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Chapter One

 


“Beck? Becky? You sleeping?”
 

Becky purred like a kitten before rolling over to stare at me through the darkness. “Mmm?”
 

My gaze wandered over her pretty features, dipping toward her abundant chest amply filling out the old white t-shirt she slept in. “Were you sleeping?”
 

A smile flickered on one corner of her mouth. “I was trying,” she whispered. Her innocent expression was delicious. Mostly because I was sure she knew exactly what I was trying to get but pretended not to anyway.
 

She thought she knew, that is. She thought it was what most men wanted from their wives at the end of a long day. It was, but with a darker twist.
 

Becky was a beautiful bundle of contradictions. It was what had inspired my intense and immediate attraction to her when we first met.
 

A blonde ornithologist that dressed like a bimbo and wore thick, dark-rimmed glasses which only served to make that particular juxtaposition all the more jarring. She peppered endless descriptions of birds with a barrage of f-bombs that would have made a sailor blush. Reared running barefoot in the Appalachian mountains by what can only be described as hillbillies, she’d harnessed a latent genetic inheritance of genius and finished her PhD in her mid-twenties. She loved a drink, wouldn’t say no to a smoke if one was offered and took her coffee black, preferably as thick as tar.
 

But for some reason she refused the usual uniforms of academia, pant suits for professional women, opting instead for too-tight blouses, top buttons undone to reveal her generous cleavage and skirts that covered only half her toned thighs.
 

She was, in short, a bombshell and a brilliant dork rolled into one delicious, curvy package. And while the revealing outfits might have implied a roaring libido, she was fairly sexually conservative. Eager to please but mostly on her back with her legs in the air. Nothing kinky.
 

This was the only part of her I swore to change the moment she accepted my engagement ring with teary eyes and hands cupped over her mouth. The reason for this, what would become my obsession, my precious and dirty little secret, came as a surprise, even to me.
 

There was one thing about Becky that tickled a funny part inside me that I previously hadn’t even known was there. She’d been married previously. In keeping with her stubborn lack of genre, that marriage had been to a very large, very handsome and very athletic black man named Quentin.
 

I still remember the moment on our third date when she casually divulged this information. It caused the strangest swell of arousal to well through me, so potent that I spent the rest of the meal struggling to control it.
 

Her recounting of their relationship was brief, as if the whole thing had been a mere footnote in her life up to that point.
 

They’d met in college, dated for a year, married and divorced two years later. No kids. No explanation as to why. No other details. This in itself was a stark contrast to her usual soliloquy's on the most mundane aspects of her history.
 

It drove me to the very edge of insanity.
 

“Were you going to ask me something? Or just keep staring at my chest?”
 

A blush rose to my cheeks at the way her gentle chiding pulled me from my thoughts and back into the moment. I tore my eyes away from her breasts and looked into hers again. I’d spent the last six months of our marriage trying to ignore the question that was now on the tip of my tongue. Six months of burying it, pretending it didn’t exist, trying to cram it back into the corner of my mind it had crawled from.
 

I’d realized that day that it wasn’t going away. I had no idea what her reaction would be to me asking it. I had no idea how my life would change knowing the answer. The only thing I was certain about was that if I didn’t at least try to address it, it might just tear me in two.
 

“Still waiting,” Becky said, caressing my cheek lightly with a finger. “I’m not just handing it over you know,” she teased. “You have to at least ask for it.”
 

A shiver raced through me.
 

“You know my grandmother used to say once a month was more than enough for any man,” she purred, her smile widening.
 

Her twisting smile caused my own lips to curl. “What did your grandfather have to say about that?” I asked.
 

Becky giggled. “He didn’t talk much,” she admitted. “Too busy philandering.”
 

I took a deep breath and steeled myself for what I was about to do. “Well I’m only interested in philandering you,” I whispered.
 

One eyebrow shot up as Becky looked up toward the ceiling. “I don’t think…” She paused, then shook her head. “Never mind. Not the most romantic fucking proposition but I guess it’ll do,” she said. Grabbing a hold of her shirt she began to haul it up her stomach to pull it off over her head.
 

I put a hand on her arm. “Wait.”
 

Becky raised an eyebrow again. “Wait?” she echoed.
 

“I want to ask you a question first.”
 

Her arms settled back down onto the bed. She rolled onto her side, propped her head up with a hand, the smile fading from her lips. “What’s the question?”
 

I wiped my mouth with a clammy palm. This was it, the moment I’d been planning for weeks. I could barely keep myself from shaking. “I want to know about Quentin,” I whispered.
 

Becky’s brow furrowed. Her eyes roamed back and forth along the bed. “Quentin?” she said.
 

I nodded, eyes riveted to her expression, gauging her reaction. “Quentin.”
 

“What about him?” she said, shaking her head, clearly puzzled by the question.
 

“It’s just…you’re so…you know, like, it seems so unlike you. You’re so different than…”
 

Becky adjusted herself on the bed which made her breasts jiggle in a very distracting way. “You want to hear about Quentin? Right before we’re about to have sex?”
 

I couldn’t tell from her tone whether she was exasperated with me or upset or what was going on inside her mind at all. “It’s not…I mean I’m not asking because…”
 

But I was asking because of that. I was asking because the idea of Becky copulating with her ex-husband filled me with such a terrifying yet thrilling dread that hardened me like nothing else had yet.
 

“Why do you want to hear about Quentin?” Becky said, looking more puzzled with each passing second.
 

I’ve always believed that life is a series of decisions. The way we approach our relationships, the details we choose to share can bring us closer together or drive us farther apart. Up to that point Becky and I had been too busy being in love to talk much about each other’s past. But the past is what creates us, makes us who we are.
 

I had never met Quentin or seen him, even. But from the brief description of him Becky had given it seemed like the two of us could not be more different. I’m a bio-ethicist. I drive a Honda Civic. I read scientific papers as a hobby.
 

How a woman like Becky could, in the same life, fall for a man like Quentin and then for a man like me was an achingly painful question. One I had to answer, even if only partially. “It’s just…”
 

In that moment I had a realization that shook my whole being. This was not, as I had thought, a decision that needed to be made. It was not even a decision. It was a foregone conclusion. There was only one way forward if I were ever to be happy in this marriage. I had to tell the truth.
 

I took a deep breath and began.
 

“This thing, this Quentin thing has bugged me, well, not bugged me, it’s eaten away at me ever since you told me about him,” I admitted.
 

“It has?” Becky asked. Her brow unfurrowed, expression changing from puzzlement to curiosity.
 

“It has,” I replied. “I want to know you entirely. Completely. I feel like that’s impossible until I understand what made you marry a man like him.”
 

“You mean a black man?” she said.
 

“No! No, no, no! I didn’t mean that. I don’t care that he was black.” I did, but not in any sort of racist way. It was…fascinating, I suppose was the best word for it. “I just meant that he was an athlete. From what you’ve told me he seemed like sort of a jock. Didn’t he play football or something?”
 

“Oh yeah,” Becky replied, nodding but seeming like she still wasn’t understanding my question. “He played ball alright. He was on a football scholarship.”
 

“Right,” I said. Because of course he was. Like that explained anything. “You’re just…you don’t even like football. How did you guys meet?”
 

Becky thought for a moment. “Well, my friend Marie was in a sorority and she invited me to one of the parties. Quentin was there.”
 

Okay. As if that explained anything I’d asked about.
 

“And?” I urged.
 

“And he seemed nice so we started to date.”
 

Nice. That big jock of a football player is so nice, said no woman ever. I wasn’t buying it. There was something else. I had my suspicions but didn’t want to put words in Becky’s mouth. “Nice?” I asked.
 

“Uh-huh,” Becky replied, nodding earnestly.
 

“What was so nice about him?”
 

She shrugged. “He was just really kind. Had a good personality. Made me laugh. All that stuff, you know?”
 

All that stuff did not at all seem like reason enough to get married about. “That’s it?” I asked.
 

Becky shrugged again. “I guess.”
 

Her apparent lack of understanding was maddening. “Why’d you get divorced?” I asked, hoping a new line of questioning might elicit more detail.
 

Becky sighed. Wistfully? Perhaps. In my excited state I’d lost confidence in my ability to tell.
 

“We just weren’t right for each other.”
 

Full stop. Like running into a brick wall. For god’s sake woman… “Was it amicable?”
 

“Oh yeah,” she said, nodding. “We’re still friends.”
 

A cold blade of jealousy sliced through me. Still friends?
 

Becky scowled. “Is that okay? Are you…if you want me to not be I can unfriend him on Facebook. I’d have to tell him why but he’d understand.”
 

Sweet merciful Christmas. That football playing jock wasn’t just nice. He was kind and understanding, probably had a heart of gold. What else? Did he rescue puppies in his spare time?
 

“Actually I just saw him a few weeks ago at the animal shelter where he volunteers.”
 

Of course she did. I nearly slapped my forehead at this. “You saw him?” I said, my voice a little shaky. “And didn’t say anything?”
 

Becky shook her head. She looked thoroughly perplexed. “I didn’t think it was a big deal. I didn’t know this about you, Jeff.”
 

“Didn’t know what?”
 

“I just didn’t take you for the jealous type.” She seemed neither here nor there about it.
 

“No! I’m not jealous,” I lied. I was. Just not in that I’m-gonna-kill-that-sunnabitch kind of way. Really I was far more intrigued than I was jealous. The jealousy was just the caffeine of this emotion that I hadn’t named yet.
 

“Then what is this all about?” Becky said, finally sounding a little exasperated. Her expression changed as soon as she’d said it, to something very apologetic. “I’m sorry, Jeff. I didn’t mean for it to sound like that. I love you. I want you to be fucking happy. I just don’t understand.”
 

I sighed and had my own realization. Becky’s frustration was my fault. My questions were as obfuscated as her answers seemed. I touched her arm in a caress. “I want to tell you something.”
 

“Of course,” she answered. “Anything.”
 

“It’s very strange.”
 

She smiled sweetly. “You’re a little strange. That’s why I married you.”
 

“I don’t want you to get upset.”
 

Becky leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “Nothing you say will upset me,” she whispered. “And if we don’t finish this conversation soon I’m going to be way too tired to have sex. So just fucking spit it out, mister.”
 

The expletive sharpened my appetite for her. “It’s sort of personal,” I said quietly, trying to smooth the road ahead.
 

“We’re married. That’s as personal as it gets.”
 

I swallowed loudly. “Did you…I mean…while you were…” Oh for god’s sake. I just couldn’t get it out.
 

Becky’s sweet smile turned into a knowing one. “Did we have sex, Jeff? Is that it?”
 

I rolled my eyes and groaned. “Of course you did. You were married,” I said, acting like that hadn’t been the question I’d been circling around for the past ten minutes.
 

b. When I looked at Becky again she was studying me, watching my expression. “You want to hear about it. Is that it?”
 

This was the moment I’d been preparing for. It was now or never, the fork in the road, the switch to be flipped. This was my great decision. “I think I do,” I whispered.
 

The tension in her expression eased, her smile not faltering, however. “You silly goose,” she whispered, touching the tip of my nose with her finger. “Why didn’t you just say so?”
 






Chapter Two

 


I still spend a good bit of time pondering that question. I suppose I didn’t just say it because things were different then. I didn’t know Becky the way I know her now. Completely. I didn’t know what her reaction would be, or whether I’d be shamed by it. I didn’t know how open one could be with another person, or how good that feels.
 

Thankfully for me, I couldn’t have imagined a better reaction than Becky’s. To answer me in a far more honest and outright way than I’d managed to ask the question.
 

“Quentin wasn’t like the other guys,” Becky began. She paused, her thoughts drifting back as she recalled what her old life had been like. “He really was sweet. He always said please and thank-you and he was never creepy. We dated for months before he tried to kiss me.”
 

This was strange. It didn’t fit with the version of Quentin I’d constructed for myself. Then again, it was also so very Becky. To fall for a man so opposite of not just her, but of what he should have been himself.
 

“When he finally did it was on the steps of my apartment after he’d walked me home. We’d been on a date, an afternoon stroll through the park followed by ice cream. It was the best fucking ice cream I think I’d ever had. Maybe that’s what had softened me to finally let him kiss me.”
 

The perfectly placed curse was delightfully jarring. I hung on her every word.
 

“He put a finger under my chin and lifted my mouth to his so gently.”
 

As she spoke I realized she was reliving the moment in her mind. My cock hardened at thinking that my wife, my sometimes larger-than-life scientist with deliciously out-sized breasts, hips built for breeding and a brain the size of a watermelon, was recalling the way her black lover’s tongue had pressed into her mouth.
 

The lust that rushed through me was mind-boggling.
 

“But then,” she said, her voice hushed, “when he finally kissed me, when I finally let him in, he was the exact opposite of the man I’d known up to that point.”
 

Of course.
 

