes
moved from hers to the screen and back again. You tell me,
he longed to say. The room felt like it shifted around them.

He shuddered at the horrible realization that
dawned on him. He wanted this. Now that he’d come this far
he felt like he couldn’t live out the rest of his life not knowing
that part of Liza’s past from before they’d met. Not knowing what
she acted like with another man. Not knowing what she looked like
making love to Brad — no — getting fucked by Brad, felt like
it would haunt him forever.

Liza must have gotten tired of waiting. She put
a hand on his arm and gently moved him out of the way to sit down
in her office chair and put the heels of her palms on either side
of the tracking pad, fingers poised above the keyboard. She leaned
in to read the message.

He leaned in with her.

Liza! Holy shit! How’ve you been? You look
amazing! What a beautiful family! You know I’ve thought of getting
in touch with you but didn’t want to be weird… Anyways hoping
you’re living well! Ping me any time!

Liam fixated on her eyes, obsessed with the
story they might tell. Was that longing in them? Nostalgia? Desire?
Each possibility sent a raw lust pulsing through him he couldn’t
ignore. He watched her read, then re-read the message and lost
track of how many times her eyes scanned the computer screen.
Finally she let out a heavy sigh and swiveled in the chair to look
up into his eyes. The look she gave him — a sad, somewhat pitiful
smile — made his guts ache.

She reached up and took his hand in both of
hers. “We need to talk about this.”

“Sweetheart I…” he started but she interrupted
by raising a hand.

“I don’t need you to make excuses. I don’t need
you to lie and I don’t need you to feel ashamed,” she explained. “I
would appreciate if you could make yourself vulnerable and be
honest with me. Obviously I can’t demand that you do or else. But I
would appreciate it if you would. It would mean a lot to me.”

And suddenly this seemed like it was spilling
from the realm of a harmless, kinky fantasy to the real world.
Where it had the potential to be disruptive. Dangerous, even. But
as he looked into her eyes he knew he couldn’t give her anything
but what she’d asked for. Anything else, even a tiny white lie,
would be a disservice to what they’d built together. He took a
breath and held it for a moment before letting it out. He had no
idea where to start or what to say.

“Mind if I take a stab at getting the
conversation going?” Liza asked after a while.

“I’d love that,” he muttered back.

“Here,” she said, pulling over the chair next to
the wall and patting it. “Have a seat. I have a feeling we’re going
to be a while.” She waited until he’d gotten himself arranged. “I’m
having a hard time understanding whether…whether I was
irresponsible in indulging this fantasy. I’ll admit I had my own
motivations for doing it. You’ve been, well, you’ve been a monster
in the sack,” she admitted, smiling and looking down at the
desk.

That filled him with a certain pride. The
feeling was temporary. Because at the other end of it was the
proposition that it had taken thinking about Brad — thinking about
his wife with another man — that had elicited the response in him
she so desired.

“Can you let me in?” she asked, touching his
knee gently.

He chuckled at the request. “I’m
feeling…foolish,” he admitted.

“Don’t,” Liza countered. “Just be honest.”

He smiled again. “I’ve been thinking about this
a lot lately. Probably more than I should be. Probably more than is
healthy. I’ve…become a little obsessed with it, actually.”

She nodded. “Thank-you. That was a very brave
admission to make,” she said.

He resisted the urge to roll his eyes at the
therapy-talk. “I’ve been thinking about what you said. About me
maybe sexualizing a hurtful thing. Not that I was so hurt by it or
anything. It was just…so weird. But anyways. Then we started
talking about you and Brad and that got us all turned on and…”

She looked at the message on the computer again
before turning to him and eyeing him apprehension. “Liam you’re
not…are you seriously thinking about…about this? Like, for
real?”

He buried his face in his hands and rubbed his
eyes. “I’ve thought about it. Yes,” he mumbled. He peeked out from
between two fingers to try and gauge her reaction.

She was looking off to the side. Somewhere
between the computer screen and the palm plant that stood in the
corner of the room. Her thoughts were far away.

He longed to be inside her head.

She thought for what felt like an eternity
before turning to look at him again. “Can I ask you something?” she
asked quietly.

“I think that’s why we’re here,” he replied.

“What is it about this, specifically, me and
Brad, that turns you on?”

He’d expected this, though he still didn’t like
it. Didn’t like digging inside his own head to out what might be a
potentially embarrassing, possibly humiliating, truth. A truth he
wasn’t sure he wanted to know himself. Fantasizing about it was fun
and sexy. Romantic, even.

Spelling it out was more problematic. And deeply
personal. Still, if he really did want this then Liza would
definitely want to know where it was coming from. There was no
getting around that. She wouldn’t even think of participating (and
it looked like possibly, maybe, that was in her orbit?!?) she would
want to know they were doing it in the most psychologically healthy
and stable way possible. He dug down deep. He rubbed the sweat of
his palms on his pants. “Here’s the thing,” he began. Took a minute
to arrange his thoughts. “There’s something about…about the person
you were back then that’s…that’s making me obsess.”

“The person I was back when I was with Brad?”
she asked.

“The person that went back and…and had sex with
him after she first met me.”

Liza took a breath and the line of her lips
tightened. “I wouldn’t read too much into that, Liam,” she said,
looking skeptical and shaking her head.

He smiled with half his mouth. “No. I know you
say that I shouldn’t. But I can’t help it, that’s the point. Look
at us. We have this beautiful thing we’ve worked so hard on. This
beautiful life. It’s just packed with good fortune. So why would I
obsess over that?”

“Because maybe it hurt you? Hearing about
it?”

He begrudgingly nodded. “I guess there’s a
little bit of that, yeah.”

“Liam, I’m sorry. And that’s all I can say. It
was never my intention to…”

“No but hold on,” he said, holding up a hand.
“The hurt’s not…it doesn’t make me mad at you,” he
explained. “It’s almost like it’s the match that I can throw onto
all these feelings that lights up all this…sexiness.”

“Masochism can be a way to…”

He held up a hand again. “Liza, listen,” he
said. “I know you’re trying to dot all the I’s and cross all the
T’s here. I get that. I guess I appreciate it. But, and here’s the
thing, if we sit here trying to untangle this forever I have a
feeling it’s…I have a feeling it’s going to get a little less…” He
paused, not wanting to offend her.

“Sexy,” she said, finishing his thought for
him.

“Less sexy,” he confirmed.

She leaned back in her chair, staring at
him.

“Look,” he said after a silence. “This whole
thing, all the sharing and all these stories that have come out,
it’s really…it’s been like pulling the cord on a lawnmower. For our
sex life, I mean.”

She stifled a giggle with a hand on her
mouth.

“No but you know what I mean?” he asked, feeling
a little sheepish at the comparison he’d made.

“I know. I know,” she said. “I’m sorry. I didn’t
mean to laugh. But that visual…hilarious.”

He chuckled. At least she’d appreciated a part
of it. Now how to get her to understand that…

She interrupted his train of thought by kicking
off one of her shoes, raising her foot, and placing it on his
lap.

His gaze fell to her toes, ensconced in sheer,
black leggings. The root of his cock pulsed when she wiggled them.
He looked up at her with his lips parted.

“You think you could…? No. I want you to
rub my feet.”

His eyes widened at her directness. So unlike
her. So commanding. The order deprived him of the need to make
decisions, or take charge of the situation. It was, in a strange
way, a welcome thing. He took her foot in his hands and
started kneading the arch.

“Start with the toes,” she said pointedly.

“Okay. Yeah, okay,” he mumbled as he started
squeezing and kneading her big toe. He could feel her gaze on him.
Her presence seemed to have grown in the room. It was humbling and
he liked it.

She let him work on her toes before speaking
again. She adjusted herself in her chair as his hands moved to the
ball of her foot and started working it. “I think I’m starting to
understand what you’re looking for here,” she said quietly.

“You are?” he asked, a little breathless and
with wide eyes.

“Believe it or not it’s often successful men in
positions of power that look for the opposite dynamic in their sex
lives,” she explained.

That deflated him slightly. His shoulders
slumped. “Liza,” he muttered. “I appreciate the analysis but…”

“But you don’t want to be analyzed. I get it.
Which is why that’s the last thing I’ll say about it.”

He eyed her warily before returning his
attention to her foot. “Okay?” he said, not sure if she meant
it.

“I think, and you tell me if I’m way off course
here, that maybe you’re looking for a different dynamic. Between
us. In the bedroom. Maybe a little power exchange?”

He looked up, stunned. “P-power exchange?” he
stammered quietly.

She swatted his hands away with her foot. Drew a
line along his inseam with her big toe. One that ended at his
bulging erection. “Maybe you want me to take a little more
control?” she asked. She raised her foot, slowly working it up his
stomach toward his chest.

His eyes were riveted on it. The way she was
speaking was still a little clinical. But what she was proposing
had his heart thundering in his chest. “Maybe,” he whispered, a
little breathless.

She stopped her foot at his collarbone and
smiled. “I could be into that,” she said.

He looked straight into her eyes. “Really?” he
asked, his voice filled with disbelief.

She smiled wider at him. “Get on your knees for
me, Liam.”

His eyes bugged as he slipped off the chair onto
his knees.

Chapter Nine

He stared at her as she brought her foot up to
his face. It was wildly outside of any boundaries they’d ever
pushed. Sure, bringing Brad and past sexual experiences into the
bedroom was a little kinky. This was…he couldn’t even find a word
for this. Was she going to be whipping him next? He was pretty sure
he didn’t want to be whipped.

“Kiss the sole of my foot, Liam,” Liza
ordered.

He leaned forward. His nostrils flared at the
musky smell of her feet as he did her bidding. He groaned as she
gently mashed her foot against his face.

“Now open your mouth,” she said.

He opened his mouth.

She pointed her toe forward and tucked it
between his lips. “Suck on it,” she said, staring at him with a
steady, even dominating gaze.

It was a confusing moment. He didn’t want her
thinking this was going to turn everything upside down. Turn their
relationship into some weird dominant/submissive thing. That wasn’t
what he wanted. But this? This was…exciting. This was different. He
obediently closed his mouth around her toe and started sucking it.
Every few seconds his eyes would dart to hers. To the way she was
looking down her nose at him. The serious expression on her face
and the flickering excitement in her eyes.

She popped her toe out of his mouth and let it
fall to his crotch. She pressed the ball of her foot against his
hard erection, before kicking off her other heel and standing up
tall in front of him.

“Take your penis out,” she said, her words
commanding, unfamiliar in tone. A sizzle traveled down his spine,
cold, slightly fearful lust swelling in his groin.

As he fumbled to undo his zipper, he watched her
reach under her skirt and roll down her leggings. His eyes followed
her hands as they revealed her toned thighs, then calves, then
finally her feet. His eyes widened as he noticed she’d pulled her
underwear off as well. She threw the bundle of nylon and cotton off
to one side and hiked her skirt up, revealing her bare thighs, her
hips, her slit nestled in her bush.

She stepped forward with one foot on either side
of his legs, then squatted, straddling his lap, her hand wrapping
around his cock to swipe it against the moist cleft of her
entrance. Her juices coated him in a warm slop that felt as
welcoming as it did unsettling.

She put her other hand around his neck. “Like
this?” she whispered into his ear. “You like it like this?”

There wasn't an answer to this question: he did,
and he didn't. But it was as if she'd flipped a switch, activating
a dormant slave inside him. “Yes,” he said, slipping his hands onto the the
small of her back.

“You want to know what it would be like, don’t
you?” she asked. “Seeing me take another man’s cock inside me?” She
gazed deep into his eyes.

The question sent a thrilling shudder racing
through him. It was like she’d crawled into his mind and pulled out
all the greatest hits of his fantasies and knew exactly what to do
with them now that she had them. “Y-yes,” he stuttered, groaning as
she sheathed him in her tight pussy. “Oh god yes!”

She put her other hand around his neck and
started to roll her hips, grinding her velvet interior over his
cock.

On his knees and helpless to move, he could only
savor the deep pleasure brought by her hot pussy gliding along his
turgid shaft. “Oh god, Liza. It feels so good,” he mumbled. The
words tumbled from his mouth, there wasn't any stopping them.

She put a finger under his chin and tipped his
eyes up to meet hers. She was smiling. He felt caught, as surely as
if he'd been strapped to a table by leather bindings: Liza could
have done anything to him in that moment.

“I’ll do it for you,” she whispered.

His cock throbbed inside her and his mouth went
inexplicably dry. An uncertainty flooded him: was he really living
this? Or had a dream become so real he was fooled. His voice was
hoarse. “What? Really?”

She ran her thumb along his lips, then slipped
it into his mouth. A taste of dirty salt, the scent of a Bic pen,
the scrape of her nail attacked him at once.

He sucked on it the same way he had her toe.

“Because I love you,” she said. “And I want you
to be happy. If you want me to, then I’ll do it."

Her voice lowered into whispery strokes that
licked him from the inside out. “I’ll invite Brad over here. Maybe
for dinner,” she mused. “And then, I’m going to make you
tell him that you want him to have sex with your wife. Would you
like that, Liam?”

The thought of it had him shuddering again.
He clung to her
like she was embodied as the to the edge of an orgasm that
felt like it was going to send him to oblivion. “Oh god. Yes,” he
moaned. He had no idea if he was consenting to this or if this was
just a game. If it was just a game it was just too hot to resist,
but with her pussy enveloping him, her fingers probing his mouth,
her dominating stare crushing him, he couldn't have resisted his
consent even if she had told him it was real.

She undid the three top buttons of her shirt and
pulled her left breast out of her bra. The nipple was a stiff
crimson peak that she pointed at his mouth.

“Suck it,” she ordered.

His cock lurched inside her. “Oh god, Liza, I’m
gonna…”

Before he managed to say it, she ceased her
sliding back and forth, and held him in the wet vice of her cunt as
she stuffed her nipple into his mouth. The way she fed it to him,
there wasn't any need for her to order him, but she did.

“Suck,” she ordered.

His mouth moved in obedience, suckling at her
nipple, swiping his tongue around it and pulling it deeper into his
mouth.

Liza closed her eyes and threw her head back.
She pushed her chest out, arching her back and clamping down on his
cock with her pussy. “Keep sucking,” she hissed.

He obeyed, sucking on her nipple harder
still.

After a minute or so she started gliding back
and forth again.

He moaned, the sound muffled by the pressure of her pillowy
breast.

She opened her eyes and looked straight at him.
She put her hands on either side of his head. “You want to see
another man fuck his come into me?” she demanded.

A powerful surge of ejaculate shot through his
prick. Releasing her tit, he threw his head back and roared as the
climax took him. The vision of Brad filling Liza with his seed, a
montage of memories and fantasies, ballooned in his mind.

Liza came, bouncing on his lap, grinding her
pelvis against his cock. Her body started shaking. She wrapped her
arms around his back and clung to him as waves of orgasm rippled
through her body.

He held her as she finished, the ripples sinking
through his own skin, making him tremble.

But now, with the immediate thrill of their
shared fantasy receding, a dull doubt formed inside him. On the
other side of a climax and with his lust waning, the void it
created was filled with a vague jealousy tinged with guilt.

As Liza emerged from her pleasure she put her
hands on his face again and looked into his eyes. “You okay?” she
asked softly.

He nodded but felt unsure. “I think so,” he
said. He waited a moment, collecting his thoughts to pop the big
question.

“Hey,” Liza said. She was looking at him
earnestly, a soft smile on her lips. “If we’re going to do this we
need to keep in touch. I don’t care if you don’t like talking about
your feelings,” she said, grinning.

He forced a smile. Now that the sexy part was
over this felt…awkward and weird in ways he didn’t like. Saying
things out loud forced him to confront parts of his desire he
wasn’t sure he was ready to reveal. A life lived under the
propaganda of modern masculinity — a man was supposed to protect
his wife and do everything to keep her from straying — wouldn’t be
wiped away by a kinky moment in the bedroom.

She didn’t push him. She slid off his lap and
cupped a hand between her legs, a shy and sheepish blush and grin
spreading on her cheeks. “I’m going to take a shower. Order us some
Chinese?”

Her clinical voice was back, snapped into place
like an interlocking part of a toy. It brought with it more doubt,
a sense that what had just transpired had been, for Liza, pure
fantasy, an exercise in psychological trickery.

He blushed with the shame this invited into his
mind. He was a grown man kneeling on the floor, his flaccid cock
staining his pants with semen. He tucked himself back into his
underwear, did up his zipper, then used the chair behind him to
stand up. “That sounds great," he said. His voice was flat.

Liza smiled.

As she reached the door a pang of something he
couldn’t name gripped him. “Liza?” he said.

She turned and looked over her shoulder.

He walked to where she was standing and put a
hand on her arm. “I’m sorry I’m so bad at this.”

She gave him the kind of smile that crumpled his
ego for some reason, and pecked him on the cheek. “You’re not bad
at anything,” she whispered. “Just think about it while I’m in the
shower. Maybe we can talk while we eat. Or…whenever.” She kissed
him again before disappearing into the bathroom and closing the
door behind her.

He thumbed his phone to life, tapped the Chinese
delivery app and plugged in Liza’s usual: Kung Pao, beef and
broccoli and egg fried rice. Then he walked downstairs and sat down
at the kitchen table to have a think.

It was tough to find a place to start. He liked
to think he was a man who knew what he wanted in life. Some
undefinable part of him wanted this. He could feel
that much. But there was a reluctance weighing down that feeling.
Something deep and faceless he couldn’t unmask, dragging down his
desire and preventing it from taking flight.

When Liza finally came down after her long
shower, tucked into tight-fitting, checkered flannel pajamas and
wearing her robe, he didn’t feel any closer to knowing where to
start their conversation than he had upstairs. The raw sexuality,
with its perverse overtones, seemed to be put away in a drawer with
Liza's silky underwear. The flannel seemed to drive the point
home.

She wandered over to where he was sitting and
flashed a cheerful smile before sitting down on his lap. She put
her hands on the back of his neck.

He breathed in the scent of her shampoo and
closed his eyes.

“You get the Chinese?” she asked.

“I did,” he said.

“Figure out your feelings yet?”

He looked up to find her grinning. “All sorted
out,” he said.

“Perfect,” she replied, going along with his
usual way of deflecting. Which surely Liza didn't buy.

“Look,” he began, still not certain what words
to use. He studied the tile floor for a while.

She waited patiently.

“Do you want this?” he asked, starting
with his greatest fear and biggest question he had for her.

Liza smiled and looked up at the ceiling.
“That’s…a tricky question.”

“Why?” he said.

“Because…I don’t sit around thinking about it, I
guess. I think this is kind of exciting. It’s definitely given our
love life a reboot. I like that. I want that. That makes me happy.
I think it makes you happy, too, no?”

He nodded. “It definitely does,” he said.

“But do I sit at work thinking oh god I hope
Liam will let me fuck Brad’s big cock again?”

His gut hollowed at what she’d said. His cock
stirred between his legs. It sounded so brutal. And yet the
brutality of it was somehow sexy.

“I don’t,” she went on. “If it’s something that
you’re into, something that would spice things up between us, then
I’m willing to try it. I’m having fun. But I’d only want to do it
if it’s going to be fun for both of us. For all I care, it could
stay a fantasy. Benefits seem to be the same either way.” She
kissed him on the forehead.

It wasn’t what he’d expected to hear from
her.

It was a relief. Brutal or not, it was good to
hear she wasn’t drooling after Brad’s big cock in her spare time.
The clinical, disinterested way she told him about her feelings
irked him, though. And it irked him that it irked him. He felt,
somehow, like a dog chasing after a ball, Liza throwing it and
then, like a dagger to his heart, dropping the game and failing to
understand what it meant to him. Leaving him wagging like a stupid
beagle, uncomprehending.

Liza didn't need to
talk about it, any more than she needed to do it. Or anything
sexual.

But he did. And so he wagged
his tail for her. “Do you really think you could go through
with it?” he asked.

She shrugged. It was a noncommittal, uninspired
gesture he knew she had given no thought to at all. “I don’t see
why not.”

He shook his head. “I…I had no idea,” he said
quietly.

“About what?” she asked, a note of distraction
in her voice as her eye fixated on something amiss in their
decor.

“That you would ever, could ever be into
something like this. It’s so unlike you.”

She drew in a breath and sighed, her attention
returning to him. The way a shrink's would, when they realized they
weer spacing out while being paid to listen. “It’s something
completely different, right? I mean different for us. Different
than anything we’ve done.”

“You don’t think it could, you know, change
things?”

She scowled. “Change things how?”

This was the part that made him awkward. The
part that made him vulnerable. The part where he had to admit to
Liza — who knew this already — but more importantly to himself,
that he needed her. That the thought of a life without her
was a crushing weight. That even though they had a strong
foundation, years of trust, he worried that something like this
might shake it. “Change things like…if you start to have feelings
for him again or something.”

She smiled, as if relieved by what he’d said.
“If I were worried about anything remotely close to that we
wouldn’t even be having this conversation.” She hugged him tighter.
“Are you worried about that?”

He nodded, his forehead rubbing against her
cheek. “Somewhere deep. Yeah. I am,” he admitted in a whisper.

She pulled away and looked into his eyes again.
“Then let’s just put it this away. If you’re ever ready we can talk
about it again. If you’re never ready then let’s just keep having
great sex about it. Sound like a pl…”

The doorbell rang.

He looked up at her and smiled, warmed by her
comforting reaction. “I ordered. Which usually means…” He let the
sentence linger and grinned.

She flashed a sly grin of her own. Slipped off
his lap, then slipped off her robe before parading through the
kitchen swinging her ass. The tight pajamas she was wearing
outlined her body perfectly, plumping it a little, to desirable
effect. She wore no bra.

Liam’s eyes savored the view as she plucked her
wallet from her purse and walked to the front door.

The delivery guy handed her a white plastic bag
as soon as she opened. Then he looked up to tell her what she owed
him and froze. His eyes darted down her body and there was a
five-second silence before he realized what he’d done. He quickly
buried his face in the receipt. “Forty-five fifty,” he
muttered.

Liza punched in a tip, then tapped her debit
card on his machine. After it beeped she stood there smiling.

The guy stole another glance at her before
beating a hasty retreat to his car idling on the driveway.

Liza closed the door then spun around and
sauntered back into the kitchen. She plopped the bag of food down
on the table next to Liam, who was still standing in place,
watching, reveling in the wave of pleasure he had gotten watching
the delivery guy check out his wife. She got up on her tiptoes and
kissed his cheek. “I paid, so you get to set the table,” she
whispered before heading to the wine rack to pick out a bottle.

Chapter Ten

“What should I do?” she asked, breathless.

His head turned slowly to look at her. His chest
squeezed when he saw her carotid artery pumping fast and hard.

She’s just as nervous about this as you
are.

That made him feel better. Liza was a cool
customer. Had he even ever seen her like this? Freaked out about
something as inane as her ex-boyfriend? Her expression was panicked
and she looked the same kind of vulnerable that he’d been feeling lately.