“He didn’t just peck me gently on the lips.” She locked eyes with me. “When he pushed his tongue into my mouth he wasn’t asking for permission any longer. There was nothing delicate or polite about it,” she explained, shaking her head so her blonde locks danced across her shoulders. “He owned me with that kiss, Jeff,” she whispered, her eyes opening a little wider, a wildness in them I’d never seen. “That kiss made it clear that there was a very different Quentin in there than the one I’d fallen in love with.”
 

I was perched on the edge of my proverbial seat. “And?” I whispered, my throat so tight I could barely speak. “Who was that Quentin?”
 

Becky bit her lip. “That Quentin was an animal, Jeff.”
 

It felt like a fist had closed around my chest. A brutal, clenching feeling that led me to believe I might never breathe again. “And? Did you…” I couldn’t bring myself to form the question. 
 

But Becky now understood what I wanted from her, what I’d wanted this whole time. Not only did she seem to understand my need, she seemed to enjoy it, too. “I did,” she said quietly. “I took his hand and led him upstairs to my apartment.”
 

This tore through me like a freight train. My beautiful Becky, the intellectual I’d always dreamed of marrying, succumbing to that most base of needs, the thing that drives this bio-mechanical ballet we’re living. “You let him…”
 

Becky shook her head. “There was no letting Quentin do anything once we got in the bedroom. He just did it. He took what he wanted and didn’t ask questions.”
 

Terrifying. Mostly because of the question it inspired. Why? Why would a woman like Becky, a feminist of the second wave, an educated woman who aspired to the hallowed halls of academia, not only allow a man to treat her in that way but seem to enjoy it as well? “You liked it?”
 

I almost had to squeeze my eyes shut to endure her answer. I dared myself to leave them open, to gaze at the face of innocence as she explained why on earth she would crave such defilement.
 

“I didn’t like it, Jeff,” she said, shaking her head. “I loved it.”
 

This time I actually winced. If someone had told me that there was such an unholy place inside a man’s mind I never would have believed it. I had to find and feel it for myself. And now that I was there I had to wallow in it. Had to poke and prod at every ache and pain within me, had to become a disciple of it, study it until it wasn’t so powerful. I knew the only way to disarm it was by letting it explode. “Holy shit,” I whispered, staring into the gaping abyss it presented.
 

Becky watched me, pondering my reaction. A few times she opened her mouth to say something but didn’t speak. One eyebrow lifted slightly. She tucked her hand under the sheets.
 

I saw the shape of it as it slid lower toward my crotch. I felt a tickle as the tips of her fingers glanced against my raging erection. I groaned as she wrapped her fist around my member. “You like it,” she whispered. “You like this?”
 

I was mesmerized by her smiling expression. I nodded and groaned again as she pumped her hand along my cock, pausing at the tip then twisting it around my glans.
 

“You like thinking about me fucking another man,” she stated.
 

My resolve wobbled. Could I really admit this? What would it do to us? What would it do to me, to have her knowing about this particular predilection. Now that I’d revealed this secret it felt a little raw, like a wound exposed to fresh air. “I don’t know why,” I admitted.
 

Becky pushed her hand down to the root of my cock and squeezed. “Does it matter?” she asked.
 

Did it? I couldn’t tell. I was too consumed by the hurricane churning inside of me. “I don’t make…I don’t fuck you like that,” I said, letting yet another dark fear spill out of me.
 

Becky tilted her head to one side. “You don’t fuck me, Jeff,” she said. “We make love. There’s a difference. And I love the way we do. Don’t you ever, not for a fucking instant, believe I don’t. You understand?” Her grip on me tightened.
 

I groaned again, then nodded. “Uh-huh,” I said.
 

“Jeffery Adams,” Becky said, eyes narrowing. “Here I was thinking you were a squeaky-clean, missionary-loving, doting husband. You’re not that at all, are you?” She bit her lip again.
 

I was dazed by the spell she’d cast over me. I shook my head.
 

“You’re a dirty little pervert, aren’t you?” She pumped my cock again.
 

I grunted at the sudden pleasure. “I…I guess I am,” I admitted, as much to myself as to her.
 

“Well you know what?” she said, pressing her hand against my chest and rolling me onto my back.
 

“What?”
 

She grabbed her shirt and tore it off over her head. “That just makes me love you even more.” Her large breasts flopped out, long nipples already hard over her wide, pink aureole.
 

I gasped at the sight, my hands reaching up to touch her tits.
 

“Slightly uptight, penny-pinching bio-ethicist who occasionally wears bow-ties has a dirty little secret? I fucking love it.” She lingered on the “L” in love, making it sound very tawdry.
 

“Hey!” I complained, scowling at her. “I’m not uptight. Or penny-pinching.”
 

Becky put her hands on her generous hips and cocked her head. “Jeff. You drive a fifteen year old car and not once have you talked dirty to me.”
 

I balked at the characterization. But she was right. “You like dirty-talk?” I whispered.
 

“Only from the men I marry,” she replied. Leaning forward she cupped her hand under her breast and mashed it against my mouth, forcing the nipple between my lips.
 

An instinct gripped me and I began to suckle at her teat.
 

Becky groaned her excitement, grinding her pussy against my cock.
 

I could feel her wetness soaking through her underwear and pyjama bottoms I was wearing.
 

“Oh fuck,” Becky moaned. “This is so hot, Jeff! I thought you were a total fucking square!”
 

I was too caught up in my own arousal to be offended. My hips bucked, cock flexing, aching to be inside her. “Ride me,” I whispered, my first foray into trying to talk dirty to my wife. “I want to be inside you.” My voice was muffled by her breast.
 

Becky straightened. Reaching between her legs she yanked my pyjama bottoms down until my cock sprang out. She eyed it with a lusty snarl, then peeled her underwear off to one side, exposing her dripping cleft. “Look how fucking wet you made me,” she hissed.
 

But instead of splitting her neat peach and sheathing me inside herself, she spread her legs and settled onto me, her wet coating the underside of my cock, pressing it against my pelvis.
 

I groaned as she slid back and forth. As her entrance yawned open I saw her engorged clit.
 

“You like that, my dirty little pervert?” Becky cooed. “You like watching my pussy sliding on your cock?” She reached up, grabbed her tits, then brought a nipple up to her mouth and slurped it in. They were that big. It fell out of her mouth with another wet slurp. “You like thinking of another man’s cum inside this pussy?” she whispered, a devious smile curling her lips. “Oh god!” she moaned, throwing her head back and riding me harder.
 

The wetness of her sex, her filthy mouth and knowing that another man had been in her, had left his seed there, drove me to the brink. “Becky, god, Becky,” I panted, hands falling to her hips. “You’re gonna’ make me come!”
 

Her eyes shot open. She grabbed my dick. Lifting herself, she tucked it in between her legs and fell.
 

I roared as her infinitely gentle, infinitely quivering thing enveloped me.
 

“Fuck it into me, baby,” she ordered. “Fuck your seed into me. Make me pregnant!” She fell forward, supporting herself with her hands on my chest, ass pumping as she rode me toward her own climax.
 

I came like a rocket screaming toward heaven. Gush after creamy gush of my semen pumped through my cock and into Becky’s clenching pussy. At the apex of my ejaculation, she shrieked, her already tight hole closing around me as her pussy sucked more cream from my body. Her nails dug into my chest.
 

We soared through that climax together and came out the other end changed. Falling toward earth again, I think both of us realized that life would never be the same.
 

Becky collapsed onto me laughing, sweaty and panting, caressing my pecs with her fingers. “That was fucking hot,” she whispered. “For a bio-ethicist.”
 

I wasn’t even mad. I could not believe my good fortune at having found her. We fell asleep curled together under the sheets.
 






Chapter Three

 


I woke up the next morning to an empty bed and the smell of coffee drifting up from the kitchen. Dragging myself out of bed and into my slippers, I trudged downstairs, bleary-eyed and groggy.
 

Becky was bouncing around the kitchen spilling things. Coffee sloshed inside her cup as she took a break from the mixing bowl to take a sip. A dollop of it splattered onto her shirt, accompanied by a string of muttered expletives.
 

I watched her from the hallway with a half-stiff morning erection, wondering what I’d done to deserve this creature.
 

She must have sensed my presence because as she picked up the mixing bowl, she spun around on her toes and flashed a wide grin. “Morning sleepy-head!” she sang. The t-shirt she was wearing fell just below her hips but not low enough to cover up the fact she wasn’t wearing any underwear.
 

I stared, no, leered at her, already feeling more comfortable in my new role of pervert-voyeur.
 

“Like what you see?” Becky said, then winked. She set the bowl down and took five lilting steps to where I was standing. Kissing me on the cheek, she ran her index finger down my chest and hooked it into the elastic of my underwear. Her eyes fell and she gazed at my stiffening muscle. “Jeff?” she whispered. Her voice was full of mischief.
 

“Yes?”
 

She bit her lip and looked up at me again. “You know that thing I said last night?”
 

“Which one?” I asked, the memory of our lewd coupling racing through my mind again.
 

She drew in a breath and hesitated. “That thing about a baby.”
 

Oh. My stomach sank a little. Not really what I’d been hoping to hear.
 

“I know it’s only been six months and we haven’t talked about family very much,” she explained. “But you did say you wanted to start one.”
 

I wrestled back the sigh that I was about to emit. “Of course, sweetie,” I said, tucking a lock of her hair behind her ear. “I just thought that maybe, you know, we could wait a little? Have a little time to ourselves?”
 

Becky nodded and lowered her gaze. “I know. I thought that too.” She looked up at me again with puppy eyes. “But something’s changed.” She grabbed my arm. “I feel it, Jeff. Feel it so deeply. It’s like this…this need that just won’t quit. It’s not in my mind, this thing. It’s right here,” she said, grabbing her abdomen with her other hand and squeezing. She shook her head. “I can’t explain it any better,” she conceded.
 

She didn’t need to. I understood what she was talking about because that place just above her pelvis was the seat of my need, too. How I wanted to drive into her right then. To rut myself into her sex and plant something there. But as erotic as that seemed the inevitable responsibility that followed would put quite a damper on our marriage.
 

I’d seen what happened to people when they had kids. Sure, many marriages survived. Some didn’t end so well. And, of course, there was another reason for my skepticism. I felt like we’d uncovered something the previous night, Becky and I. The heat of the kink we’d indulged in still burned inside me. I didn’t want to let that go. Not just yet. “Sweetheart,” I said, brushing her cheek with the backs of my fingers. “I love you. I want to give you anything and everything that will make you happy. It’s just, this is such a big deal. It’s not something we can take back or change once we make the decision. Are you sure you really want this? What about your career?”
 

Becky leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “Don’t you worry about any of that,” she whispered, her breath hot on my cheek.
 

It sent a pleasant shiver down my spine.
 

“I want you to put a baby in me.”
 

My body betrayed me. My cock throbbed beneath the robe I was wearing, the motion catching Becky’s attention. She glanced down at it, eyes widening, lips parting slightly.
 

Her expression couldn’t have conveyed more clearly what she was thinking. This was her way in. Her eyes darted up to look into mine again. “Yeah?” she whispered. “You like that? You like thinking of me with a big swollen belly?”
 

More hardening between my legs. I sighed and slouched. “Sweetie,” I muttered. How was I going to explain to her that just because the idea turned me on the reality was far less appealing? “What about…what about last night?”
 

Her brow furrowed. “What about it?”
 

“Last night was so hot. If we start a family…” To my surprise Becky’s enthusiasm didn’t flag at my unspoken criticism. 
 

Her smile twisted into something slightly more wicked. “You know I thought about that too. And I have an idea,” she said.
 

Four words that would change my life forever. My heart skipped a beat at the way she was staring at me. A burst of adrenaline shot through me. What on earth could she be thinking? “You do?”
 

Becky responded with a slow nod. “I do,” she said. “Want to hear it?”
 

I hesitated. Whatever it was, it had brought back the wild look in her eye. This, I must admit, was a little bit scary. I braced myself. “Shoot.”
 

Lifting her hand she brought her finger to her lips and held it there for a moment, as if contemplating whether to share her idea with me. “You want to be my dirty little pervert?” she whispered, eyes glinting.
 

Her question sent a powerful shock of lust rushing through me. My cock flexed and my heart started beating harder in my chest. “I do,” I said, nodding in assurance. It was a surprise that she was bringing up our dirty little game again, considering what she’d opened with.
 

“Well I want to be your dirty little slut.”
 

I sucked in a short breath. What? Where was she going with this? I couldn’t begin to come up with what to say to this. What did she mean? I reached out and tried to put my hands on her hips and pull her closer instead.
 

“Ah, ah, ah!” she said, prying my arms away from her waist. “Not so fast. You haven’t heard my whole idea yet.”
 

I dutifully kept my hands to myself but couldn’t help stealing a glance at her nipples which had begun to harden beneath her shirt.
 

“I’m on my last round of birth control before I have to renew my prescription.”
 

Ideas began to coalesce in my mind. Becky wanted to get pregnant. Now she was teasing me with hot sex. What sort of thing was she about to propose, exactly?
 