Which gave him something do: calm Liza down.
And there was nothing as perfectly distracting from his own nerves,
his own insecurities, has having something to do. He put his hands
on his shoulders and squeezed them. “You should close your eyes,
take three deep breaths and remember that there is absolutely no
pressure here,” he said quietly. He watched out the window as Brad
got out of his car and swung the door shut.

Liza did what he told her. She closed her
eyes and took three deep breaths. The tension left her shoulders
and when she opened her eyes again there was a calm in them that
hadn’t been there before. “He’s just a guy,” she said quietly.

“He’s just a guy you dated,”
Liam replied. “Who happens to be coming over for dinner. No big
deal. Just like a school reunion.” But as much as he wanted to
think he was talking Liza down from the precipice of her panic, it
was doing nothing for his.

Because Brad wasn’t just a
guy. Brad was the guy Liza had taken home after the first night
she’d met Liam. The guy she’d fucked one last time
so she could feel the glorious length of his
eight inch cock. Truth-telling Liza hadn’t been able to leave out
that detail. No. And now it haunted him at night when he couldn’t
sleep. Liza’s pussy gorging on a fat column of hard meat as she
screamed through orgasm after orgasm.

“Liam? Are you
okay?”

He’d slipped back into his paranoid fantasy
so deeply he hadn’t realized she’d turned to face him. He flashed a
smile. “Fine. Just fine,” he lied.

She nodded. “I’m going to go let him in,”
she said quietly.

The doorbell rang.

Liza turned and walked to the door. She
twisted the knob and swung it open.

Brad’s eyes and face lit up in a smile.
“Liz! You look exactly the same!” he said. Stepping into the house
he wrapped his massive arms around her in a great, big bear
hug.

***

After dinner they piled the dishes into the
dishwasher, popped the cork on a third bottle of red and moved to
the living room. Liam and Liza sitting down on the couch facing the
TV and Brad sitting in the big love seat by the fireplace.

Just as they were getting settled Liza set her
glass down on the coffee table and patted Liam’s lap. “Forgot to go
to the bathroom,” she said, smiling at the two of them. She hopped
up and walked out into the hall.

Dinner had been remarkably casual. Liza and Brad
catching up on each other’s lives, joking around and generally
staying away from any mention of the past. Liam had felt
surprisingly at ease, making small talk with Brad and not feeling
like a third wheel at all.

But he got uncomfortable the minute that Liza
left the room. His hand fell to the couch pillow next to him where
she’d been sitting. It was still warm. He glanced at Brad.

Brad had stretched his arms up over the backrest
of the love seat. His eyes were wandering the walls of the room,
pausing at the artwork they’d collected over the years. When he saw
Liam looking at him he served up a warm smile. “Man, this has been
great. Thanks so much for welcoming me into your home.”

Liam managed to force a smile of his own. “No
problem,” he replied. “No problem at all. It’s been our
pleasure.”

But Brad didn’t pick up the conversation. Just
sat there grinning until Liam squirmed in his seat from the
uncomfortable silence.

Maybe Brad noticed. Maybe he didn’t. He did just
keep on smiling, though. Finally, after what felt like hours, he
shifted in his seat and reached down to wipe something off of his
pant leg. “You two seem really happy,” Brad said.

Liam couldn’t tell if it sounded ominous or if
his own, racing imagination had given it that twist. “We’ve had our
ups and downs,” he said. “But yeah. We’re pretty lucky in that we
still like each other.”

Brad gave a thoughtful nod.

Liam felt like squirming again in the silence
that followed. For whatever reason Brad wasn’t being nearly as
loquacious as he had been over dinner. He found that unnerving.
What the hell was taking Liza so long? He fished for a thought in
his overheated brain. Anything to fill the silence. “Sorry again
about your marriage,” he said.

Brad shrugged. “Meh. Bitch was crazy, like I
said.”

His language was a little shocking. A far cry
from the yes, please’s and thank-you no’s at the dinner
table.

Brad started chuckling. “Sure miss that pussy,
though.”

Liam raised an eyebrow at the comment.

“Thing was tight, you know? Mm-mm. Like, sliding
it into her was like putting a condom on. And fuck was it hot in
there.” He looked at Liam with a grin. "You know how some of them
ladies got a real hot pussy, like all the time?"

Liam swallowed a fleck of his own spittle and
coughed into a fist to clear his throat. His cheeks heated with
embarrassment.

Brad didn't seem to notice this, which struck
Liam as incredible.

“You and Liz still getting your freak on?” Brad
asked, as matter-of-factly as he would for a refill of his
after-dinner coffee.

Liam forced another smile but it was as tight as
the previous one. “We do alright,” he replied, smoothly. But he
curdled inwardly, convinced that the truth about what they’d
been fucking about, of late, was painted all over his face.

Brad gave a casual mm-hmm-I-bet-you-do
sort of nod and grin. He leaned forward and rested his arms on his
knees before glancing toward the entrance to the living room to
make sure they were still alone, before turning back to Liam. “You
know I remember that pussy?” he said.

Liam froze. He could feel his face burning up
now, so he was sure Brad could see it. He could think of absolutely
no way to reply to a statement like that.

“I spite-fucked a lot of chicks about losing
that pussy,” Brad said. His eyes fell to the floor, then seemed to
focus on some spot far beneath it.

Liam just sat there watching him, his cock
straining against his pants, his head spinning. This man, he kept
thinking, in a loop, had his cock in my wife's pussy.

Then Liza walked back in.

She strutted through the living room on her
over-sized heels, her ass swinging side to side and her tits
bobbing up and down beneath the tight, gray pullover she was
wearing. It was so contrived, it seemed like a cartoon. And yet it
was hot. Burning-up, perverted, insane, hot.

Brad sat back up, put one arm on the backrest
again and smiled at her.

Liza’s eyes danced between Liam and Brad, and
Liam immediately realized she knew something was transpiring
between them. She stopped halfway to the couch and hesitated,
before a smile sprouted on her lips. She turned on her heel and
sauntered toward the love seat. She lowered herself onto it,
tucking one foot under her leg so she could face Brad.

It took Brad a moment to stop staring at her in
shock. The gesture was unexpected to everyone but Liza. He
looked up into her smiling, shinning eyes. Then turned to regard
Liam. Then back to Liza. “Uh. To what do I owe the pleasure?” he
asked. He emitted a chuckle, the same as so many before, but Liam
detected a note of sinister pleasure beneath it. A failure to veil
the Brad who'd talked about pussy with Liam, from the Brad who'd
been so polite at dinner.

Liza shared the laugh with him, looking sideways at
Liam before turning to Brad again. “I’ve got a…we’ve got a
bit of a confession to make,” she said.

Liam’s chest and guts tightened and his tongue
went dry. His palms started sweating and he felt a little feverish.
This was it. It was going to happen. Liza was going to do it. He
felt himself regress. Back into the Liam he’d been years ago,
watching Julie take that big dick when he’d sort of thought of her
as his. The cold, clammy grip of it reached from deep in his
abdomen and gripped his balls like an actual vice.

He embraced that Liam. Reveled in the helpless,
heady pleasure he took revisiting his feelings. Knowing, now, that
his wife was seated next to the man she’d gone home and fucked
after they’d first met. Why?!? his reptile brain screamed.
He might never know. But that was part of the appeal. That raging
question was his little pet. A fluffy little ball of angst that
guaranteed him an instant erection.

“You do, huh?” Brad asked, his tone suddenly
innocent. A complete contrast to the lewd exhibitionist Liam had
been talking to a moment earlier.

Liam realized then that perhaps this violent
about-face in Brad’s character might have something to do with his
three failed marriages. Maybe it hadn’t been the women — the
bitches — that had all been crazy. A tiny red warning light
started blinking at the back of his brain. One that seemed to
vaguely say maybe we should tap the brakes on this?

But he could barely will himself to breathe. And
what was he going to do? Throw out the word and put a stop to this
before it even started? Prove Liza right? That he wasn’t in a place
to do this? That he hadn’t let go enough to be able to experience
this safely?

It was already playing out. And there wasn't
anything he could do to stop it.

The allure of watching his beautiful wife get
nasty with this hot, black stud was not zero, either.

“We do,” Liza went on carefully. She laced her
fingers together, elbow on the arm rest tantalizingly close to
Brad’s. “But before I go on I just want you to know that we in no
way want to make you feel unsafe.”

Brad’s eyes and ears pricked up at this. In a
way that made it very obvious to Liam that just hearing the word
unsafe had piqued his interest. “Oh my,” Brad said quietly.
“So this is serious?”

“In a way,” Liza replied. She drew in a deep
breath and pressed two fingers to her forehead. She slipped
momentarily out of character and a panicked look darted across her
expression before she regained her composure. “Please feel free to
stop me if this in any way makes you feel uncomfortable,” she
explained. Again.

Brad grinned, looking over at Liam as if they
shared the observation that Liza was as batty as she was acting.
Liza's repeated, clinical sentences about discomfort seemed silly
suddenly: Brad, anyone could see, didn't get uncomfortable.

Liza’s lips curled up into a charming smile
again. The show was back on. “See, Liam here has a little secret
that he’d like to share,” she said.

Brad turned slowly, deliberately toward Liam.
“You do?” he asked. The beginnings of a smile formed on his lips.
Obviously, Brad may not have known exactly what was happening, but
he had a very good sense of the ballpark he was entering.

Liza looked at Liam.

Liam’s throat and mouth were dry as the desert
sand in noon day heat. His efforts to moisten them were a failure.
He shook his head. “I can’t,” he croaked.

Liza let out a quiet cough. “He’s a little
nervous,” she said.

Suddenly Liam wasn’t so sure what was going on
here. Did Liza see his panic? Was she picking up on the vibes
emanating from him? Could she feel the anxious, nervous energy
pulsing through his temple? Most importantly, could she see through
Brad’s charade? And if she couldn’t, and Liam let her go
through with this and she found out later, would she hate him? He
nearly spoke up, but suddenly Liza was talking again.

“Liam and I were sharing experiences a while
back,” she was saying.

Liam suppressed a cringe.

“Personal experiences,” Liza explained. The
professional therapist broaching a difficult subject with a maximum
of sensitivity and decorum. Professionalism.

“Okay,” Brad said, nodding as he turned to look
at her again.

“Personal experiences from our past,” Liza
added.

“Okay,” Brad repeated.

“And I shared with him that, the night we met,
I…we, you and I, that is,” she said, wagging a finger
between her and Brad. “That we went back to your apartment and
had…had a sexual encounter.”

Brad’s expression clouded. Like he was
struggling to reach into the past and remember. “Oh yeah,” he said
quietly. “I nearly forgot about that.”

Liam’s eyes darted to Liza’s just in time to see
the fleeting consternation pass through them. It was gone in a
second. If he hadn’t known her as well as he did, he wouldn’t have
noticed it. But he’d seen it. He’d seen how it jangled her that
Brad may have forgotten about her. About their sexual
encounter on the night Liam’s life had changed forever.

He was full of shit. Of course he was. It was
plain as day. Liam was surprised Liza couldn’t see it. She was a
freaking shrink! She couldn’t see this guy was playing her?

Perversely, that only made him want to see more
of it. More of her ignorance. More of her innocence.

And that innocence being violated.

“Anyways,” Liza said, unable to conceal the note
of terseness in her voice. She was faltering again. Falling out of
character, getting all uptight and worried, her eyes darting to
Liam too often for him not to notice.