Becky went on. “That gives us a month. A month to do whatever we like. A month to fulfill your, no, our dirtiest fantasies. And I will, Jeff. I’ll do whatever you tell me to. I’ll be your little bimbo, your fuck-doll, your dirty Becky.”
 

I could barely form a sentence. Dirty little Becky? Nothing had ever sounded so appealing. “That…that sounds amazing,” I said, breathless.
 

Becky nodded. “Doesn’t it?” she asked. Her hand rose between us and she caressed the underside of my stiff cock with the tips of her fingers. “But…”
 

I held my breath.
 

“…once the month is up I go off of birth control and we get busy making a baby.” The same wild look from the night before lit up her eyes again. “What do you say?” she asked.
 

As if I had a choice. As if any man would, hearing his wife make that sort of proposition. “You’ll…you’d really do that?” I asked quietly, gazing into her eyes.
 

“For you, Jeff, anything,” she answered.
 

“It’s so dirty,” I said. The tension was so thick in the air between us I could taste it. “I had no idea you were like this.”
 

Becky giggled. Her tits shook beneath her shirt. “I’m not,” she said. “Not for anyone. But I love you and I want you to be happy. And you were so turned on last night and it was so hot I kind of want to see where it takes us.”
 

As certain as she sounded I needed to be sure we were talking about the same thing. “You’re saying that you’ll…”
 

“I’ll do anything,” she said, interrupting. “You want to have wild sex three times a day? Done. You want me on my hands and knees anytime you ask? Done.”
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I stood stock still staring at Becky and wondering if maybe I was dreaming? “Are you…are you serious?” I whispered.
 

Her smile faded. The wild look in her eyes went steely. She put one hand on her hip. “Deadly serious.”
 

I was paralyzed. I couldn’t even bring myself to shake my head. The only part of me that moved was my cock. It throbbed to an aching stiffness I’d never experienced.
 

Becky’s smile slowly returned. She took a step forward and ran her finger down my chest. “Well?” she asked. “What do you say? Do we have a deal?”
 

Her voice was so gravelly, growling almost, that it didn’t seem like Becky at all. It sounded like Satan himself.
 

I felt like I was standing on a knife’s edge. On either side of me a boundless chasm stretched open. If I fell one way I would get to experience something some men only ever dreamed of. It would end in fatherhood, but the memories I would have would be mine forever. The other way would…end in the same thing. Eventually, anyways. Except none of my filthy fantasies would come to life.
 

Didn’t seem like any sort of decision, really.
 

Then, as if to tip my balance in her preferred direction, Becky turned around, still eyeing me over her shoulder. She reached down and flipped up the back of her shirt revealing the rolling curves of her ample ass. She bent forward slightly.
 

I gasped.
 

Her slit was dripping with slick.
 

“Want to seal the deal, cowboy?” Becky whispered.
 

What is the sound of a man’s resolve snapping? I couldn’t describe it if I tried but it was loud. Grabbing Becky by one hip I staggered forward, whipping my cock out with my other hand. The whole thing was throbbing red, save for the head which was an angry purple. I stretched Becky’s ass cheeks apart.
 

Her center lips split open, her damp inside walls an inviting shade of pink.
 

Thrusting my hips forward I stabbed my prick into her core, groaning as I drove it up into her dark, tight depths.
 

Becky’s mouth fell open. She fell forward and pressed her palms against the table, then lowered herself onto it and closed her eyes as I began to saw in and out of her.
 

My face burned red and sweat broke out across my brow as I neared the point of emission. Somewhere in the back of my head questions circled like vultures searching for prey. What was I doing? What had I just agreed to by pressing into her?
 

Would she sleep with Quentin for me?
 

That last one projected a barrage of dark visions onto my imagination. Becky with her legs spread, accepting her former husband into herself, writhing beneath him as he drove his thick cock into her pussy.
 

Becky on her hands and knees, servicing her former mate with her mouth until he ejaculated all over her face.
 

And finally, the darkest, most depraved, most profoundly disturbing and erotic image of them all. Becky’s belly swelling with his quickened seed.
 

I shouted as my cock went rigid. Spunk flooded through it and burst out the tip, charging into Becky’s channel and filling it so full it began to drip out of her and splatter onto the floor.
 

”Oh god, Jeff, I’m coming!” she screamed, fingernails scratching across the kitchen table.
 

At the peak of our climax the deal was sealed. There was no going back. We were headed toward hell in a blinding, blistering heat.
 






Chapter Four

 


“Will you sleep with Quentin?” I blurted it while I was still inside her and before I even had time to think of what I was saying. My hand shot up to cover my mouth, my cheeks heating in embarrassment.
 

The post-coital smile faded from Becky’s lips. She focused on some point far ahead and went into what seemed like a trance. And, to my delight, her pussy flexed around my muscle.
 

My cock hardened again as I imagined what she was thinking. Was she recounting a coupling with her ex-husband nice guy jock who cared for lost puppies? Was she reminiscing about his cock and how it felt inside her?
 

Shame twisted through me. Removing myself from her I staggered back. My eyes fell to her messy snatch. A rivulet of my deposit ran out and dribbled down her thigh.
 

Becky coughed. Reaching behind herself, she pulled her shirt down over her ass and pushed herself up to standing. She turned and for the longest time wouldn’t look me in the eye.
 

When she looked at me again, her shoulders sagged a bit. “I’m sorry,” she said softly. “I should have thought of that. I can’t do that. That’s the one thing I just can’t do. Not for you and not for anyone.” She shook her head.
 

And while I understood how weird that might be for her, her refusal only cemented my need to see it. To watch it happen, to make it real, seemed the only way to exorcise that particular demon from myself. “But…but you said anything,” I whispered.
 

Becky lowered her eyes to the floor. “I’m sorry. I know I did. But I can’t.”
 

Something akin to a rage boiled through me. But not at Becky. It took a few moments to identify the source of my anger. It dawned on me slowly and brought a strange calm with it.
 

I wasn’t mad at Becky’s refusal to entertain my request. But I needed desperately to know why she wouldn’t do it. At the same time I understood that forcing the issue would get me nowhere. It certainly wouldn’t get me what I wanted.
 

So I did something I’m still not very proud of. I agreed to her suggestion along with the caveat that Quentin would be off-limits. But inside my mind I knew that the next thirty days would be spent bending her in that direction. Coaxing her as best I could to entertain the possibility of sleeping with her former lover and letting me watch as she did. “Fine,” I said softly.
 

Becky looked up at me, surprised by my reaction. “Fine?” she asked.
 

“Fine,” I repeated.
 

Her smile returned. Lewd and lovely and tickling me between the legs again.
 

Becky’s erotic agreement had significantly shortened my refractory period. My cock bounced to life again.
 

Becky seemed to approve. She glanced at it with one eye raised.
 

“I’m yours Jeff,” she whispered.  “I’ll do anything.” The twinkle had returned to her eyes. She seemed to be as excited by the possibilities her little arrangement presented as I was. “But when it’s over, you give me what I need.” Pressing her hand between my legs again, she squeezed my now rock-hard erection.
 

I stared deeply into her eyes, then leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.
 

Her mouth opened to let my tongue in. She pressed back against it with her own, sucking on my mouth and reaching around to put her hands on my back and bring me closer to herself. This pressed my cock against her abdomen. It flexed at the pleasant pressure.
 

It was as searingly hot kiss as we’d ever shared. When I finally pulled away and opened my eyes I found Becky smiling, biting on one corner of her lower lip, her hand stroking my erection. “Thirty days of debauchery,” I whispered.
 

“Anything you want,” she said so softly I could barely hear her.
 

Well, almost anything. Not if I had anything to do with it. My cock throbbed as my imagination began to run wild again.
 

“You want another little something before breakfast?” Becky whispered.
 

I didn’t understand at first, then realized she was already being lewd. I nodded.
 

“What’ll you have then?”
 

I shuddered. She was mine. Our agreement was now in force and I could take her any way I wanted. A fierce lust twisted through me, followed by an overwhelming love for the woman I’d taken as my wife. How many men could call themselves this lucky? “I want…I want you to put me in your mouth.”
 

Becky bit her lip again. She sank to her knees peeling my underwear down my legs as she went. My cock sprang out red and hungry for her face. “Of course, sweetie,” Becky whispered, “but you can’t say it so politely. If I’m going to be your little slut you have to treat me like one. You have to talk to me like one. Tell me to suck your dick, Jeff. Say it like you mean it.”
 

I sucked in a breath at her dirty description. My cock bounced in anticipation. “Suck my dick,” I groaned.
 

Becky’s mouth opened and her tongue fell out. She dipped her face between my legs and gently sucked a nut into her lips. Rolling her tongue around it, she let it fall out, then swept it up the underside of my shaft and flicked it after licking the pre-cum off the tip of my head. “Say it like you mean it,” she purred.
 

Lust ripped through me like a chainsaw. “Suck my fucking dick, slut,” I ordered.
 

Becky’s eyes closed and her mouth curled into a pre-orgasmic expression. She grabbed the root of my cock and plunged the head into her mouth.
 

I shuddered at the hot wet velvet insides of her cheeks. My toes curled in my slippers as she looked up with big, wide eyes, head bobbing back and forth on my prick. “Take it deeper,” I commanded.
 

Becky complied instantly. She shuffled forward and stuffed more of my cock into her mouth, until I felt the tip kiss the tight muscles at the back of her throat. A soft gack, the sound of her gag reflex, greeted my entrance. She looked up and stared at me as if asking if this was deep enough.
 

“Deeper,” I growled.
 

Becky closed her eyes. Relaxing the muscles in her throat, she worked her mouth over the rest of my cock until the tip of her nose touched my abdomen.
 

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. “Good,” I said, petting the top of her head. “Now take your tits out.”
 

Putting both hands on my thighs, she eased herself off of me. Spit and bile and pre-cum drooled out the corner of her lips, clinging to her chin and the tip of my dick. Her hands shot down to her shirt and she yanked it up over her head. Her nipples were as stiff as they had been the night before.
 

“Now taste yourself,” I said, sinking into this indulgence fully.
 

Becky obeyed blindly. She pressed a finger against her leaking slit, rubbed it three times back and forth, then brought it up to her mouth and sucked her own wet off like it was the most delicious popsicle.
 

I was pretty worked up already. I could feel my vas charging with seed. My cock was bouncing just staring at her full tits and shapely hips. “Pick up your tits,” I whispered.
 

She did. Cupping them with her hands she bounced them up and down like a porn star.
 

Taking myself in hand I started stroking my hard muscle. Each jerk sent a fresh finger of pleasure shooting up my spine, tickling the base of my brain. “Oh fuck,” I grunted, feeling the edge of ecstasy creeping closer. “I want to come on your tits.”
 

“Do it!” Becky whispered. “Come all over my big tits!” She opened her mouth again and curled her soft tongue down over her lower lip.
 

The dirty pose tipped me over the edge. A hot shot of ejaculate flooded through cock and shot out the tip, splattering across Becky’s exposed chest. I grimaced and writhed through the orgasm as another blast came barrelling out of me. It fell lower, coating her nipples with a wet splat.
 

Becky didn’t budge from her position. She waited until I’d emptied my load all over her breasts and even then stayed put.
 

A dirty need gripped me. Lifting my softening erection, I slapped the head of it against her forehead, then dragged it over her nose and finally her mouth. A thin line of semen trickled out, trailing down her face and making the whole thing that much more filthy. I groaned and shook as the last shudders of pleasure left me.
 

Becky started to giggle. She looked down at the glaze coating her chest, then back up at me. A slow smile stretched across her lips. “I guess,” she said, pressing her tits together one last time, “we have a deal.”
 






Chapter Five

 


Becky didn’t put her shirt back on after that. After towelling off the crusting cum on her breasts, she went back to stirring the batter in the bowl. She didn’t clean off her face, letting the semen dry there for some dirty reason.
 

I was hard again in under ten minutes. By that time the pancakes were done and served on plates with blueberries, whip cream and maple syrup.
 

Becky sat across from me at the kitchen table giving me a gorgeous view of her breasts as we ate. It was as dirty as the breakfast was delicious.
 

A very faint worry began to gnaw at me. One that, by the time we’d finished eating, I couldn’t ignore. This was a side of Becky I’d never dreamed was there. Had it always been? Was she really a closet slut looking for any excuse to get laid? The worry must have shown on my expression.
 

After Becky had cleared away the plates, she returned to the table with a pot of coffee, refilled my cup, then set it on the counter and sat down on my lap. “What’s wrong?” she asked.
 

I felt quite exposed in that moment. I was naked, for one thing. And now Becky was about to start picking away at me, asking me about what I was feeling and whether I was upset. “Nothing, why?”
 

“You look mopey,” she said, brushing her finger against my cheek.
 

I shrugged, trying to dismiss her concern. “I’m fine.”
 

“For a guy whose wife just told him he could use her any way he wanted for the next month, then served him pancakes, you don’t seem fucking fine.”
 