The whole thing was coming undone. The threads
holding it all together were fraying. Liam could see that. He could
sense it. Maybe it was for the best? Maybe it would be better if
they just left it? Maybe this whole experiment was pointless and
maybe…

”I want to see you fuck my wife.” He blurted it
out so loudly there was no taking it back. There was no room for
confusion or explanation, no way to couch what he’d said.

“Oh my,” Brad whispered.

Now Liza was looking extremely uncomfortable.
Like she’d put a client in an awkward situation because of a lack
of due diligence and careful language, and she had to somehow fix
things. “What he means is…and again I just want to reiterate that
this is not something you at all have to consider and if you just
need to leave we will both totally understa…oh god I’m really
fucking this…”

Brad held up a hand and silenced her. He turned
to Liam and nodded a few times. “No,” he said, speaking to Liza but
staring at Liam. “I get it.”

Liza’s eyes popped open wide. She sat up
straighter. “Y-you do?” she stammered.

“Some guys like it, right Liam?” Brad asked.

“I-I guess,” Liam replied.

“I did it a few times for a few guys. Before my
first marriage. Being a bull, I think it’s called. Am I right?”

Liam’s lips parted. “I didn’t realize there was
a name for it,” he muttered. His frayed nerves sizzled as Brad
leaned against the backrest, getting more comfortable next to Liza.
His whole body crackled with sexual heat as Brad lifted his hand
from behind Liza and played his fingers through her hair.

Liza stiffened further. Now obviously intensely
aware that her husband was gawking at her and that, logically, what
would come next would be another sexual encounter with her
former boyfriend.

Liam wondered if she was going to say the
word. Haul on the parking brake and bring this all to a screeching
halt.

Brad studied her closely.

Liam wondered if Brad was wandering back through
his memories again? Thinking of the way his cock felt inside Liza’s
pussy? Replaying that last fuck in a moment of unexpected sexual
nostalgia?

Or more terrifyingly, had Liza been his
"one that got away?" It sharpened the blade of his own arousal to
think of it that way.

“Y’all seem pretty nervous about this,” Brad
said quietly, looking between the two of them.

Liza coughed out an awkward laugh and looked
away. “I think that’s a pretty fair assessment.”

Brad eyed her with a steely stare. “You want
something else to assess?” he asked.

She laughed again, eyes fluttering up to the
ceiling as she fanned her face with her hand.

Without waiting for an answer, Brad reached down
and undid his zipper. Reached into his expensive pants and drew out
an almost lethal-looking penis.

Liam’s jaw dropped at the reveal. A dark and
semi-erect artery of erectile tissue overstuffed into too-tight
skin. The sides adorned with veins that crawled and curled like
rivers wending their way toward the delta of his cock-head. When he
released it it swung lazily to one side and flopped against his
leg. A little stimulation and it would be standing, what, eight?
Nine? Ten inches out from his pelvis?

The effect it had on Liam was extraordinary. One
raw thought throbbed fat and hot in his brain:
that…that thing had been inside her once? It
was followed quickly by another, gushing like a geyser and
splattering all over his gray matter. If she’d had that inside her,
how could Liam have ever pleased her?

This was immature, he knew. He
wasn't an adolescent. He was a man. He’d sired children and
provided for them all before Liza had gone back to work. He could
be proud of what he’d accomplished. He had provided sufficiently
robust genetic material that they’d procreated. Their offspring had
been strong and healthy.

But if he’d done all that with
his far more modest sexual apparatus, what, then, was the potential
of this monstrous thing? What would have come from an un-barricaded
union of this gusher and Liza’s fertile insides?

The question heated and hardened him into an
almost unbearable arousal.

Liza had sat up even straighter. Her head
was turned slightly to one side and extended backwards, as if she
were trying to avert her eyes but couldn’t. They were firmly glued
to the dark monster of the phallus she’d once known intimately and
would now, it seemed, come to know again.

“What’s your assessment?” Brad asked, breaking
the thick silence hanging in the room.

Chapter Eleven

The question, and Brad’s wry grin, made Liza's
serious facade break apart, disintegrating into hesitant
giggles.

Liam choked out a laugh, too. The humor was
appreciated. It dissolved the tension that had been gripping him.
The panic and menace the sight of the dark monster had induced,
evaporated.

This was normal…kind of. Brad had done it
before, right? That meant Liam wasn’t some one in a million weirdo
who’d fetishized something that had affected him deeply. If there
were other guys that were into this, then maybe it wasn’t some
humiliating, emasculating thing he needed to see to come to terms
with his demons. Maybe it could just be fun?

Brad chuckled and stroked Liza’s hair again. It
unsettled Liam as much as it sent a frisson of arousal through the
center of his body. “Well, doctor? What do you say?”

She covered her mouth with the back of her hand
and giggled again. “I mean…it’s more or less like I remember it,”
she said. Hearing herself, she looked up at Liam, panic on her face
again. “I mean…I didn’t mean…”

He shook his head. “It’s okay,” he said quietly.
“It’s okay. It’s all okay.”

Something about his response seemed to ricochet
through the features of Liza's face, like a spark. She turned her
head and looked straight at the swelling cock in front of her.
“Maybe a little bigger than I remember.” She blushed at her own
observation.

Brad grinned, a hand dropping to his cock to
hold it and lazily stroke it. “Well. You heard the man. It’s all
okay. Don’t be shy, girl. It won’t bite you.”

When she bit down on her lip, he reached out and
took her wrist, drawing her hand toward it, to hover over the shaft
of his rising cock. He let her palm linger there, rippling with
excitement, then eased it down onto his shaft.

Liza’s face flushed again. “It’s so hot,” she
whispered.

An exquisitely painful ache formed beneath
Liam’s gut. His wife, holding another man’s penis and remarking on
its temperature, twisted things inside him he hadn’t even known
were there. He stared at her hand as she started to manipulate the
appendage of her own accord. Petting it in a gingerly awkward way
like it really might bite her if she wasn’t careful.

“Aw, you made her shy,” Brad commented to
Liam.

“I…I did?”

“Back in the day she’d gobble it up and jump on
for a ride before I could get my pants off. Isn’t that right,
Liz?”

Liza glanced nervously at Liam. “I don’t…I’m not
sure he wants to know about…”

“I want to. I want to know everything,” Liam
said, feeling like a zombie whose hunger could only be sated by
seeing the dirty thing happen.

Liza regarded him warily.

“Back in the day all I had to do was take it out
and she’d be on her knees,” Brad said, studying Liza’s face as he
played with her hair. Liza's cheeks reddened, but it was hard to
tell what lurked beneath the flush of her skin: excitement or
embarrassment.

There was chemistry between them. Weathered by
years apart, sure, but Liam could still sense it. He could see it
in the way Brad was looking at her. He could see it in the way her
touch relaxed, familiarly, on his cock. The way she lifted it to
test it’s heft. The way she looked at it now that memory and
reality had fused together in her mind.

“You want to see her mouth on it?” Brad asked,
his eyes shifting to Liam.

Liza flashed a worried look at Brad. It melted
the second their eyes met.

He felt it from across the room. A profoundly
warm connection forming between them as they waded into these
uncharted, untested waters. The danger of it seemed to distill the
value of their own relationship, kindling something that had not
been lost, but possibly never found in the first place. She was
his. No matter what happened tonight or tomorrow or for the
rest of the time they had together she would always be his. He
could feel it.

“I want to see it,” he said, his voice strong
and clear.

One corner of her lip curled up, her worry
fading. Liza slipping back into her seductive act, playing it up
for Liam so he could get the full experience. She licked her lips:
a raw and dirty gesture that she had never done in Liam's presence.
Then she bent at the waist, her foot falling to the floor, as her
mouth neared the pulsing, fleshy darkness of Brad's cock. She
flicked out her tongue and licked it. “Tastes the same,” she said,
winking at Liam.

An intense and urgent thrill rushed through him.
How many times had Liza licked Brad’s cock like that? How many
times had it lurched in her hand the way it was doing now? Was it a
muscle memory to her, like riding a bike, so that she could elicit
its hardening and rising as easily as she could balance on
bicycle?

And it was. Hardening, lengthening, rising.
Finally standing, fully turgid, arcing gently toward his
abdomen.

Brad put a hand on her cheek and brought her
face down sideways on his pelvis. Gripping his equipment, he
pointed the tip between her open lips and thrust his hips up
gently. The head disappeared into her mouth.

She closed her eyes, exhaled through her nose as
her cheeks hollowed, her tongue nursing at dark the thing. Her
nostrils flared as she tried to manage breathing and accommodating
his dark flesh.

“Fuck, that’s just like I remember,” Brad
sighed. “Mouth of an angel. Straight from heaven.” He tipped his
hips back and forth, fucking another inch of himself into her face
with each grotesque pump.

Liza grabbed his shaft with both hands and
started stroking him in time with his thrusts. Her jaw was
stretched open into a yawn, her mouth plugged full of his black
dick.

Liam let himself drift into the past. Into a
time before he was in the room, before there had been any hint of
him in Liza’s life. When she used to do this exclusively for her
own pleasure and for Brad’s. The thought pierced his heart in just
the right way, sending a steady drip of exquisite pain into his
bloodstream.

Brad groaned. He kept his hand on her cheek,
keeping her mouth still so he could control his movement in and out
of it. After a few more thrusts he took his hand away. “What do you
think? Want to go for a ride again?” he asked, smiling down at
her.

Liza sat up straight. She flattened her pullover
against her tummy, grinning sheepishly as she tucked a tress of
hair behind her ear. “Should we…I mean would it be more comfortable
for everyone if we moved to…”

Brad reached out, shamelessly cupped her breast
and squeezed it.

It stopped her in mid-sentence.

Liam drew in a breath as he saw her nipples
harden beneath the fabric of her sweater. The hardened bumps blared
at him: she must have pulled her bra off when she’d gone to the
bathroom. In preparation, certain this would happen and wanted to
be ready when, not if, it did.

It drove him crazy.

“Man’s got the best seat in the house, don’t you
Liam?” Brad asked. “I’m good here. Come on, girl. Get up on this
thing.”

Liza cleared her throat. She stood up, teetering
a little on her heels. Grabbed the hem of her skirt and slowly
rolled it up over her thighs.

Liam gasped when she revealed her bare pussy and
looked up at him from under her brow.

“I took my underwear off. Just in case,” she
whispered. It was meant only for him, her eyes riveted to his.

Brad’s eyes widened. “And she thinks ahead?
Shit,” he snorted. “I really let this one slip through my fingers.”
He eyed her backside appreciatively before reaching up to gave it a
light smack with his palm.

Liam could not be distracted from the sight of
her pussy. There was no hair to conceal her arousal, nothing to
hide the glistening glaze that coated her labia. Her sex
lubricating heavily to accept a thicker, longer cock. The shiny
ooze seemed to shimmer a question at him: was it just from sucking
his cock? Or the memories she still held about it? Or the arousal
of anticipating taking him again?

Or all three?

It didn’t matter. Though he desperately wanted
to know the answers to all three questions, he would try to get
them later. For the time being, the only thing that mattered was
seeing her leg swinging up and over Brad’s lap, watching her squat
down over his stiff prick and grab it between her legs. Her fingers
folded over the length of it, barely containing it in her fist. She
positioned the head directly beneath herself, pointed at her
entrance, with an ease that hinted at a great deal of practice, a
return to a well-honed, familiar skill.

Liam could feel pre-cum oozing from the head of
his own erect penis. The itch to stroke himself was driving him
crazy.

Liza glanced up at him. One last look for
reassurance. Are you sure you want to do this?

He gave a single nod, which felt like it shook
his entire head in a blender.

Liza looked neither relieved nor surprised, but more
like she hadn't even registered his assent. Maybe it made no
difference: perhaps she had intended to fuck Brad no matter what,
and Liam's approval was mere dressing. Her thighs strained against
her skin, showing of the lean line of her muscle, as she squatted
lower.

The bulbous head, shiny with Brad's precum,
pierced her delicate folds. She drew in a sharp breath as her
greasy pussy lips accepted it. Her mouth opened and she shuddered
as she surrendered to her pleasure.

Liam pressed himself into the couch as he
watched her slide helplessly down Brad's shaft. Her legs had
obviously gone weak. She reached out to steady herself on Brad’s
knees.

Before she could, he grabbed them and pulled her
hands behind her back.

That left her utterly helpless. She fell back
onto his lap, impaling the dark prick inside herself.

Brad pulled her closer until her back was
pressed against his chest. He kissed her neck and whispered. “Yeah.
Take it. Just like you remember, baby. Take it all.”

Her limbs went immediately limp. Her legs
splayed, giving Liam the perfect view of Brad’s cock buried deep
inside her snatch. The darkness of his organ stretched her pink
pussy so tightly that a ring of blood-starved, white flesh
surrounded it. She rocked back and forth on his lap, lacking her
own agency, at the mercy now of a single urge. A single imperative,
one that had taken Liam - and any man -over before, but which he'd
always assumed didn't grip women the same way.

Liza's face was contorted, her eyes glassy, her
body in control of her mind and not the other way around. Nothing -
no amount of reason, or psychological trickery, could have stopped
her from rubbing the ache out from deep inside her guts by rubbing
one out with Brad’s big dick.

A pang of jealousy reverberated in his chest and
deep in his groin: this had always been his desire. His deepest,
most profound desire: that Liza's need would be as consuming and
obliterating as his own.

But it came with a brutal sting: he had always
consciously desired her loss of control, her slavish obedience to
sex, to be directed at him.

And yet a sticky warmth
churned in his balls, radiating out to the tip of his hardened cock. It
pulsed up through his belly, slow as a sleeping heartbeat. His
cheeks were flushed. Somewhere beneath the heady pleasure, there
was a vague sense of possessiveness swirling in the mix. A prelude
to jealousy. It was kept at bay by the ecstasy of watching Liza
surrender to her pleasure. Seeing her propped up like a fuck doll,
slack-jawed on Brad’s lap and at the mercy of the enormous girth
filling her between the legs.

“Fuck I missed this,” Brad whispered as he
grabbed her waist and started gently sawing in and out of her.
Liam stared at the
stretch marks surrounding his enormous girth, horrified and
titillated at once. “You good, partner?” he asked Liam over
Liza’s shoulder, disorienting Liam with his casualness.

All Liam could bring himself to do was nod.

Brad chuckled and turned his attention back to
Liza's sweaty body.

As he watched her, Brad realized: this was the
Liza he’d been craving to know. The woman who laughed and fucked
with other men, like she was now, giggling on top of Brad's cock.
Carefree and unashamed about her sexy body, having fun instead of
layering seriousness on intensity.

She reached behind herself, twisting, and
pressed her hand against Brad’s cheek, giving him a smile. The easy
familiarity of the gesture drove a spike of pain into Liam's
heart.

Brad kissed her palm, his big lips squashing
against her waiting hand.

A jealous angst swelled inside Liam. He had to close
his eyes and take a deep breath to quell it, the force suddenly
stronger than he thought he could handle.

“Babe? You okay?”

Liza’s voice brought him back into the room. He
opened his eyes to find her leaning forward. Brad’s cock was still
deep inside her, and she squirmed on his lap. She’d pressed pause
and was staring at Liam, checking in to make sure her husband was
still enjoying this. But it was costly to her to do so: her body
wanted more.

His heart swelled with love for her, even as a
pain torqued his stomach. “I’m good, babe,” he answered, his voice
sounding distant and robotic to his own ears.

Liza bit her lip, grinning. She put her hands on
Brad’s knees and stood up, slowly disgorging his cock from her
swollen slit. It was covered in a milky slime, her once clear
lubricant looking like it had curdled from the excitement of what
they were doing. She grabbed the bottom of her pullover and peeled
it off overtop her head.

Liam drew in a sharp breath as her breasts
tumbled out into the open, pillowy, nipples swollen and erect.

Brad sat up on the couch and palmed one,
squeezing it and kneading it, jerking his cock with his other
hand.

Liza clapped a hand over his, pushing him into
her breast. She pulled him up off his seat with their free hands,
and walked to the end of the couch. Then she twisted - and they
moved with ease, like choreographed porn stars who knew each
other's next moves - and put one knee on the sofa, then the other,
spreading her legs so Brad could take her from behind. Then she
turned her head to look at Liam.

He stared wanly, expecting to watch her face as
Brad pummeled her. A knife of fear and excitement plunged into him
when she lifted her hand, crooked her finger, and invited Liam to
join.

Through a Herculean act of will, Liam summoned
the power to stand up from his chair. He walked toward Liza like a
zombie, his eyes fixated on her beautiful body, about to be defiled
again by another man. A man from her past she’d known before. The
combination of those two ideas was electrifying. As he came to
stand in front of her she took his hand in hers, pulling him down
onto his knees, where his face was at her level, and just inches
from her own. She put one hand on the back of his neck and pressed
her forehead to his, her hot, rapid breath caressing him, her sweat
dripping into his own pores.

Behind her, Brad was stepping out of his boxers
and pulling his shirt off over his head, but Liam had only a vague
notion it was happening. His focus was on her.

“I want you to know what I feel like when he
goes into me,” she whispered tenderly into Liam's ear.

“Oh god, Liza. You’re killing me,” Liam groaned.
Now his insides felt like they were stretched to the point of
snapping.

“Good killing or bad killing?” Liza asked as
Brad grasped her hips behind her and positioned his cock at her
entrance.

“The very best killing imaginable,” Liam
replied.

Liza touched his cheek and kissed him. Her body
jolted forward as Brad pushed the head of his cock into her pussy.
She moaned and her tongue pressed into Liam’s mouth, searching for
his.

The distilled idea poured through him, leaving a
wake of turbulence in his mind: his wife's tongue was in his mouth,
her lips against his - but her pussy was filled with another man's
cock.

Despite the hot kiss, Liam pulled away and
looked into her lusty eyes. “Tell me what it feels like,” he
begged.

She bit her lip and grinned. “It’s…it’s
big,” she said. “Bigger than I remember.”

Another hot stab of jealousy shot through him.
She knew this man. Knew the shape of his most intimate detail. Knew
it like she could know nothing else in life.

Fragments of his own fantasies, his troubled erotic
thoughts that he had always kept private, began to rain into his
consciousness. Dirty things, dirty secrets that he could only ask
about in a moment like this one, naked and vulnerable, simmered at
the tip of his tongue.

“Is this what you think about when you
masturbate?” he asked.

Liza grinned, her mouth falling open and turning
into a twisted shape of intense pleasure. "This is what I think
about,” she panted, and there was no way to know how real or true
the revelation was. Maybe it was for play, maybe it was for
real.

One thing that was for real was the black cock
stuffed into her dripping, swollen, gash.

Liam leaned in to kiss her again. She met his
mouth with hunger and love, bringing a hand to his jaw and
forcefully kissing back.

Then, as Brad started thrusting, Liam shuffled
back. He ran a finger over her lips as he watched her eyes close
and her mind slip into the dark space that, until that moment, had
been reserved for him. He stood and walked backwards so he wouldn’t
miss a single moment of Liza's expression as she was fucked.

Her hands were planted on the couch, knees
spread wide apart, and she began to push back against Brad’s
thrusts, making their skin slap wetly.

Liam had never heard the shrill sounds that
escaped her with every few stabs of Brad’s big cock into her body.
He could tell she wasn’t with her husband any more. Her mind, her
whole being, was focused on the thick thing between her legs.

Liam was surprised that he didn't mind it. She looked so
beautiful enjoying herself. He had a hard time believing he could
see someone he knew so intimately in a different light. And yet
that was exactly what was happening. She was changing before his
eyes. Not back into the woman he hadn’t known and could never know
but into an even more beautiful creature than he’d married. He felt
like he was falling in love all over again.

Brad got to work in earnest. Gripping her waist
he started pounding into her, hard.

Liza’s jaw dropped. Her fingers splayed on the
couch as she submitted to her lover’s dominant intrusion. She
started panting and her nipples stiffened as her breasts smacked
noisily against each other. “Oh god,” she muttered. “Oh god right
there don’t stop,” she said, reaching back and urging Brad to push
deeper and harder into her.

He obliged, banging so hard the couch slid a
half-inch sideways along the floor.

Liza’s toes turned in. With her mouth hanging
open she turned and looked at Liam and mouthed the words “I’m
gonna’ come.”

It drove him wild. He nearly groaned as his cock
strained to an incredible hardness between his legs. He put a hand
on his forehead and wiped away the line of sweat that had formed
there.

Brad stared down at Liza’s ass as he pounded her
pussy hard. His cock making wet schlucking sounds as it
rammed in and out of her tight hole.

Liza gasped, her mouth open grotesquely, all of
her fine mannerisms melting into a big, grotesque, swollen mass of
glistening, distended flesh. She dug her fingers into the couch
pillows.

And then, in what seemed to Liam to be
slow-motion, she came, squeezing her eyes shut and squealing, as
her entire body shook from the core out. Her limbs continued to
jiggle, as though she'd been shocked, as the final squeaks left her
mouth.

Brad drilled his cock balls deep into her and
held it there. He let out a satisfied hum and shuddered visibly as
her pussy squeezed, fluid gushing out of it and soaking his heavy
balls. He grunted and the root of his cock flexed, and Liam knew
that he was spewing hot cum into his wife's cunt.

As Liza’s orgasm subsided, Brad drew his cock
out of her and stuffed it back in a few times before pulling it out
entirely. He took a step back and wiped his brow.

Liza collapsed into a sweaty, panting heap on
the couch.

Brad looked over at Liam and grinned.

It made Liam blush with embarrassment. Being in
the room with a naked man who had just fucked his wife. But he
didn’t care. The arousal coursing through him took him back in
time, to the young man he’d been all those years ago. Now knowing
what Liza had done after they’d first met only ratcheted up the
tension in his groin.

“What do you think?” Brad asked. “You like
that?”

Liam managed a few stiff nods. He’d hate-loved
seeing Liza get railed. The angst bubbling inside him was almost
unbearable. Now that it was over, he was dying to see more.

“Another round then?” Brad asked, grinning.

Liam turned to look at Liza. She seemed
exhausted by the fucking Brad had given her. He didn’t want to
pressure her. His stomach tightened when she reached out a
trembling hand towards him. he stood up, crossed the room and got
down on his knees in front of her. “Are you okay?” he
whispered.

She broke out into a throaty chuckle.
“Yeah,” she
said, seeming unusually lost. Then she smiled. "Fine," she added,
more assertively. Her eyes flicked over to Brad, and Liam was
stunned to see interest flicker in them.

His Liza, after sex, looking for more instead of
rolling over to fall asleep.

“How are you doing?” she asked, still breathing
heavily, her eyes on Liam but not really. Something in her
mind had more of her attention than her husband did; the wheels
turned, almost visibly.

“Good, er…it’s…I don’t…” he mumbled.

She smiled, gripped the front of his shirt and
pulled him into a sloppy, wet kiss. Her tongue lewdly probing the
inside of his mouth and pressing against his. She’d never kissed
him in such an overtly sexual way. It was always sweetness and
romance with her; now she was behaving like a porn performer.
“Yeah?” she asked, pulling away from the kiss and smiling. “You
liked that?”