The question of Quentin was gnawing away at me. I wanted to blurt it out, to know immediately why she would be opposed to fucking him for me. I wanted to hear all the filthy details of their life together. But I knew I had to bide my time. Distract her while I formulated a plan. I decided to take a sideways approach.
 

“Did you ever do this before?” I ventured, coming to the edge of my comfort zone even asking the question.
 

“Make pancakes?” Becky teased.
 

“You know what I mean. Like, with him. Did you do this with Quentin? Did he share you?”
 

Becky leaned over me and rubbed the tip of my nose with hers. “No, silly. Quentin was all I needed when I was with him.” Her expression changed instantly. “Not that…I didn’t mean it like that. You’re all I need.” Worry furrowed her brow.
 

Maybe if I’d been in a different state, had less of a singular purpose, to see Becky with Quentin, I might have taken offence. But I was already scheming and had barely noticed the statement could be taken the wrong way.
 

“But you didn’t?” I asked again.
 

“I didn’t,” she assured, still looking a little concerned by what she’d said.
 

“You don’t have to fuck him,” I announced.
 

Relief spread on her face. She tilted her head and kissed me on the cheek. “Thank-you for letting that go.”
 

“But I want to hear more about him.”
 

Becky gave me a funny look and shook her head. “You’re just obsessed with this, aren’t you? It’s like an actual fucking obsession, thinking of me and Quentin?”
 

I thought about that for a while. “I guess you could call it that,” I replied.
 

“Why?” she asked. “It’s in the past. I didn’t know you then. If I knew you were out there I would have waited for you.”
 

As she spoke I tried to pin down my feelings. Tried to put a finger on exactly what about her being with Quentin had me so worked up. There was jealousy to it but that wasn’t the eye of the hurricane. The storm raging inside me was caused by the idea of Becky being pleasured by another man. Something about that was insanely erotic. The fact that it was locked in the past, that it could not be undone infused the eroticism with a panicked energy. “Did he have a big dick?”
 

Becky rolled her eyes then threw her head back and laughed. “Men!” she exclaimed. “What is it with you and size?”
 

It was a good question, really. One I hadn’t spent all that much time contemplating. Possibly because none of the other women I’d known had dated, er, married, large black athletes. There was something primal to it, certainly. Wouldn’t a bigger cock feel better?
 

“You really want to know?” she said, interrupting my train of thought.
 

“I do,” I said, nodding after stealing a glance at her breasts again.
 

“It was big.”
 

“How big?” I couldn’t help myself. It was like I didn’t have a choice about this, either. Just had to try and find the source of my pleasant discomfort. This, something told me, would lead me there.
 

Becky raised her arm. She pressed a finger against her wrist, then drew a line down to her elbow, eyeing my reaction.
 

I sucked in a breath. Holy shit. That big? “Did it…did it hurt?”
 

Becky laughed again.
 

This brought a fresh wave of discomfort. I knew she wasn’t laughing at me, really. She was laughing at the situation. But it inspired the same feeling as when girls used to laugh at me back in high school, or college. Not humiliation, exactly, just…a strange pressure inside me. “Did it fit? Inside you, I mean?” I asked, unable to resist delving deeper into her secrets.
 

“I can’t remember,” Becky said, sighing.
 

Bullshit. Best not to call her on it yet, though. I didn’t want her upset. I wanted her pliant. “But you liked it? You liked having sex with him?” I pressed.
 

Becky narrowed her eyes and stared at me for a long time. “You’re so weird I love it,” she said, pecking my cheek again. “What should we do today?”
 

Most Saturdays we spent cleaning the house. Sometimes we’d go for a boozy lunch and have lazy sex in the afternoon, then fall asleep. This Saturday was different. On this Saturday Becky belonged to me in a way she never had before. She was mine to play with. “I want to have sex again,” I admitted.
 

This brought fresh laughter from Becky. “Of course you do,” she said. “Are we even going to leave the house for the next month?” she said, still chuckling.
 

I began to flip through all the dirty fantasies I’d ever had, trying to pick the perfect one to bring to life when the doorbell rang.
 






Chapter Five

 


Becky’s eyes shot wide open and she jumped off my lap. “Oh shit!” she said, bounding through to the hall toward the stairs.
 

“What?” I said, leaping up and running after her. “Do you know who it is?”
 

“It’s the fucking pool boy!” she called out, already upstairs. “Remember? He couldn’t make it last week and said he’d come today. I totally forgot!” She burst into a fit of giggles as she disappeared into the bedroom.
 

I took the steps two at a time. But when I burst into the bedroom I wasn’t greeted by the sight I expected. I thought I’d find Becky climbing into a pair of old sweats and a t-shirt to greet the pool boy. Instead, she was putting on a negligee, tying the stringy belt at her waist and leaving a good bit of her tits exposed. Nearly to the nipples.
 

My breath caught in my throat. “What are you doing?” I hissed.
 

Half a smile curled on her lip. “What does it look like I’m doing? I’m going to answer the door.” And before I could stop her she had whisked past me and down the stairs.
 

My vision tunnelled. My ears started ringing. What in the fuck was happening? Was she really going to answer the door like that? Was she really going to expose herself to another man in that way? I held my breath as the door swung open.
 

“Hi Josh!” Becky sang.
 

Silence. Then…
 

“Uh…hey Mrs. Adams.” Josh’s shock at what he was seeing was obvious by the way his voice gurgled in his throat as he spoke.
 

My chest tightened. This wasn’t happening. This was happening. Becky was down there in nothing but her nightie and Josh was probably doing his damn best not to stare at her big tits!
 

“Come in, come in!” she said.
 

I imagined the way she was stepping aside and waving him in. As if this was the outfit she always wore when he came over. As if he wasn’t sneaking glances at her beautiful curves. My cock roared to life for the third time in the hour since I’d woken up.
 

“You want a drink?” Becky asked, as calm and casual as I’d ever heard her.
 

“Um, no thanks,” Josh muttered. 
 

Gliding along the carpet I pressed my back against the wall and leaned ever so slightly to one side. Just enough to make out Josh and Becky’s bodies in the hallway and one corner of her smiling face.
 

Josh was a twenty-two year old surfer who took care of our pool every other week. He was muscled and tan and even from the top of the stairs I could see he was sporting his own erection that very moment.
 

My reaction to this was confusing at first. Seeing another man’s cock engorge at the sight of my almost-naked Becky was far different than just imagining the fantasy in my mind. This was live flesh and bone standing there, regarding her, craving her and probably trying to calculate the odds his growing pecker would get wet before he left.
 

“You sure I can’t get you anything?”
 

I shuddered at the way Becky’s voice had lowered to a seductive purr.
 

Josh swallowed so loudly I heard it all the way upstairs. “Should I…er, do you want me to get started on the pool?” he asked.
 

Becky smiled a little wider. “Sure thing, Joshy,” she replied. “Go ahead and let yourself out the back door. I’ve got to take a shower.”
 

An electric tension crackled between them as neither moved for a few moments. Then Becky spun around and started walking up the stairs.
 

Josh stood frozen in place. As he turned to watch her mount the stairs, gorging himself on the sight of her swaying, bountiful rump, I was forced to retreat my position in case he saw me. A moment before he disappeared from view I saw his hand move to his crotch to adjust the uncomfortable bulge to one side. “Mr. Adams home?”
 

His voice had dropped what sounded like a full octave. Not only that but it was soaked through with a menace that signalled very clearly the intent behind his question.
 

I heard Becky pause on the stairs. “He’s out until the afternoon. If you need anything I’ll just be upstairs, okay?”
 

More silence. Then Becky began to move again.
 

“Sure thing, Mrs. Adams. Sure thing,” Josh answered. His sneakers squeaked on the tile floor as he walked slowly back to the kitchen. A few seconds later the back door slid open, then shut again.
 

By the time Becky stepped back into the bedroom my paralysis had returned. My cock seemed to be the only appendage I could feel. My heartbeat was pounding in my ears and the only part of me I could move were my eyes.
 

She padded softly across the carpet and pressed her body against mine, pinning me to the wall. Her hand rose, palm pressing against my crotch, cupping my balls and kneading them a little. “You like?” she whispered.
 

I stared at her with my own wild expression. “What are you doing?” I managed to mutter.
 

“Being your dirty little slut,” she replied, then leaned forward and gently bit my lower lip. “I think Josh nearly popped one off in his shorts just looking at your wife.”
 

Becky swore a lot. I was used to her profanity. It was yet another delightful contradiction to her personality. But this? Hearing her talk about another man popping one off? This shocked me into silence and set my mind racing for the answer as to why.
 

The answer came slowly, settled like a heavy weight on my chest that made it difficult to breathe.
 

She knew. She fucking knew what she had. She knew she was a bombshell and knew that she could use that gift to manipulate and twist men into doing what it was she wanted. Not only did she know it, she was apparently very skilled at doing so.
 

And she wasn’t just doing it to Josh. She was doing it to me. “You’re not…you’re not actually going to…”
 

Becky’s smile returned. Pleasant with a wicked line running through it. “I don’t know,” she said with an exaggerated shrug. “You tell me.”
 

My eyes darted around her expression as I tried to decipher her true intent. Our little game which had started as a fantasy was suddenly becoming very real. “You want to fuck the pool boy?”
 

Becky grinned wider. “I want what you want, Mr. Adams.” Leaning in she flicked out her tongue and swept it up my neck in a long lick. “I thought you wanted to see me with another man?”
 

Did I? I’d said that but had I meant it? Like, in real life? That was a very different proposition than just talking out a fantasy. I suppose I had but I’d been talking about Quentin. I hadn’t mentioned anyone else. Where did she get the idea that I’d want her to fuck the pool boy?
 

Just thinking it hardened me and made my balls swell.
 

Becky emitted a pleasant murmur as she squeezed my nuts a little tighter. “Feels like you do.”
 

My heart was pounding in my chest. “Becky this is…it’s so fast. I don’t know if I can…if I can just…” Millions of questions were popping like soap bubbles inside my head. How would I react to actually seeing Becky whore herself out like this? Would it change something between us? Would I even be able to stand it? Or would I rush into the room a moment before he entered her, roaring at Josh to unhand my wife before I killed him?
 

“What’s the matter Jeff?” Becky teased. “Cold feet?”
 

I shook my head. “You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t just let another man fuck you like that.” Would she?
 

Becky shrugged the way she did when she was having a hard time picking something off a menu. “Why not?”
 

My eyes opened wider. “Because we’re married,” I said through clenched teeth.
 

Becky rolled her eyes and waving dismissively as if I were being far too uptight about this. “It’s just sex, Jeff. He’s the pool boy. Why not just dive right in?”
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Nor could I believe the furious lust that was churning inside me. Did I dare to let her do this? I felt like my own cock was about to pop just thinking about it.
 

“I’ll tell you what,” Becky said, trailing a finger down my chest in an “S” shape. “Why don’t you get in that closet over there with your phone. I’ll get in the shower and get cleaned up. If Josh makes his way up here once he’s finished we’ll see what happens. If you don’t like what you’re seeing call my phone. Let it ring once and Josh goes away. If you’re having a good time just enjoy yourself.” Sweet Becky smiled at me again. Then she took two steps back and folded her arms across her chest and stared at me with one eye raised.
 

My eyes raked down her body. I paused at her plump breasts, then stared at her curvy hips and the wisp of wiry pubic hair peaking out from beneath her robe. The thought of another man entering her tightened my insides.
 

Downstairs the patio door slid open.
 

Becky didn’t budge. Even as Josh’s sneakers squeaked back across the floor she stood there staring at me, goading me to make my decision.
 

“Mrs. Adams?” Josh called up. “You up there? I’m done with the pool. It didn’t need much.” Josh paused to listen for a response. He took two more squeaky steps before his footsteps became muffled by the carpet on the stairs. “Mrs. Adams?” he called out again.
 

I snapped out of my paralysis. Darting to the night stand I grabbed my phone and sprinted toward the closet and slipped in. As I turned around to slide it shut Becky was already there.
 

She leaned in and kiss me on the lips. “Enjoy,” she whispered.
 

I was holding my phone so tight it felt like I might break it.
 

“Mrs. Adams?”
 

Becky walked over to the bed, rolled onto it onto her back and grabbed the book off her nightstand. “Come on up Josh!” she called out. “I’m just in the bedroom!”
 

Footsteps padded up the stairs.
 

From where I was standing I could just make out the edge of the door frame. I had a full view of the bed, albeit with just one eye. I held my breath.
 

The edge of Josh’s muscular frame appeared in the door.
 

My eyes darted to Becky. She had her legs crossed but the thin robe she was wearing had fallen open revealing not only her beautifully toned legs but just a hint of one nipple.
 

Josh stopped dead in his tracks as he saw her and stared.
 

Becky flashed a smile. “Hey hon,” she said. “You all finished?”
 

Josh cleared his throat. “Uh, yeah,” he croaked.
 

Becky adjusted herself on the bed. “That was fast,” Becky said, letting her eyes wander down Josh’s torso and come to a rest on his midriff.
 

“Pool wasn’t very dirty like I said,” Josh explained.
 

“Oh,” Becky replied, matter-of-factly. “Hey hon, Mr. Adams forgot you were coming and didn’t leave me any cash. You want to take a cheque? Or I could transfer the money to you. Or, you know, whatever.” At which point she uncrossed her legs and opened them ever so slightly.
 

A long silence stretched out between them. One which made me worry Josh would hear how hard my heart was pounding. I thought it was going to tear right out of my chest.
 

“Are you…fucking with me?” Josh growled.
 

Becky grinned. “Not yet.”
 






Chapter Six

 


Josh took a step forward into my line of sight. The bulge between his legs had grown into a fully stiff erection, the outline of which I could see through his shorts. It was…prodigious.
 

Becky licked her lips.
 

Josh reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. Flipping it open he pried out a condom wrapper and let the wallet fall to the floor.
 

Becky frowned. “What’s that for?” she asked.
 

His expression changed instantly. The certainty with which he’d stepped forward vanished and he cowered like a puppy with it’s tail between it’s legs. “I, uh, I thought…oh shit,” he groaned, trying to stuff the condom back into his pocket, his cheeks burning red.
 

Becky burst into a delighted laugh at his discomfort. Setting her book back on the nightstand she swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. The loose knot holding her robe together untwisted, the sides of the robe falling open to reveal her body to Josh completely.
 

I stopped breathing.
 

Josh just stood there, mesmerized by the sight of the gorgeous naked woman in front of him. “I, uh, I didn’t know if…” he sputtered.
 

Becky laughed again and flipped her hair over her shoulder. She was glowing. In a way I’d seen before but never like this. I’d been too busy being in love with her to notice how much she enjoyed this sort of attention. My cock throbbed again.
 

Becky took a step forward.
 

Josh slouched into an intimidated stance. Cowed not just by her beauty but by how she had turned the situation around and now owned it. Owned him. Her feigned shock at his forwardness, at the implication that just because she was lying nearly naked on a bed that meant she was inviting some sort of sexual attention, had stripped him of his confidence the way a highlander might have ripped off some quivering damsel’s bodice in times gone by.
 

No doubt Josh understood that in these modern times, you could never be too careful. He was cornered and completely at the mercy of her whims.
 

“Sweetie I just meant that I don’t do latex. I’m allergic,” Becky explained, her voice kind and motherly. She put a finger under his chin and raised his eyes to meet her gaze. “Would you consider maybe taking another form of payment?” Becky asked with big eyes, sweet and innocent. “Would that be okay?”
 

Josh swallowed again. His Adam’s apple bulged in his throat as he worked down a copious amount of saliva. “Uh, whatever you want, Mrs. Adams,” he answered. 
 

My heart swelled in my chest at what I was seeing. 
 

Becky smiled. “Oh good,” she said. “You don’t mind going bare then?”
 

A dark thrill thrummed through me at this, Becky propositioning this nearly trembling young man, asking if he wouldn’t mind inserting himself into her without protection.
 

“Whatever you want,” he muttered again.
 

Josh. Poor Josh. A pang of empathy gripped me seeing him standing there, his once potent masculinity cleaving off in crumbling hunks, like a sandcastle melting in the surf. It was sad.
 

But watching Becky dominate him in this way was hotter than a five alarm fire in the south.
 

“You ever fuck an older woman before Joshy?” Becky asked, tilting her head, lips pouting out.
 

Josh gulped and shook his head.
 

Becky nodded. “Okay. That’s okay. I’ll make sure to be gentle then.”
 

I could have sworn I saw Josh’s lower lip tremble. He looked awed and a tiny bit terrified.
 

“Why don’t you get on your knees.” An order, not a suggestion.
 

A certain terror filled me at this. This was no longer my wife I was looking at. This was a woman I’d never met. This was a succubus, a woman possessed, her smiling but faintly stern expression making it very clear she was about to devour her first victim.
 

How could I have not have known this about her? How could I not have seen this side of her before? Had she always been like this and I’d just been blinded by lust and love?
 

A part of me thought of mashing out her phone number on my screen, pressing “call” and letting the phone ring once. My only reason for this would have been to put poor Josh out of his misery. But the more I stared, the more I couldn’t look away.
 

Josh sank to his knees. He looked up at Becky, hands folded across her chest, one foot pointed slightly out like a schoolteacher about to admonish her errant pupil. He shuddered. His eyes drifted down her body, past the teeny bump of her belly and came to rest on the exposed fronds of her furry muff.
 

Becky cupped a hand under his chin. She drew him closer until he wrinkled his nose at the way her tangled pubes tickled it. Leaning forward caused her tits to sag, the stiff nipples threatening to poke Josh in the eyes. “Sniff,” she ordered.
 

Josh complied. He snorted in a whiff of her unclean scent. His cock grew more rigid in his lap.
 

“Good boy,” Becky said, smiling. Spreading her legs wider she pulled him closer so he had to crane his neck to fit his chin between her thighs. “Now eat,” she commanded.
 

Josh broke into an immediate wet lapping.
 

Lust roared into my cock sending a creamy bit of pre-cum to the tip. A bead of it clung there for a moment, then fell, sailing through the dark light inside the closet until it touched the floor and was swallowed up by the carpet.
 

When I looked up again it was to the sight of Becky with her eyes closed, head tilted back, one fist full of Josh’s hair.
 

The sloppy sounds of his oral assault sloshed around the room.
 

Becky at first began rocking back and forth then began swaying Josh back and forth instead, using his tongue like a rag to stimulate herself toward climax. After a minute or so of this her gaze fell. Her eyes opened in a steely stare and met Josh’s frightened gaze. “Put two fingers in my cunt.”
 

Josh raised a hand, digits obediently stiffened and pressed them up between Becky’s legs.
 

I gripped my cock and dared a single pump. This brought me so perilously close to my emission that I had to let go and breathe deeply to step back from the brink.
 

Becky’s snatch swallowed Josh’s fingers with a slurp. She let out a growling moan. “Good,” she purred, still staring at him. “Now pump.”
 

Josh’s arm turned from bone and flesh to piston, pumping in and out of Becky’s pussy with an eagerness that only a man south of thirty years of age could bring to such an occasion. His eyes glazed over in wonder at the feeling of this creature dominating him.
 

Becky’s hips began to twist. “Fuck, Josh, yesssss,” she hissed.
 

Josh mumbled something, the sound swallowed by Becky’s hungry pussy lips.
 

I saw her toes curl, clutching at the carpet. Her body shook with need.
 

Before Josh knew what was happening she was sinking to her knees, sending him careening onto his back, face still smashed against her sex. He was forced to remove his fingers from her as she brought her whole weight down against his chin and began to grind against his mouth.
 

Becky reached up with a hand and played with her hair. The other came to her breast, kneading the supple flesh and pinching the nipple to an even stiffer state. “Fuuuuuck,” she warbled as she approached release. Her eyes shot open.
 

Beneath her Josh’s face burned red.
 

Becky met my gaze. Her blue eyes must have seen my one eye leering through the slit between the closet door and the frame. Her mouth fell open. “Oh God!” she screamed. Her contractions began.
 

To my vulgar delight a froth of clear mucus spewed from between her legs, splattering all over Josh’s face and chin. As I watched Becky squirting her fluids into Josh’s waiting mouth, I realized that it hadn’t been that long ago that I’d deposited my own inside her. I wondered if Josh was getting a taste of my seed, a side dish to the generous helping of Becky’s lubricant he was being forced to swallow in order not to drown in it.
 

Becky’s orgasm seemed to stretch on for an eternity. She squealed. Her body shook. When her shoulders slumped I realized it was over.
 

Josh moaned beneath her.
 

Becky sighed, rose up on her knees, then swung a leg over his chin and stood up, the picture of elegance.
 

Josh stayed on the carpet, covered in her wetness and gasping for air, his cock as hard as it had been when he’d entered the room.
 

Becky pulled her hair back into a ponytail and tied it with the band she had around her wrist. She sauntered over to the bed and lay down, letting out a contented sigh.
 

Not a moment later Josh was scrambling to his feet, pulling his shorts down, cock springing out the tip already sniffing the air for the source of heat it meant to skewer.
 

Becky pouted. “Oh Josh,” she said, yawning. “Hon I think I’m too exhausted. That was delightful though.” She smiled at him.
 

Josh froze.
 

I could see in his eyes and in the tension in his body how much ache he carried. How desperately he needed release. And how he knew that consent had been withdrawn and, despite being a beach bum, how he knew his place.
 

“Maybe next time?” Becky said.
 

“Uh…yeah,” he grunted. “Sure thing.” And though his cock was lurching, already leaking a little, he gathered up his things and practically crawled to the door, doubled over from the pressure in his nuts. He turned his head and shot Becky one last pleading glance.
 

“Make sure to close the door on your way out, kay?”
 

Josh disappeared. His sneakers didn’t even squeak before the door latched shut downstairs.
 

I threw open the door to the closet and stepped out, my own manhood stretched to it’s very breaking point by what I’d seen, ready to claim what was rightfully mine by love and law.
 

Becky’s hands shot out, palms facing the ceiling. “Ta-da!” she said.
 






Chapter Seven

 


I lunged at the bed like an animal, livid with the lust coursing through my veins. Before I landed Becky splayed her legs in welcome and I caught a glimpse of the filthy mess left there by Josh’s slurping. She’d defiled him and she loved it.
 

I could not have known that love could run so deep.
 

My prick found her sloshing entrance by it’s heat. My hips flexed, jabbing my aching dick into the hot, wet velvet of her pussy. I groaned and shot forward like a rocket racing toward release.
 

I did not fuck her. My fuck erupted out of me, impaling my cock inside of her so deeply with such a force and tempo that the bed started to shake.
 

Becky’s mouth fell open. She put her hands on my shoulders, bracing against my furious rut. “Oh Jeff,” she whimpered.
 

I barely heard it. My ears were ringing, my whole attention focused on the way her tight slit was swallowing my dick, suckling at it, squeezing it’s root at the apex of each thrust, milking it for life itself.
 

It came quickly. Drawing up and out of the sack slapping at her ass, it squeezed through my vas, a hot and sticky thing. Tighter, tighter, tighter until my prick reared it’s head like a serpent about to strike. Instead of biting, it began to spit.
 

Back arched, head bent back I roared up at the ceiling.
 

Somewhere beneath me Becky squealed.
 

The first shot of my emission came hurtling through my shaft like a missile through a rail gun. It left me not as a projectile but as a furious blob of goo that splattered deep into my Becky.
 

Her pussy squeezed. “Yes! Fuck! It! Into! Me!” she screamed.
 

The fabric of the universe was pried away. The view beneath was vast and holy. A curtain was drawn back and I could see the whole thing clearly.
 

That I was not an agent. That I had no will. I only felt and laughed and wept to service this one thing. This sacred transfer of material, this exchange of fluid that would ensure that not I but parts of me survived in some small way. It stretched my mind wide open and into it spat it’s truth.
 

This was purpose. This was meaning. This was everything.
 

I don’t even remember the descent. My first memory of the next moment was of lying next to Becky, panting furiously to catch my breath, her breathing just as ragged. I let my head loll sideways and our gazes met.
 

Becky shook her head. “That was the hottest fuck I’ve ever had,” she whispered.
 

Pressing a palm against her cheek, I touched her lips with mine in a kiss. “I love you so much,” I whispered back.
 

We kissed again, sucking on each other’s lips, tongues dancing back and forth between us. When I finally fell away I knew we were changed. We were not the couple that had walked into that bedroom. We’d transcended the normal bounds of marriage and seen the glorious view and now we could never look away.
 

“Are you mad I didn’t fuck him?” Becky giggled.
 

“I didn’t know I could love you like this,” I admitted, all my inhibitions melted by the heat of our coupling.
 

“You silly goose,” she said, pressing her finger to my snout. “I knew I could love you like this.”
 

Within the peace and calm my orgasm had brought, the dark thought stirred. It yawned and stretched it’s arms, then smiled at me from the shadow in which it lived.
 

Quentin.
 

I needed to see her with him.
 

Why?
 

I’m still not sure. Because he was black? Certainly. There was something illicit about the contrast in the colour of their skin. Something dangerous but not scary. The same kind of thing that had been revealed to me by Becky sitting on that kid’s face.
 

I should have been mad. The purpose of me was to, one day hopefully, inseminate Becky and make a copy of us. Flirting with the danger of another man beating me to it tickled the same nerve Quentin’s blackness did. It should have been terrible to face but I couldn’t look away.
 

So I quelled the urge to blurt out what I wanted. Bide your time. Make a plan. Wait until she’s ready. Because I knew she would be ready. One day she would be ready and I would sit in this very room, watching with a fascinated stare as he entered her and left his mark inside her slit.
 

I pet the dark beast. It growled but I reassured it our time would come. Then I coaxed it back into it’s black corner until it’s eyes shut and it went back to sleep. “Want to get some lunch?” I asked Becky.
 