“I liked it,” he muttered, his eyes falling to
the ground as a hot shame crawled up his spine.

“You want to keep playing?” she whispered.

He nodded, glancing up at her.

Planting her hands on the armrest of the couch,
she pushed herself up onto her feet.

He glanced up to see Brad’s semen oozing out of
her pussy.

She caught him looking and grinned, and a jolt
of excitement coursed through Liam. The possibility that now seemed
just within his reach was a fantasy he kept locked away in a dark
place: he had never articulated it, never searched for it in porn,
never even indulged in a long, profound think about it, even while
jerking off. He only had to touch it in his mind to make it eat him
whole.

Liza wasn't possible about to do
that?

Putting a hand between her legs, Liza splayed
her pussy lips with her fingers, then dipped her middle and ring
finger into her snatch. She pulled them out, each covered in a fat
dollop of ejaculate in a slow, lazy moment. Liam's eyes watched,
unable to look away.

She wiped the liquid on the inside of her thigh,
fingers in Liam’s hair, tousling it. He stared at the smear of
mingled cum, its acrid scent burning into his brain, where it would
never, ever leave him. Liza leaned down, her face just inches from
his.

“You want it a little dirtier this time?” she
asked in a whisper. “A little harder? A little more
humiliating?”

There was a playful glint in her eye that could
have been mistaken for malice.

But Liam could see she was just playing,
indulging the darker edges of his cuckolding kink for him.

For him. It stiffened his cock even more. “Yes,
please,” he whispered back.

She smiled wider and stood up straight. She
looked so confident. Proud, even. “I think my man wants another
round,” she said to Brad, not taking her eyes off Liam.

“'Your man can have as many rounds as he wants,”
Brad replied, chuckling. He stepped forward, massaging his huge
cock. His eyes were on Liza, his mouth in a smug smile. He rested a
knee on the couch.

Liza turned around and put her hands on the
armrest before Bending over at the waist, giving Liam a perfect
view of her sullied pussy and her tight ass hole above it, wrinkled
and puckered into a pink rosebud.

A shameful excitement pulsed through him, as
hopeful and humiliating as his other, secret, unfulfilled desire.
But Liza wouldn't do that either.

Would she?

He watched her wrap a hand around Brad’s cock
and bring the head to her mouth. Looking over her shoulder at Liam,
she slid Brad's dirty, wet cock seductively along her lips. “I want
you to eat my ass, honey. Eat my ass out while I suck his
cock.”

Adrenaline shot through him as the lurid request
made its way through his conscious mind. They’d never done anything
close to that dirty before. She liked when he went down on her...
but telling him to eat her ass? That was on an entirely next
level of filth.

And yet he was powerless to stop himself from
doing exactly what she asked him to do. He always had been: Liza
had just never asked for this.

He crawled forward on his hands and knees,
staring at her pink eyelet. This was a fantasy he'd seen in porn
while he masturbated, but now that it was right before him, he
worried about the logistics, the technique, if he even really
wanted it?

But he did. He had an even dirtier desire, but
like the creampie fantasy, he couldn't ask her for it.

He pressed his mouth between her ass cheeks, and
his lips to her puckered ring. Out of the corner of his eye he saw
her open her mouth and take the head of Brad’s dick into it. Her
cheeks hollowed and puffed, fingers sliding along the underside of
his shaft and caressing the heavy balls dangling between his
legs.

Surrendering to his dirtiest self, he flicked
his tongue out and ran it along the rim of her eyelet. When he
pressed it in, digging into the tightness, she let out a low moan
of pleasure over Brad’s prick. Her head started moving back and
forth, her lips suctioning Brad into a fresh erection with
ease.

“Best reunion ever,” Brad said, chuckling. He
brushed her hair off the side of her face giving Liam a perfect
view of his cock gliding in and out between her lips.

She pulled off with a wet plop and stroked his
prick with her hand. “It’s only about to get better,” she said,
tapping the head of his cock against her lips. “Should we go
upstairs?”

Chapter Twelve

Liza crawled backwards onto the marital bed
they’d shared all these years, Brad looming over her at the foot. A
whole new wave of discomfort crashed over Liam as he repeated to
himself that this was his wife, the psychologist. It was all good.
It was all safe. Sanctioned by both of them, each knowing they
could stop everything at any moment if one of them got
uncomfortable.

It was so wrong, though. So off-the-charts wrong
that it was laced with the excitement of a first time encounter
with a stranger. The uncharted dangers of interacting with a woman
whose actions could only be guessed at, whose thoughts were hidden
and elusive.

Liza splayed her legs for Brad, in a way she
never did with him. She stretched them out wide to the sides,
running her hands along the silken smoothness of her inner thighs,
inviting Brad. Luridly luring him in, her desires whittled down to
only one: the plunging of his fat, pulsing cock into her sloppy wet
cunt.

Liam had to wonder if this is how the two of
them had done it years ago, that final time after he’d met her and
she’d driven Brad home. Had she allowed herself to be seduced? Or
had she willingly spread her legs for him, given him her pussy with
the sort of enthusiasm she was showing now? He slumped into the
chair in the corner of the room, shoulders hunched, eyes locked on
Liza’s sex.

Brad watched Liza's show with his own peculiar
brand of carefree interest, before he got up on his knees on the
bed, moving toward her.

Liza lifted her legs and grazed her pretty feet
across his outer thighs, smiling at him.

He took both her feet in his hands and kneaded
the arches with his thumbs as he lumbered forward on his knees. His
fat, rigid cock hovered ominously over her pussy.

Liza pushed herself up onto her elbows, moving
her face closer to his dripping crown. She stared down at it, eyes
locked on his flesh, mouth inches from his cream-weeping
eyelet.

Then she looked over at Liam and smiled as she
reached for Brad's cock. A moment of hesitation was her gift to
him, even if it wasn't genuine: Liam nodded at her, swallowing
nothing but dry air as he did.

Liza puckered her lips in a grotesque kiss,
before turning her attention back to Brad’s organ. “Get that thing
in me,” she said. “My husband’s waiting.”

Brad chuckled at her playfulness. He pressed his
cock lower with his thumb, rocking from one knee to the other to shuffle
forward. He slipped the head into her glistening pussy and held it
there, his hand returning to her foot. He held her in place by the
feet and ankles while he moved his hips gently back and forth a few
times, the fat bulb of his cock straining upward in her canal,
stretching her skin taut, exposing the sensitive face of her clit.
Everything he did left the impression that Liza wouldn't be the
same afterward; she would be stretched to a different shape, like
an article of clothing. This only added to the thrill.

Brad dropped to his hands and knees over Liza.
Crawling forward slowly, he pushed his fat black pipe deeper and
deeper into her.

She gasped as it stretched her. Her hands
drifted up his arms to his muscular shoulders and around his neck,
fingers lacing together. She gazed up into his eyes with the most
intense stare. Her smile had faded, replaced by a stunned look,
like she’d forgotten what he really felt like and this reminder was
transporting her to a time and place long in the past.

Brad dropped lower, letting the bulk of his
weight settle on her body with some of it on his elbows so he
didn’t crush her completely. He raised his ass up into the air then
brought it down, stuffing the entirety of his cock deep into her
wet slit. A squelch made audibly real what Liam already knew had to
be true: Liza's pussy was overflowing with creamy, curdled cum, and
there wasn't room for it with Brad's enormous cock inside her.

“Oh!” Liza gasped.

Liam grabbed the head of his cock and squeezed.
He was desperate to jerk off, but just as desperate to save himself
for when Brad was finished with Liza. He needed to know the feeling
of the inside of her after another man had used her beautiful
body.

Liza’s hips started bucking in time with Brad’s
slow strokes in and out of her. Each time he drove in she’d arch
her back and clamp down on the root of his cock with her pussy. As
he drew out she’d wiggle her hips, trying to maximize the pleasure
his thick prick was giving her. Her eyes were locked on his, her
body moving on instinct.

The room was completely still, save for the two
shapes moving on the bed. The only sound came from between them:
the wet suckling of a slippery pussy, stretching to accommodate an
out-sized black cock.

Liam wondered if Liza had been right. Had he
really just sexualized the vaguely traumatic experience of seeing
Julie fuck another man? Because watching his wife do the same thing
now felt different. His desire to see it and the satisfaction it
brought ran
much, much deeper. Deeper than just a mis-coded lust.

He loved watching the woman he loved take
another man inside herself. He was pretty sure he’d hate it if he
wasn’t in on the game but he couldn’t be certain. Lying on that bed
with her legs in the air, a black cock pumping in and out of her
pussy, was like seeing her for the first time again. They weren’t
Liza and Liam any more in that moment. She was just Liza. Doing
what she wanted. Doing what brought her pleasure. Taking care of
her needs after years of taking care of everyone else’s. It made
him want her more than ever.

Brad lowered his mouth to hers. They locked lips
in a long and very intimate kiss. His muscled buttocks moving up
and down, pushing his cock deep into her cunt. Deep into places
that Liam wouldn’t ever reach. That thrilled him, too. He’d worked
his ass off to give her everything she ever wanted and needed. This
was something he could never give her. He had a good-sized cock
himself. Brad’s was off the bell-curve, though. Only Brad could put
her in touch with the parts of her his prick was connecting
with.

She moaned into his mouth.

He dug his cock harder into her snatch.

She wiggled her toes above his backside.

Brad picked up the pace, shaking the bed, their
skin slapping in wet splurts, Liza's moans squeezing from her lungs
with Brad's weight.

Liza, pinned helplessly to the bed, writhed
underneath Bard. Her feet kicked in the air, bounced against his
lower back, twisted with pleasure. Her hands wandered along his
torso, fingers following the lines of the muscles flexing in his
back and arms.

Liam watched with rapt attention ,feeling
further away from her than he had since that night they’d met. It
sent a strange melancholy winding through his angst and arousal. He
squeezed his cock harder, thinking of the moment he’d be between
her legs. His desire was heightened to a level he hadn't felt since
adolescence.

Brad’s hips were moving fast now, pounding hard
between Liza’s toned thighs. Her muscles and his bounced and
jiggled, flexed and strained, all beneath the faint sheen of sweat.
Brad's balls
mashed against her ass with each thrust.

Liza’s body went taut beneath him. She moaned
and arched her back, pressing her head back against the pillow and
exposing her neck.

Grunting, rutting, Brad tilted his head and
pressed his lips against the side of her neck. They were fat and
moist and spread against her skin, then popped with a wet slurp
when she wriggled violently. His hips moved faster still, the
headboard of the bed banging against the wall every few
thrusts.

Liza’s pussy squeezed him and her rapid, gasping
squeaks turned to shrill gasps and then a staccato of groans as she
came. Her muscles went stiff, her toes pointed, and then her body
went limp, like she had been knocked out

Brad’s body erupted into a frenetic fucking. He
grabbed the pillow behind Liza’s head with both hands. His hips
slammed against her pelvis in powerful thrusts. What he was doing
now, he did only for his own pleasure, using Liza's body like a
meat sock.

Her eyes fluttered open. She raised her head and
looked down between her legs. Her eyes filled with a stunned
attention, a wild obsessive look Liam had never seen on her face
before. She watched the hard dark shaft pummeling her stretched
pussy with the kind of greedy, male fixation Liam had never even
thought she was capable of. When Brad slammed into her and held her
in place, her hands moved behind her head and grabbed his wrists.
She arched her back, thrusting her tits up towards his face and
wiggling her hips to rub out every last drop of seed out of his
cock, her mouth open wide in pleasured surprise.