We showered together. I wanted to make love again, of course, but she was sore and my newfound potency was slightly sapped. There was always the afternoon.
 

We went to Bongo’s and had our favourite Angels on Horseback or, more simply, oysters wrapped in bacon. It was an old English dish that they served with gluten-free hash browns and grilled asparagus. We drank Cesar's and didn’t talk at all about what had just happened or how it had changed us.
 

Becky insisted on a second drink, then insisted on smoking a cigarette on the way home. She savoured it in a way only Becky could. Sucking in a third of it at once, then blowing out thick plumes of smoke into the sunny sky.
 

After that I got the itch. Not for sex, though I could have gone for that, too, but to rehash what had happened that morning. To take out that corpse of a memory and poke it, seeing if we could make it come alive again.
 

This had always been a point of contention between us. Becky didn’t like that. She liked living in the moment, enjoying it, then imagining what might be next.
 

I had a need to keep reaching for the past and trying to figure out what it meant. It was always a delicate balancing act between us because reliving things made her cranky for some reason.
 

But when we stepped into the pleasant darkness inside the house I couldn’t resist but grab her waist and spin her around to face me.
 

She laughed, kissed me, then leaned away, studying my expression and what it meant. “Uh-oh,” she said, still smiling. “You want to do that thing, don’t you?”
 

“What thing?” I lied.
 

She rolled her eyes but in a teasing way. “That fucking thing you do where you have to pick at everything. Slice it up and stare at it and wonder why and what it means? Am I right? I’m right, aren’t I?”
 

I blushed at how well she knew me.
 

Becky laughed again. “I knew it,” she muttered. “Okay, mister. Shoot.”
 

I wondered how she could be so smart and so care-free at the same time? “You just had sex with another man,” I said, my voice tightening.
 

“That wasn’t sex, Jeff.”
 

“It wasn’t?” I asked, raising an eye.
 

She shook her head. “Did you see that kid? Poor thing. I felt kind of bad for him. Maybe I should have jerked him off or something, you think?”
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re…you’re filthy. You really are a dirty little slut. This isn’t just a show, is it? You like this.”
 

Becky sighed and looked off to one side for a moment. “Being slutty doesn’t mean you’re a slut, mister,” Becky said. “And yes. I guess I do like it in a way.”
 

“You…the way you…dominated him.”
 

Her wicked smile returned. “You liked that did you?” she asked.
 

“Were you always like this? Eating men like that?” My voice was filled with wonder.
 

Becky cocked one eye. “I think it was him doing the eating,” she said with a giggle. “And no. Not always. Just sometimes.”
 

“But not with Quentin.” I braced myself for her reaction. It was a risky move. One that could have sent her to a bad place.
 

This time she didn’t let out an exasperated sigh, though. She flashed a flat smile and shook her head. “You and Quentin. What is it with him?”
 

What was it with him? Why did I have to know? Why couldn’t I let it go?
 

I resisted the urge to keep pressing. One question was enough. We still had twenty nine and a half days to enjoy whatever this thing was we’d uncovered. No sense bunging it up this early with a million questions.
 

“Change of subject,” Becky said.
 

“Okay.”
 

“What should we do next?”
 

A million answers poured into my mind. Fuck again? Find another guy for Becky to dominate? Make her crawl on the floor on her hands and knees? “What do you want to do?” I asked.
 

“Doesn’t matter. You’re the boss remember?”
 

I couldn’t decide.
 

“Okay,” Becky said, putting her hands on my chest after too much silence had passed between us. “You take your time. I’m going to have another shower.” She spun around and skipped up the steps leaving me to think.
 

I was left there stunned into silence at everything that had just happened and at the side of Becky that had been revealed to me. But even as I was having trouble making sense of it all, my unease began to fade. A potent lust replaced it. I began to imagine all of the lascivious possibilities of our little arrangement.
 

Having just watched Becky being serviced by another man’s mouth had been shocking and exhilarating. But it seemed like that was just the tip of the iceberg. I suddenly desperately craved to dip below the surface and find out how big the thing really was. How much of it was hidden from view. How far would Becky go on this quest to please me?
 

“Aw shit!” Becky’s words, muffled by the bathroom door, tore me from my fantasy and plopped me back into myself.
 

“Beck? Becky?” I called out. “Everything okay?”
 

“It’s fine,” she said, then muttered a few more curses. “Come in here would you?”
 

A moment later I was standing in the door staring at a very nude Becky standing in the tub watching the water gush out the tap. There was barely a trickle coming from the shower head.
 

“I think the shower’s broken,” she said, waving at the taps.
 

I stepped forward and turned the knob of the diverter. Water stopped running from the shower completely. Giving it another twist brought a trickle leaking out of the shower head. I shook my head. It was one of those old three way valves and the diverter was behind the tile. “We’re going to have to call a plumber for this,” I muttered.
 

Becky let out an exasperated sigh and threw her hands up in the air. “Oh my god why do you have to be like that?”
 

I glanced at her with one eye raised. “Like what?” I asked.
 

“You always go to the worst possibility. Maybe we can fix this?”
 

By which she meant maybe I could. “Beck the whole thing’s behind the wall. We’re going to have to cut the wall open and get in there. Trust me.” 
 

She harrumphed, stepped out of the shower, grabbed her robe off the back of the door and threw it over her shoulders.
 

“Where you going?” I said as she swung the door and stepped out into the hall.
 

“To YouTube how to fix this thing,” she said, already half-way down the stairs.
 

I turned and stared at the faucet, then leaned against the sink and waited. Sure enough, about five minutes later I heard Becky padding back up on bare feet. I put on my most neutral expression when she walked back into the bathroom and threw her bathrobe on the floor. I said nothing.
 

“Oh stop it with the smugness,” she grumbled.
 

I couldn’t help the smile that curled my lips. “So?”
 

“You know very well what fucking so!” she snapped. “We’re going to have to call a damn plumber. Now get out of here while I take a bath.”
 

I left the bathroom as Becky started filling the bath and went downstairs. Grabbing my tablet I settled down in the living room to thumb through the internet when Becky appeared naked at the foot of the stairs. My cock flexed at the way she was standing, one knee bent in, eyeing me with a slightly wicked smile. “What?” I asked.
 

Becky grinned. “Maybe a plumber isn’t the worst thing?”
 

I was dialing a number three seconds later.
 






Chapter Eight

 


Emergency plumbers are very expensive. Particularly on a weekend. So expensive, in fact, that a bio-ethicist and his ornithologist wife may decide their shower not working is not quite the emergency they thought.
 

A day and a half without a shower wasn’t going to kill us. But the lust Becky’s innuendo inspired within me felt like it might.
 

As she cooked herself in a too-hot bath upstairs, I sat on the couch unable to concentrate on anything but my rampaging imagination.
 

She wouldn’t, would she? I kept rolling the question over and over in my head, tantalizing myself with the way it sent bolts of adrenaline down to my toes. It was like looking at Becky from two different angles. The first one sweet, the second deliciously filthy.
 

I didn’t even hear the water draining from the tub I was so immersed in my fantasy. Becky calling me upstairs wrenched me from my thoughts and sent me hurtling up to the bedroom. When I arrived she was naked, her skin a bright pink from the bath.
 

“I’m so hot,” she complained.
 

“Yes you are,” I replied, already undoing my belt and shirt-buttons.
 

Becky laughed and looked away. There was a playfulness to her reaction that was incredibly appealing.
 

I crawled onto bed, my cock already stiff from entertaining all those visions of dirty Becky doing very dirty things.
 

Becky rolled coyly over onto her side so her back was to me.
 

I pressed my nose into the crook of her neck, kissed her and smelled her fragrant skin. “You wouldn’t,” I whispered.
 

“Wouldn’t I?” she replied.
 

“It’s…too much. A total stranger? The fucking plumber, for god’s sake?”
 

Becky chuckled as I kissed a line down her back and caressed her warm thigh with my hand. “A total stranger,” she whispered. “Only if you let me.”
 

This was intensely erotic. That Becky might even consider the possibility of accepting a stranger into herself to satisfy my depraved desires. It made Josh eating her out seem like an aperitif before an enormous meal. My hunger overwhelmed me. Leaning into her again I pressed my cock between her ass cheeks and reached around to paw at her breast. “You’d have to use protection.”
 

Becky sighed. “Jeff you know I can’t. I’ll break out in hives like I always do with condoms.”
 

I could feel my heart beating inside my chest. “You’d really do that? You’d let a man…into you? Bare?”
 

Becky rolled onto her back and eyed me with a lusty stare. “Like I said, only if you let me,” she whispered.
 

My eyes raked down her curves, cock flexing between my legs as I thought of what that would be like. “What if he’s ugly? What if he’s dirty?”
 

Becky pondered this, glancing up at the ceiling before looking at me again. “What if? Wouldn’t you like that, you pervert.” She giggled. “Seeing your pretty wife getting fucked by some grunt.”
 

My cock bounced as she said it.
 

Becky burst into giggles again.
 

I crawled onto her, pried her legs open with a knee and position my cock at her sex.
 

She raised her arms and put one hand on my back and one on my neck. Her legs splayed open in welcome. “I’m sorry, sir. My husband didn’t leave the check book and the sock drawer’s empty. Is there any other way we can settle this?” she teased with the face of a bimbo.
 

I shook my head and pressed the tip of my cock against her soaked pussy lips. “You wouldn’t,” I said through clenched teeth.
 

“Standing in the kitchen wearing nothing but a long t-shirt. You think he’d get the picture?” she asked.
 

I couldn’t believe it. Grunting I eased my cock into her soaked warmth and pressed deeper. “He might. But he’d never go for it. This isn’t a porn, Becky. This is twenty-nineteen. Men know they can’t do things like that anymore.” I groaned as I squeezed deeper into her warm, wet crevice.
 

Her smile faded. “I don’t care what year it is,” she whispered. “A woman who knows how to get it, gets what she wants.”
 

I shuddered at her certainty. As the fantasy of Becky being bent over the counter and fucked by a plumber blossomed in my mind I began to rut toward release. When I glanced at her again, she was staring back at me.
 

“I bet I could get him to do it,” she said, her breathing a little heavy. “You think a man could resist this?”
 

“Oh god,” I groaned as the visions began to race through my head. Becky’s tightness filled with another man’s cock. The wet sounds of them fucking slapping around the kitchen. Becky shaking through a climax as a stranger creamed her pussy.
 

“Do it, Jeff. Fuck your cum into me,” Becky whispered. She emitted a little squeal and I felt her pussy tighten around me.
 

The idea that Becky might be thinking of another man, a stranger, doing this to her sent me tumbling over the edge. The dam burst and I flooded her channel with seed.
 

She dug her fingernails into my back as her body tensed. We shared an intense but silent climax before I collapsed onto her panting and sweaty.
 

It took me a long time to muster the courage to look at her again. She turned to me and smiled when I did. “Tell me you’re serious,” I said softly.
 

Becky smiled again. “As serious as you want me to be.”
 

And so that is how I found myself on the top step of the stairs leading to the basement on Monday morning. Normally Monday morning I had office hours. I was a little ashamed that I’d called in to say I was sick. I had graduate students who I knew were counting on my help with their essays. But finding out whether Becky would really go through with her promise had proved to powerful to resist.
 

I peered through the crack between the door and the frame and watched Becky strutting around the kitchen in a long t-shirt, humming as she cleared the dishes from breakfast.
 

When the doorbell rang my heart nearly leaped out of my chest.
 

As Becky made her way past the door she smiled at me and gave me a wink. A moment later I heard the deadbolt turn and the latch open. “Oh, um, hi!” Becky said with a giggle.
 

Silence.
 

The same pregnant silence that had descended on the house when Josh had showed up to do the pool.
 

“Are you here for the shower?” Becky asked after a suitably awkward amount of time had passed.
 

I balked at how good she was at this act. As if she’d rehearsed it. She was a brilliant woman and here she was pretending to be a bimbo. It was yet another contradiction that excited me to no end.
 

Someone coughed and cleared their throat. “Uh, yeah. This the Adams place?” the guy grunted.
 

“Sure is!” Becky sang. “Come in, come in!”
 

Heavy footsteps fell on the tile floor. A tool bag was dropped with a heavy thud. “Let me kick off my boots.”
 

“Oh, it’s okay!” Becky said.
 

“Nah, they’re all caked in mud. I don’t want to track it all over the place.”
 

Becky sighed. “Oh, all right. Thanks, that’s really thoughtful.”
 

Grunt.
 

I imagined the way he must be looking at her. Trying to steal glances up her t-shirt and see if she was wearing any underwear. My chest swelled at the idea that he might see she was naked beneath that shirt, her pussy exposed to him and probably already a little sweaty.
 

“Can I get you anything? A glass of water maybe?” Becky asked.
 

Another pause. I recognized the hesitation. Most tradespeople would politely decline such an offer, not wanting to mix business with pleasure. This guy was probably no different. But the fact that he didn’t say “no” right away indicated that he was at least contemplating the possibility.
 