Liam watched the dark balls gyrating as Brad’s
cock filled up Liza’s tender pussy with another load. As Brad’s
body relaxed on top of Liza, Liam kept his eyes locked on
her pussy.
He kept staring even as Brad pulled out, his cock covered in a
thick layer of his come and Liza’s frothing juices.

Brad chuckled as he crawled out from in between
her legs. “Oh boy,” he said quietly. “I forgot what that
felt like.”

Liza lay inert for a moment, except for her
rapid breathing. Her skin was wet, slimy in places with stray globs
of cum, and her limbs seemed so limp they had been cut from her
nervous system.

She hoisted herself up onto her elbows after
taking a few breaths, and smiled at Liam. “You doing okay over
there, big guy?” she asked.

Liam shuddered, the question dragging him out of
the depths of his psyche and back into the room with the two of
them. It wasn't so much that Liza had said it or hadn't said
anything - it was the casualness with which she asked the question.
As if what had just transpired were perfectly normal to her. As if
she didn't think about or care about her pussy being stretched
wide, maybe never going back to what it was before. Her cavalier
attitude was both exactly what Liam wanted and what he feared.

He forced a smile and a low laugh. “Wow,” he
said quietly. Liza met his eyes, drawing him in, a grin forming on
her lips. Liam was suddenly jerked back into her control,
mesmerized by her, hoping that she would want him to come to her
now and feel the contours of her abused slit, the swelling of her
flesh brought on by Brad.

Brad seemed to sense all this. He grabbed his
underwear off the floor and covered his crotch as he moved towards
the door. “That's my cue. I’ll leave you two to it and see myself
out,” he said.

Liza rolled her head lazily on the pillow to
look over at Brad. She arched her brow, an invitation? An
expression of surprise? “Oh... are you sure?” she asked, returning
to her polite, suburban personality.

A question of etiquette?

“You don’t worry about me,” Brad said, flashing
a grin. “But call me any time.” He was gone a moment later.

Chapter Thirteen

Liza, flung across the bed like a rag doll
tossed away by Brad, bit her lip. A shy smile formed on her mouth
as she heard the door downstairs close and wakened from her
vacant-eyed reverie. The sound also seemed to make her realize that
her legs were still spread apart. Her eyes grew big and she folded
them closed, pulling the sheets up over her breasts. Her cheeks
heated.

After everything she’d just done, she felt the
need for modesty in front of her husband. The thought was
bittersweet to Liam, but his thoughts were being driven more by his
libido than anything else now. He stood up and walked over to the
bed, his fingers gathering the sheet in his fist at the foot of the
bed. He pulled the sheets away from her body forcefully so he could
stare at the naked length of her.

She laughed as her arm moved to cover her
breasts. “Liam,” she said, turning her head to one side. She looked
at him out of the corner of her eye and squirmed to cover herself,
but the effort was half-hearted, like she was conflicted about his
lustful gaze and all that it implied.

“How are you feeling?” she asked, her voice
low.

He peeled his shirt off over his head and undid
his pants without answering. They dropped to the floor and he
stepped out of them, removing his underwear as he crawled over her
onto the bed. His cock was stiff and throbbed with each beat of his
pounding heart. “I don’t know what to say,” he said, looking up and
meeting her gaze.

“Did you like it?” she asked. Her eyes darted to
his penis.

“Obviously,” he replied, his eyes serious and
hungry, his mouth forming the smile he knew she wanted. But his
mind was in a reptilian, primordial place now.

He was grateful that Liza abandoned her questions,
reaching out instead to palm his shaft. “Oh god, Liam. You’re
so hard,” she whispered. It pleased her and confused her,
and the mixture of these reactions on her face, upsetting her
composure, made Liam even more turned on. “You’re sure you’re
okay?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

He didn't want to speak. He lay down on his side
next to her, his hand caressing her breasts then moving down her
belly and between her legs. He could feel her watching
him, but he only
wanted to feel how used she was for himself. Not
talk.

She shrugged. Lifted her hand and stroked his
cheek with her thumb. “Sexual arousal can be really complicated,”
she said, reverting to her therapist voice. “It’s not something you
need to be ashamed of or…”

He shook his head, unable to be anything but
serious. “Stop psychologizing me," he said forcefully. "I just want
to enjoy this.”

She had no response to this, except to stare at
him openly, a smile at the corners of her mouth. She mewled as his
hand wandered along her defiled body, but made no attempt to stop
him. She let him do this for a few minutes, her breath starting to
rise and fall more rapidly, her eyes coming a live with sexual
interest again.

She wanted more. His cock throbbed, propelling
his fingers to reach out and touch his wife's used flesh.

"I was worried it would be too much for you at the
end there,” she said, when he slipped his fingers into her
distended, slick pussy. Liza squirmed in pleased discomfort at his
touch, her soft, greased skin slipping between his fingers.

He finally managed to tear his eyes away from
her body and look into hers again. “It was almost too much,” he
admitted. “But in a good way, if that’s possible.”

He shook his head when Liza smiled, almost
knowingly. “I just don’t get it,” he muttered. “You’re my wife. I’m
supposed to keep other guys away from you, right? I’m so turned on.
I don’t think I’ve ever been this turned on in my life.” He paused
for a moment, then laughed. “Now I’m trying to psychologize
myself."

But that wasn't what he really wanted: he wanted
to know about Liza. "Did you... like it?” he asked.

He hadn't realized how devastating it would feel
to put the question out there, awaiting the answer nakedly. She
held his gaze but didn’t answer right away.

Her silence drove him wild. What was she
feeling? What had been going through her mind when Brad was fucking
her?

“I mean, obviously I liked it,” she
admitted. “It was a huge turn-on that you were watching me. That
was different, and different is always good.”

“No, I know. I mean I know that it felt good. I
saw those orgasms. They looked really intense. I meant…how did you
really feel about it? Did it feel good being back with him again?”
He wasn’t sure why he needed to know so badly. “Did you miss him?
Did you miss sex with him?”

She sighed and tilted her head to one side.
“Liam. It’s not like that.”

“What do you mean it’s not like that?”

“It’s not…even when I fantasized about him it’s
not like I missed him in some sort of meaningful way. Like, I’d
never give up the life we have just for the sex I used to
have.”

“Oh God,” he groaned.

“No, I didn’t mean it like that!” she said
quickly. “I love our sex life. I love what we have. It’s just…”

“What?” he said, his heart beating faster. “I
want to know. Even if it hurts a little I want to know.”

She shook her head. “It’s nothing hurtful. It’s
just…I guess there’s a nostalgia that’s at play there. I didn’t
necessarily miss sex with Brad. I missed…I missed the feeling of
freedom I had when I was younger. Nothing to worry about. No
mortgage or bills to pay. I didn’t have to work to get
turned on. You know what I’m talking about. Like the sex you had
with Julie.”

He flinched at hearing her say Julie’s name.
There was something rude about it. It intruded on the moment they
were sharing. And it wasn’t at all the same. He could see now he’d
been Julie’s pet project. A fuck-toy. Liza had been in a
relationship with Brad, knowing full well
it would never turn into something serious. She’d been with him
because it felt good. She’d been with him for his dick.

That stung in a powerfully arousing way.

“In the interests of not psychologizing you I’m
just going to let you decide if you want to share what’s going on
in there right now,” she said, tapping a finger against his
temple.

He smirked and nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “Maybe
someday.” Maybe he would tell her. Maybe he’d keep it to himself.
Everyone was allowed to have secrets, after all. Right now he
needed to make her his wife again. He moved his hand across her
breasts, feeling the smooth suppleness, the peaks of her hardened
nipples, then down between her legs. A damp stickiness clung to the
back of his hand, smeared his fingertips. As he hoisted himself up
to move on her she put a hand on his chest.

“Hold on a sec,” she said. “I want to.... give
you oral. Would that be alright?”

He stifled the urge to laugh and groan. Liza the
sensitive therapist asking for explicit consent to go down on her
husband. “It would be alright if you never asked that way again,”
he teased. “Did you ever ask Brad if you could give him a blow job
like that?”

She giggled and rolled over his body until she
was straddling his legs, her ass in the air. “I was a different
kind of girl back then,” she replied. Her lips hovered over the
head of his cock and a sly smile twisted them.

“A dirty girl?” he asked, jumping into the
game.

“Dirtier than the woman I’ve become for sure,”
she whispered, her eyes hovering over his abdomen, her mouth just
inches from his cock.

“I want that. I want dirty Liza. I want to get
to know her,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow at him and flicked out her
tongue to lick the underside of his cock. Her breath followed the
wet heat of her tongue, damp and airy, as she said, in a low growl:
“Oh Liam. Are you sure?”

“So sure,” he said, quickly and without having
to think. “Was she dirtier than what I just saw?”

Her eyes moved side to side. “Maybe?”

“Oh, babe,” he said, breathless. “Gimme all the
dirty.”

She pondered what he’d said for a few seconds,
her mind sinking inward. The glaze in her eyes as she accessed the
unknown filth inside her mind was almost as erotic to Liam as her
hand on his cock.

Then she threw a leg over the edge of the bed
and stood up.

His excitement faltered. “Where are you going?”
he asked. He watched her ass swaying as she walked over to the
dresser. She opened the bottom drawer and pulled something out with
each hand. She hugged it close to her chest and backed up towards
the bed.

“Liza? What is that?” he asked.

She turned and looked over her shoulder at him.
“You have to promise not to laugh. And if you don’t like it, I
don’t have to do it.”

An awkward smile formed on his mouth. “What are
you talking about?” he asked.

She turned slowly to face him.

His eyes moved to her chest and bugged wide. She
was holding a large, black dildo and a shampoo-bottle sized tub of
lubricant. His jaw dropped. “Are you serious? Twenty-five years and
you’ve never told me about this?”

She shrugged, looking a little panicked. “You
never asked,” she shot back. She dropped the dildo onto the bed and
unscrewed the cap on the lube.

“Babe!” he said, laughing.

“You said you wouldn’t laugh!” she said,
irritation flaring on her face.

He jumped up onto his knees and put his hands on
her shoulders. “I’m laughing, Liza, because this is a hell of a
thing to find out about someone I’ve been married to for this long.
I’m not laughing at you. I’m laughing at myself. You’re…into
this?”

She looked a little sheepish.

He rubbed her arms to reassure her.

“It’s just you were always so sensitive and
considerate in bed,” she explained.

“I thought that’s what you wanted. I thought
that’s what women liked?” he replied.

She looked off to the side for a moment. “We
do like that,” she admitted before turning to look at him
again. “But sometimes we like shoving a dildo up our asses?”

His eyes opened even wider. “Up your ass?” he
said in a whisper. “Are you serious?”

“If you’re not into it, we don’t have to…”

“Babe,” he said, his voice dropping an octave.
“I am so into it.”

She giggled and bit her lip. Her cheeks heated
and she leaned in cheek to cheek. “Help me get this into my ass so
I can blow you,” she whispered.

“Oh my god,” he groaned.

She handed him the lube and turned around,
putting her hands on her ass cheeks to spread them apart.

“When were you doing this?” he asked, shaking
his head in disbelief.

“When you’d go on business trips,” she
confessed.

He chuckled and shook his head again. Picked up
the dildo and squirted a line of lube onto it.

“Put some on my…my ass hole,” she said
quietly.

He obliged, his cock throbbing between his legs.
He turned the dildo and pressed the tip against her sphincter.

“Hang on. I don’t do it like that,” she said,
moving it away with her hand. She grabbed it from him and put the
end on the bed, the head pointed up into the air. “Can you hold it
there?”

“Um, yes ma’am,” he said. He put his fingers
around the base in a ring.

Liza pulled her cheeks apart wider and
positioned herself overtop of it. Bending her knees she slid the
tip into her ass and grunted. Took a hand off one ass cheek and
pressed her fingers between her legs and started spinning them
slowly.

Liam stared in shocked, horrified arousal as she
closed her eyes and slowly started sliding down the giant rubber
organ. He flinched each time she winced and adjusted her hips to
help her ass accommodate it’s girth. His eyes fell to her oily
pussy, the pink flesh engorged and tender. Her slender fingers spun
around the throbbing bud of her clit.

She let out a soft sigh as her ass settled onto
the flange at the base of the toy. She opened her eyes, grabbed him
by the wrist and yanked his hand between her legs. “Fuck me with
your fingers,” she whispered.

Still stunned he pressed two fingers together
and eased them into her slimy heat of her gaping hole. Not wanting
to be too rough he slid them slowly in and out, staring at the
faces she made.

She grabbed his wrist again and closed her eyes,
moving up and down on the dildo and humping her ass with it. “Curl
them?” she asked in a whisper.

He curled his fingers. Seed squirted out of her,
pooling on his palm, a disgusting glop of Brad’s yellowish goo. He
shuddered at the feeling of it sliming his hand.

“Harder,” she panted.

He drove the two fingers into her, the tips
pressing against her inside walls.

“Yes,” she panted. “Yes!”

His hand moved up and down between her legs. The
pungent stench of her used pussy wafted into his nostrils. His cock
throbbed, his body desperate for release.

“Yes!” she said again in a squeal.

He fucked her harder as she bounced up and down
in a squat. He stared at that huge, black dong filling her.
Stretching the aperture of her ass to an impossible diameter. His
cock twitched again when her body shuddered and she gripped his
wrist tighter. She clenched the muscles in her jaw, let out a low
groan and impaled herself fully on the toy, jerking his hand up and
down to rub out yet another orgasm. This was the dirty Liza he’d
wanted to meet. She was the hottest Liza he’d ever seen.

She let out a growl and her pussy squeezed his
fingers. She held his hand in just the right place and he felt her
clench as another orgasm rumbled through her. It ended with a faint
sigh and loosening of the tension in her shoulders. She opened her
eyes. “Too dirty?” she whispered.

“Never,” he whispered back. His eyes fell to her
sex again. “God I want to be in you right now,” he said.

She raised her hips, keeping his hand on the bed
and pulling his fingers out of herself. She put her fingers on his
chin and tipped his head up until he met her gaze. “I love you,”
she said. “But I am really sore right now.
I want to blow you with this thing in my ass, though. Would that be
okay?”

He shook his head, mouth agape. “Who are you
even?” he asked.

She giggled and rolled her weight onto one
knee. Patted the bed and had him scrambling up onto it as she
crawled down onto the floor. She wiggled her way around to the foot
of the bed, her mouth at cock-level. Raising a hand she drew a
finger down the line of his urethra and looked up into his eyes.
“I’m glad you’re okay. I wanted to make sure that…”

“Liza,” he groaned.
“Pleeease!”

She giggled again and wrapped a fist around
the root of his cock and squeezed. Opening her mouth she drew her
lips down over the crown and slowly, sensually closed them around
his shaft. Her tongue flicked sideways along his glans.

He groaned, leaning his hands back on the
bed and savoring the intense, almost ticklish feeling her licking
inspired. His balls were tight and full. His cock stiff as a board
and Liza’s warm, wet lips and mouth filled him with the joy of the
promise of a coming release.

She kept her strokes slow and steady,
building anticipation and intensity until he was right at the
bleeding edge.

“Oh god,” he
groaned.

She squeezed the root of his prick harder
and pulled her mouth off the tip.

His body tensed at the sudden lack of
stimulation.

“I want to do something
special for you,” she whispered. “Just sit back and enjoy, okay? I
don’t want you to worry about anything,” she said.

He scowled, unsure of why she’d say
something like that right before finishing him. “Okay,” he said,
nodding.

She puckered her lips and pressed them
against the tip of his cock. Her cheeks hollowed and she sucked it
into her mouth with a wet slurp, hoovering the entire shaft in
while gazing into his eyes.

His eyes bulged when her lips met her
fingers at the root of his cock. She pulled her hand away and
pulled the last half-inch of meat into her mouth. He groaned and
his body twitched as he felt the muscles in her throat start to
massage the head of his cock.

His body seized. A great, gushing mass of
semen flooded through his shaft. He shouted in unconditional
pleasure as it erupted from the tip of his prick and sprayed into
the Liza’s tight throat. He felt her swallowing, the action both
drawing his seed into her belly and nursing more out from his
balls. The entire time their eyes remained locked on each other.
The image of Liza as a subservient slut, a giant black dildo
dangling out of her ass as she fed on his essence, would forever be
burned into his memory.

He endured blast after blast of dopamine
dousing his brain as she finished him with her soft, squeezing
throat, guzzling all of what he had to give her until there was
none left to give.

She pulled off slowly, her nostrils flaring
the moment he was out of her throat. She sucked in a giant breath
through her nose but continued to manipulate his cock with her
tongue, licking out the last tendrils of pleasure for him. She
pulled off with a soft, wet pop. Smacking her lips she opened her
mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing off what a good little wife
she’d been.

When he shook his head in disbelief, she
giggled. Planting a hand on each of his knees, she hauled herself
up to her feet. She swung one leg over his lap and set her knee on
the bed. She did the same with the other, putting her hands on his
shoulders and leaning her weight against him until he was falling
onto his back on the bed. She pressed the tip of her nose against
his. “Can we just be clear that’s not going to be an every day sort
of thing?” she whispered, the scent of her cummy breath making his
cock twitch.

“I feel like I don’t even know
you,” he whispered.

She giggled, then wiped her lips with the
back of one finger. “That’s funny. I feel like I know you better
than ever,” she said. “I want more of this Liam. I want more of
this Liam that looks at me just the way you’re looking at me now,”
she said.

“You do know that I’m actually
not able to stop looking at you
like this, right? You know that. I’m just saying because, whether
you like it or not, that’s what you’re getting.”

She burst out laughing, rolled off of him
onto her side and patted him on the chest. “I won’t kick it out of
bed,” she said.






Epilogue

Liam watched Liza puttering around the
kitchen: making coffee, packing her lunch in a tidy container full
of tiny trays of vegetables and proteins. Musing to no one in
particular about the details of the laundry she needed to do, or
something about the garden.

Normal, every-day, banal stuff.

But now Liam watched his wife with a keen,
intense interest. Everything she did held him riveted, because a
tightening coil of sexual energy lay beneath of all of it. In many
ways, Liza as her ordinary self was now like the cheery, breezy
music of a Jack-In-The-Box, belying a surprise that could spring
out at any moment.

Delighting with its contained terror, making
him jump, sending his heart into wild fluctuations. The potential
for this kind of adventure was always just beneath the surface.

Most days, Liza was just herself, and so was
Liam. Most days, they went about their ordinary business as if they
were just an ordinary couple, passing through middle age like a
slow-moving barge on a placid river.

But the resignation was gone now, he
realized, as he watched Liza carefully measuring the coffee into
the espresso machine. The twist of her wrist as she gripped the
handle of the portafiller was erotic, the undertones of sexuality
lingering everywhere.

"So," she concluded, after an especially
long musing about groceries, "I decided it just wasn't worth the
drive down there." She looked back at him and registered his
slightly-glazed eyes, then smiled.

Before all of this, maybe Liza would have
complained that Liam wasn't listening to her, and taken offense
even as she made a "joke" about it. But their new sexual life, like
water pouring through cracks, infused itself into everything.

Liza turned around flirtatiously, and put
her hand on her hip. Something mischievous flickered in her eyes,
sending Liam's pulse racing.

Because that flickering,
now, could be -
stood a real chance of being - a prelude to something wild and
sexual. Maybe it would just be a tease, maybe it would be nothing.
And maybe it would something.

What it wouldn't be, though - and this was
the best part of it - was just another dry joke about how Liam
never listened to her. Now that Liza dangled this delicious carrot
of perversion in front of him, he was always listening.

Ninety percent of the time,
when Liza sauntered to the counter and leaned on it, with this
glimmer in her eye, she was
just teasing him. Dangling a carrot, smiling as
she did so. Which was hot by itself.

Hot enough that Liam's cock twitched with
sweet, thick anticipation. The phantom taste of her pussy seemed to
self-generate at the back of his throat, saliva rising to the
surface of his tongue.

She set her tiny coffee cup on the counter
and moved her fingers over the rim in a slow circle, her eyes
locked on his, daring him to watch her fingers. She brought one
finger to her mouth, as if there was anything on it, and sucked the
non-existent liquid from the tip of her finger.

"Okay," she said. "Well..." Her eyes were
still twinkling with promise, and Liam's cock was throbbing in
response, salivating like Pavlov's dog. "I'm heading out."

"Yeah, me too," he said, his throat a little
dry.

Liza sipped her drink while the sexual
tension made the air simmer.

"Do you have any plans tonight?" she asked,
feigning that the question was innocent, without implications.

He shook his head, his heart beating
faster.

"Okay," she said. "Good."

She walked the small cup to the sink, set it
in the basin, lingered, giving Liam time to look at her ass and
pray that she might, as she sometimes did, suggest that they go out
to a bar or a club - which meant that Liza was going to flirt with
other men.

Or give Brad a call, which meant that she
was going to bounce on Brad's cock with her breasts hanging out and
flopping against her own skin.

Or "do something different" - which could
mean the thick, black dildo in her dresser. Or, it could mean
stopping by the tasteful sex shop she'd discovered and taken him
to. There was nothing quite like following his wife around a store
while she picked up sex toys and turned them over in her hands,
wordlessly smiling, sometimes leaving without buying anything at
all.

But sometimes Liza just went on about her
day. Liam liked it all.

She walked around the counter and leaned in
to kiss him. She was wearing a tight black suit with a high hem
that showed off her legs, a cream blouse that dipped along the
valley between her breasts, but revealed little from behind the
silky, bunched up fabric - unless she moved this way or that way.
As she got closer, though, he glimpsed the unmistakable outline of
her nipple, and when she leaned in, the expanse of smooth skin that
indicated she had no bra on.

"You're not wearing a bra," he purred, his
eyes diving into her blouse, his cock throbbing at the thought of
his wife's body slipping around in all the loose, soft silk of her
shirt as she did her job.

Liza smiled, dragging her face over his
cheek, one hand slipping over his thigh, her pinkie finger grazing
the outline of his cock with a deliberately light brush.

She moved her mouth closer to
his ear. "I'm not wearing any underwear, either," she said. "I'm
going to be like that all
day."

Liam inhaled and raised his eyebrows, afraid
to even ask why, as much as he desperately wanted to.

"I thought it would be fun," she said.
"Because the FedEx guy is coming today..."

Liam shuddered. The FedEx guy was a
youthful, flirtatious black guy that so far, had only been
described to Liam by Liza.

"Liza..." he breathed.

She pecked him on the cheek and smiled,
turning toward the door. She picked up her purse and slung it over
her shoulder, and Liam was almost certain that was all he would get
this morning by way of Liza's "treats" of sexual energy.

She opened the door and stepped through it,
and Liam was about to stand up and head to the bathroom to take a
shower - he had plenty of time for that.

Liza popped her head back. "Oh yeah," she
said. "Don't be late getting home. Brad's coming by around
seven."

And then she was gone, with a smile, no
underwear, and nothing else that she needed to say.
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