This was incredibly thrilling and a little bit unbelievable. I think that even though Becky had seemed so certain that she could lure any man between her legs, a part of me really didn’t believe it. No man would risk a lawsuit or worse for a little tail. Would he?
 

“Uh…sure.” His reaction shocked me.
 

And a moment later two figures darkened the crack I was staring through, on their way to the kitchen. The first was Becky. The second was the stout outline of a youngish man. I couldn’t see his face but I could tell by his frame the sort of guy he’d once been.
 

Athletic, if a little bit stocky. A few years of no exercise had padded his musculature with a thin layer of fat. He wore a ball cap. His jeans hung precariously low on his waist, enough to reveal the first inkling of an ass crack his shirt didn’t quite cover.
 

Becky reached into the cupboard. Glasses clinked as she selected one, then bent over the tap to fill it with water. She bent unnecessarily far forward, causing her shirt to ride up and reveal just a hint of her ass cheek.
 

The guy’s chin dipped as he checked out the view. He took off his cap and wiped the sweat off his forehead with his other hand.
 

Becky spun around and offered him the glass.
 

He took it. His nails were neatly trimmed, fingers thick from working with his hands. “Thanks,” he muttered before taking a big gulp of water.
 

“No problem!” Becky chirped. She scratched the back of her neck, staring at him as he drank.
 

The guy finished off half the glass and set it on the table next to him. Rubbing his jaw he glanced down at the ground. “Well, I should probably go take a look. Bathroom upstairs?”
 

“Yup. Here I’ll take you up.” She flashed a bashful smile as she squeezed between him and the table.
 

The guy didn’t budge. I swear he sniffed the air as she pressed by him.
 

My cock lurched in my pants.
 

Once again as Becky passed the door she glanced at me with one eye raised, as if to say “I told you so.”
 

The plumber turned to follow her up the stairs.
 

An electric shock jarred me as he walked by the door. He looked straight at me and for a moment I thought I’d been discovered. When he reached out I nearly fell down the stairs. The door slammed shut right in front of my face.
 

My heart was still racing  when I realized the guy must have shared my compulsive impulse to close doors that had been left slightly ajar. When I heard them mount the steps I put a sweaty hand on the knob, twisted it ever so gently and eased the door open a crack. I held my breath.
 

Low voices and giggling drifted down from upstairs.
 

I listened intently for any sounds that might indicate what was happening. It all seemed pretty run of the mill. Plumber climbing into the tub, then back out. Water running as he tested the taps. The pressure changing in the pipes as he tried the diverter. More muttering.
 

Then Becky’s light footsteps on the stairs followed by creaking as the heavy plumber followed her down. She sauntered into the kitchen a moment later, positioning herself at the island in the center of the kitchen. Perfectly aligned with my sight line. “So?” Becky asked with an exaggeratedly quizzical expression.
 

“Well,” the plumber said and removed his cap again. “We’re going to have to take out that valve.”
 

Becky nodded as if this was the most interesting piece of information she’d heard in her life.
 

“Gonna need a tile guy to cut out the wall. Then I can come back and do the job. Then the tile guy’s going to have to come back and redo your tile.”
 

Becky nodded again. A silence followed.
 

Mr. Plumber wiped his brow again. He cleared his throat and rubbed the back of his neck. “Whole job will probably be about five hundred bucks without the tile. Gonna have to ask the tile guy about that.”
 

Becky donned a puzzled expression. “Oh,” she said her eyes focusing on some point far off in the distance, as if the decision require a great amount of concentration. “I guess I’ll have to talk to my husband about that.”
 

Grunt.
 

For the most part I was fixated on her face. She was playing the part of porn princess perfectly but in the most believable way. The dialogue flowed nicely. Nothing was stilted. She seemed as talented at acting out the role as she was at identifying rare birds. It was a beautiful thing to witness.
 

Every so often I would steal a glance at her bare legs and her toes, painted a deep shade of red. No doubt the plumber was doing the same. I waited to see if Becky’s powers of persuasion were as convincing as she seemed to believe.
 

“Well,” the plumber said after another lengthy silence, “it’s gonna be fifty bucks for the visit. If you decide to use me I can take that off the bill.”
 

The words “decide to use me” sent a delicious shiver racing down my spine.
 

Becky frowned and looked very confused. “Oh, I didn’t know there’d be a charge today. My husband didn’t leave the check book and sock drawer’s empty.”
 

A tightness wormed into my stomach as I recalled her saying those exact words when we’d had sex, fantasizing about this very moment. Would he take the bait? Would she let him? Every muscle in my body felt flexed.
 

“Uh…” the man grunted. He rubbed his neck.
 

Becky’s lips parted and her eyes opened a little wider as if she’d just had an idea. “Could I pay you some other way?” she said softly.
 

More silence. More tension, so thick and heady I could practically smell it.
 

“Um, other way?” the plumber muttered.
 

Becky’s hand fell to the end of her shirt. She twisted a bit of fabric between her thumb and her finger, drawing the plumber’s attention to her midriff.
 

His gaze fell and he swallowed so loudly even I could hear it.
 

When Becky lifted her shirt ever so slightly I stopped breathing. There, beneath the yellowing fabric I could make out the first tendrils of her wiry pubes. My vision narrowed and my heart skipped a beat.
 

The plumber stood with his hat in hand, staring at the spot Becky had revealed. The hat covered his crotch and what surely must have been the bulge of his cock in his jeans. He was mesmerized by the situation, completely under Becky’s spell.
 

Becky stretched out the tension to such a degree I thought that reality itself might snap in two. Just before it did she took a step forward and leaned in, her lips close to his cheek. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “My husband won’t mind.” Her eyes darted to the crack in the door and our gazes met.
 

It was the most filthily delicious thing I’d ever seen.
 

The plumber sucked in a breath and took a step back.
 

Becky eyed him with an innocent but very pointed stare.
 

“Lady are you fucking crazy?” he said, his voice tight.
 

In that moment I thought that she’d lost him. It seemed like he’d come to his senses and I’ll admit a certain relief filled me because of it. Partly because this was all a little crazy. But mostly because I found the idea that Becky might be so adept at using her sexuality she could lure a stranger, a man who understood the risks such a proposition entailed in the year twenty-nineteen, into herself, utterly terrifying.
 

Then, just as I thought that the whole situation was going to come crashing down into a fiery heap and we would be searching for another plumber, Becky made her last play. Turning around on her toes she took two steps toward the island and leaned over it. Not a word spoken. Not another glance. A quiet invitation to the man now standing behind her to make of the situation what he would and act on it. Or leave. The decision was his.
 






Chapter Nine

 


His hands balled to fists. He squeezed the mesh of his ball cap, eyeing the faint patch of fur peeking out from beneath Becky’s shirt, weighing his options, wrestling with his will and surely wondering if he was dreaming.
 

A thought flashed through my mind. Did plumbers watch porn and fantasize about this very thing happening to them?
 

Seconds ticked by. Then a minute.
 

One part of me was rooting for the plumber, willing him to be master of his own domain, to refuse this lewd proposal that might ruin his life if it took a wrong turn down the line.
 

I’d be lying, however, if I said the other part of me wasn’t cheering for Becky. And, I guess, for me. Her performance deserved an award it had been so convincing. She’d hooked and snared him, pulled him in and now all she had to do was haul him out of the murky waters of his resolve and into her net.
 

I didn’t know which I wanted more but when the results came in I nearly whooped and punched a fist in the air.
 

The plumber took a shaky step forward.
 

Becky didn’t react. Just stared straight ahead as if nothing could have been more normal than offering her body as payment for this man’s services.
 

His pants fell to the floor, the buckle of his belt clanging as it hit the tile. He peeled his underwear half-way down his thighs to reveal a slightly hairy ass. His cock sprang out and bounced. It was thick just like him, a coke can of a thing. Not long but not stubby, either. He gripped it with one hand and raised the other to bring it hovering over Becky’s hip.
 

He kept it there in the air for a few seconds. As if he were scared that if he actually touched her she might vanish and he would wake up from his dream with his dick in his hand. Then his muscled paw fell on her shirt and pushed it up revealing Becky’s sticky, dripping cunt. He let out a groan at the sight.
 

I nearly echoed the sound. I had to put a hand over my mouth to stifle a grunt. Reaching into my own pants I grabbed my cock and choked it with my fist.
 

The plumber’s ass flexed. His hips jutted forward and my vision once again tunnelled as the head of his prick kissed Becky’s sweet flower.
 

Becky simply stood there, legs parted, expression as vacant as when she’d been contemplating the plumbing decision. A doll that had no qualms about selling her sex to pay for her shower being fixed.
 

The plumber shuddered at the feeling of Becky’s wetness. I’m pretty sure I heard the last strand of his will-power snap. Lurching forward he drove his muscle into her core, groaning as her pussy slurped him in.
 

He grabbed Becky’s waist with both hands and began drilling.
 

I started to pump my own cock but realized I was so close to release I needed to stop. I desperately wanted to save myself for Becky.
 

The plumber stared at his cock disappearing into Becky’s tight hole. Grunting with each thrust he plowed into her causing her tits to sway and slap against each other. His ass flexed with each jerking grind into her pussy.
 

I couldn’t really accept what I was seeing. My Becky, my profane professor calmly receiving a man inside herself while her husband watched. She may as well have been admiring her fingernails.
 

The plumber grunted more loudly. His eyes went wide, still staring at the pussy he was filling. When he lifted a hand and tried to yank himself out to finish, Becky’s reaction was instant.
 

Instead of letting him go her hand shot back to his thigh. She touched him lightly on the leg, then tilted her head toward her shoulder. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “You can finish in me.”
 

The words, spoken as calmly as if she were ordering a drink, sent lust and horror screwing down through me. It settled between my legs, tightening my cock further.
 

The guy threw his head back and roared as he speared her one final time.
 

I couldn’t see the root of his muscle but I did see his sack lift between his legs. My breath caught in my chest as I watched it rising and falling, charging his vas with seed and sending it hurtling into Becky’s tight chasm. I was beside myself.
 

As his climax released him his hands fell from Becky’s waist. He staggered back, his limp cock flopping out of her and slapping wetly against his thigh. His face was red and his eyes were wide open. They fell to the deliciously depraved sight of Becky’s furry peach, the lips split slightly, his creamy deposit trickling from them.
 

Becky glanced over her shoulder again. Their eyes met for a moment. His embarrassment, or something, must have got the better of him because he quickly looked away, bent over and scooped up his pants and underwear. He did them up, buckled his belt in silence, then swept his ball cap up off the floor.
 

Becky reached back and covered her ass with her shirt. She turned around, cheeks a little flushed, and bit her lip as she stared at the still panting plumber. “So when do you think you can do the job?” she asked softly.
 

He put a fist over his mouth and cleared his throat with a phlegmy cough. “Uh…later this week, probably. You want me to call the tile guy for you?” he asked.
 

“Oh that’d be great,” Becky replied, nodding.
 

They shared another awkward silence before plumber replaced his cap on his head. “I should, uh, probably go then.”
 

Becky nodded. “Yeah. You should.”
 

And that was that. He shuffled across the floor and a moment later I heard him step into his boots, pick up his tool bag and walk out the door.
 

Becky stood as still as a statue in the center of the kitchen.
 

My head began to spin. The world seemed to tilt a little. The light coming through the windows seemed to bend a different way. I can’t say how long I stood there staring at my wife. I can say the way I looked at her had changed.
 

With that profane act she’d stepped outside the circle we’d drawn around our marriage. I had no choice but to follow. It was strangely…liberating. I finally managed to push the door open and stepped out onto the kitchen floor.
 

A slow smile crawled across Becky’s lips as she turned to face me, disrupting her stoic pose. She sauntered forward, hips swaying in a most alluring way until she came to a stop an inch in front of me. She put both hands on my chest and rubbed them down toward my stomach. Reaching lower with one hand, she cupped the outline of my cock in my jeans. “What next?” she whispered.
 

A panoply of possibilities yawned open at her question. What to do? What I wanted most was to press myself into her. Bend her over the table and fuck all the emotion that was raging inside me out of my cock and into her hot pussy.
 

That in itself only hardened me more. To think that I would be entering her sacred space, now defiled by this stranger. Would I feel his emission leaking out of her? Would reclaiming her in that way sate the hungry lust was roaring through me? “You…you let him fuck you,” I whispered, my voice tinged with disbelief.
 

Becky gave a single nod and smiled again. “I did. Did you like it?”
 

I nodded back. “I…I did.”
 

Her smile widened. “Did you love it, Jeff?” she asked.
 

“I did.”
 

I had. I couldn’t explain why but it had possibly been the hottest thing I’d ever seen. No porn could compare to watching it take place in real life.
 

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked with a coy smile.
 

My eyes fell to the hem of her shirt. To where I knew a part of him still swam inside her. It was almost too much to take in. I looked up to meet her gaze. “He’s still in you.”
 

A moment of hesitation. Another lip bite. “He is.” A pause. “It’s so dirty, isn’t it?”
 

It was so very dirty and yet somehow so very appealing. I could barely move just thinking about it.
 

Becky reached out and took my hand in hers. Holding it, she walked backwards toward the table. To my shock and delight, she wiggled her ass up onto it, then lifted one foot and rested it on a chair, exposing herself.
 

I gasped at the sight of flecks of his seed clinging to her pussy hairs. As she opened her legs wider more dribbled out, clinging to her pussy lips for a moment before falling on the tile with a soft splat.
 

“Come on baby,” Becky said. “I miss you.”
 

I didn’t even undo my belt. Just shoved my pants down along with my underwear. My cock bounced out like a springboard, throbbing an angry red. I couldn’t stop staring at it even as I pressed it against her slit and worked the head into her tight pink.
 

She put a hand on my neck. “Oh god, Jeff,” she moaned. “This is so filthy!”
 

Hobbling a step closer I drove my whole shaft into her until I felt my balls slap against her ass. A thick gush of the plumber’s seed seeped from her, displaced by my own member.
 

Her pussy squeezed. “Fuck me. Fuck me baby!” she whispered into my ear.
 

My hips began thrusting, sawing my cock in and out of her clenching pussy. I groaned as the engine driving my lust, the memory of her dalliance with a stranger, sped me toward takeoff.
 

“Just like that. Just like that!” Becky yelled.
 

As I closed my eyes it seemed that we both rose up off the floor, out of the kitchen to become suspended in space save for our sexes grinding together.
 

Becky squeezed me as she started to come.
 

The sensation flipped a switch and I gave in to my bliss.
 

The climax propelled us higher, a mewling, moaning twist of joined flesh. Fingers of pleasure tickled the base of my brain. Becky held herself close the whole time moaning “yes! Yes! Yes!”
 

It felt like it might never end. But it did. The engine began to sputter. The wings of the thing we’d been riding fell, tired and spent. We hurtled back down toward the earth, back to reality, back to a life now changed.
 

Back in the kitchen I opened my eyes and looked into Becky’s. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes glassy, limbs sagging, exhausted from our shared climax. Taking a step back caused my cock to fall out of her.
 

This drew from her not a trickle but a river of seed. Mine and his. I stared slack-jawed at the sight, as awed and perturbed as I’d ever been.
 

Becky giggled and pressed a hand to her forehead. “Holy fuck,” she muttered. “I need a fucking smoke.”
 

It was typical but all the more jarring for the state I was in. My instincts took hold and as Becky pawed through a drawer searching for a pack of stale cigarettes I wrestled with my need to pry from her exactly what she’d felt. To know whether she was as moved and disturbed by what had just happened as I was. If she wasn’t what did that mean? “Becky? Beck?”
 

“Hm?” she said, the sound lilting from her lips.
 

“Are you…okay?”
 

She paused her search, looked up sideways at me and tilted her head. “I’m fine. Are you?”
 

Dear god.  I was absolutely not okay. I was terrified. I was rabid. I was as charged as a Tesla and yet incredibly calm. “You just…”
 

Becky grinned. “Fucked another man. Yeah, I know.”
 

“That’s all you’re going to say?”
 

Becky sighed, closed the drawer and walked back over to me. She put a hand on my cheek. “Jeff,” she whispered, “I love you. That was incredibly hot. I had no idea…” She studied my face. “But if this is going to make you crazy I’m not doing it again.”
 

This sent me reeling. Was that really all that was bothering her? What did that mean? Shouldn’t she be more upset?
 

“Jeff,” she said. “It’s just sex.”
 

Just sex?!?
 

Wasn’t sex supposed to be something special? Something magical shared between a man and a woman, something sacred? It felt now like nothing was sacred between us. “Just sex?” I asked.
 

She ruffled my hair with her fingers. “Just sex,” she repeated.
 

“Beck, he went inside you.”
 

Becky shrugged. “How’s that different from someone brushing up against me on the subway?”
 

I couldn’t believe what I’d heard. “Becky it’s totally different. He was in you. That’s so personal. So intimate,” I insisted.
 

Becky sighed again and shook her head. “No, Jeff. This is intimate. What we have here. I love you. That was just some guy I let fuck me. That was nothing like this.” She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “Ugh, I have to go and clean up. You two are gushing out of me. Can you find the cigarettes?” After another kiss on my other cheek, she skipped out of the kitchen and up the stairs like a gazelle.
 






Chapter Ten

 


I was left alone with my thoughts until I realized what time it was. Almost noon. I had a class starting at one and it took forty minutes to get to the university. I ran upstairs, threw on some fresh clothes, then bolted back down, grabbed my briefcase and ran out to the car.
 

I drove to school white-knuckled as I gripped the steering wheel. My mind just wouldn’t clear. I had no idea how I was going to get through the rest of my day.
 

Somehow I did. As soon as I stood at the lectern I changed modes. From lusty voyeur to bored professor I droned for an hour about the virtues and vices of biotechnology. A few of the students fell asleep. It felt good. It felt safe.
 

The faculty meeting that afternoon was a little more difficult. My mind kept wandering back to that morning, thinking of what I’d seen and trying to piece together how it might have changed me. Afterwards I managed to make beat a hasty retreat before Colleen, a colleague I was authoring a paper with, could sink her claws into me and ask why I hadn’t answered any of her emails.
 

The drive home, though, heightened my tension again. I wondered what it would be like seeing Becky. Would things be different between us? We hadn’t had a chance to even say goodbye I’d been in such a rush.
 

By the time I pulled into my driveway my heart was thundering in my chest and I was sweating profusely. I opened the door with a shaky hand to the find the house dark except for a faint light glowing from the kitchen. I stepped inside, closed the door and listened.
 

The house smelled amazing. As my eyes adjusted to the light I realized the light was coming from two candles on the table. The table was set with good plates and our antique silverware. There were empty wine glasses and an uncorked bottle in the center. “Becky?”
 

Becky appeared in the door of the kitchen. She looked stunning. She was wearing a red pencil dress that hugged each and every one of her luscious curves. Her freshly washed hair cascaded down over her shoulders and her smile was filled with mischief.
 

“What is this?” I asked.
 

“So you did forget,” she purred, swaying toward me, taking my briefcase and setting it down on the ground.
 

“Forget? What’d I forget?”
 

Becky shook her head. “It’s our anniversary, silly. Ten years, remember?”
 

Oh shit. “Becky…I’m so sorry,” I stammered.
 

She laughed and pressed a palm against my cheek. “As sorry as you are every year?” she asked.
 

She was right. I was terrible at remembering dates. “I’ll make this up to you, I promise, I’ll…”
 

She silenced me with a finger on my lips. “Stop it. If it mattered we’d be divorced already. Come on,” she said, taking my hand and leading me into the kitchen. “Let’s eat.”
 

She poured out two glasses of wine, handed one to me, then took a generous swig from hers. “I made prime rib.”
 

I settled into my chair and watched Becky take the roast out of the oven. She shaved off two pink slices, then heaped scalloped potatoes and asparagus onto our plates before bringing them back over to the table.
 

Something shifted inside me as I watched her lovingly preparing my meal. My mind drifted back to what she’d said that morning. She was right. This was real intimacy. This was what made us tick, these sorts of moments. And while I was still a bit unsettled by watching her with the plumber I knew she was right about that, too. It was just sex. Sex had nothing on this.
 

Becky sat down and raised her glass to eye level. “To us,” she said, beaming.
 

“To us,” I echoed, lifting mine and touching hers with it.
 

“I love you,” Becky said.
 

A warmth swelled through me at her soft expression. “I love you too, baby.”
 

“Now dig in while it’s hot,” she said, picking up her fork and knife and cutting into the juicy meat.
 

We ate in silence for a while. The rib was cooked to melt in your mouth perfection. The potatoes were creamy, the asparagus crisp. I couldn’t stop staring at her as I ate.
 

Finally Becky burst into giggles and set down her utensils. “Are you doing that thing again?” she asked.
 

I was slightly cowed by the question. “Sorry. I kind of am.”
 

“Don’t be sorry,” Becky said. “You want to talk about it?”
 

I paused, wondering if she did. “I think so.”
 

“Shoot.”
 

What to say? I didn’t want to spoil the perfect evening she’d created. But my brain had started wiggling again, wondering whether Becky was in any way put out by what had happened or whether she was just doing her Becky thing and living in the moment like she always did. “You don’t care?”
 

She frowned. “About you? Jeff of course I care.”
 

“No, no. I mean about this morning. It doesn’t…bother you? That you did that?”
 

She put a finger against her lips and thought for a moment. She drew in a breath and hesitated before shaking her head. “It doesn’t,” she replied. “Does that bother you?”
 

“I think so. Maybe? I don’t know. It’s just…I guess I never knew this about you. That you could be so casual about sex.”
 

She shrugged. “Only with people I don’t care about,” she explained. “I could never do something like that with someone I had any feelings for.”
 

Her answer was illuminating and reassuring. “So you don’t, I mean, you wouldn’t…” I couldn’t find the right way to say what I wanted to ask.
 

“Fall in love with the plumber?” Becky offered, then laughed.
 

I blushed a bit at this, at how well she knew me. “I guess,” I muttered.
 

She shook her head. “No, Jeff. That was just fucking.”
 

I wanted to believe her but something was still bothering me. Maybe it was just fucking. But was sex ever just that? It had never been for me. I’d always felt an emotional connection with the women I’d slept with. And it always seemed strengthened by the sex. Could Becky really be so different that it didn’t affect her in that way? “You don’t feel anything? No residue? Did you…did you like it?”
 

Becky thought on this. “I guess I did. I liked knowing you were watching. I liked knowing that you were there and how turned on you were. I liked that I could do that for you. But residue? Like, do I miss it now that it’s over?”
 

“Yeah.”
 

“No,” she said, shaking her head. Her blonde hair bounced along her shoulders as she did. “It was pleasant but it’s over. That’s all there is to it.”
 

It was hard to believe but I knew I had to trust her. I couldn’t crawl inside her mind and read her thoughts. The only way I could know her was by what she said.
 

We ate a few more bites before Becky set her fork and knife down again. “So is that it?” she asked. “Had enough of dirty Becky?” She flashed a coy smile.
 

My lust awoke deep within me. The image of Becky being defiled formed in my mind and stoked it from a glowing ember to a single, flickering flame. “I don’t know,” I said quietly.
 

Becky’s smile twisted into a grin. “We can ditch the slutty thing if you want,” she purred. “But I was kind of enjoying being your little slut.”
 

My cock began to swell. I had certainly been enjoying that part of it, too. But I wasn’t so sure about ditching the slutty thing. Maybe it would have been easier just to leave it behind us but it seemed…unfinished. I thought of Becky taking the plumber bent over the island. That blew the single flame into a crackling fire. “Would you do it again?”
 

Becky chuckled. “Which part?”
 

“Would you let another man fuck you again?”
 

“For you? Anything.”
 

My heart swelled with love for this woman. My cock hardened in my lap as I started contemplating the possibilities.
 

Becky, perhaps sensing my renewed interest, pushed her chair out from behind the table, stood up and sauntered over in her high heels. She drew a line along my shoulders with her finger, then leaned over me to whisper into my ear. “Guess who called today?” she said.
 

My chest tightened and I nearly blurted the question. Quentin? Was it him? Jealousy and arousal twisted together inside me at the thought of Becky talking to Quentin, maybe inviting him over the next day. All for me. I’m glad that I didn’t. “Who?” I asked instead.
 

“The tile guy. Seems the plumber called him for us. I wonder if he mentioned we were very prompt with the payment?” she said, then giggled again.
 

My heart sank a bit but then quickly seized again at what Becky had said. I turned to look into her eyes. “Was he here?” I asked.
 

Becky shook her head. “No but he said he’d make time tomorrow. He’s busy but for some reason he didn’t mind blowing off another client.”
 

My palms began to sweat. It wasn’t as intense a reaction as I’d had imagining Becky with the plumber. Some of the potency was missing. But the pangs of jealousy were gone, too. Replaced by a feverish excitement that Becky would do this thing for me again. “Did you make an appointment?” I asked.
 

Becky smiled. “I did. I hope you don’t mind. He’s going to be here first thing.” Becky’s eyes lit up. “What do you think?” she whispered.
 

I didn’t know what to think. But my cock was hard and I felt far more ready to endure watching Becky have another encounter with a strange man. “What are you going to do to him?” I asked.
 

“Funny you should ask,” she mused. “I thought maybe this time we’d try not hiding the fact that you were here?”
 

“What?” I asked, breathless. “He’s not going to go for me watching while he fucks you. No way.”
 

“I didn’t say he was going to know you were watching. He‘ll just know you’re downstairs in the office.”
 

I smirked and shook my head. “He’ll never go for that either. You’re not going to get a guy to have sex with you if he knows I’m right downstairs. That’d be crazy.”
 

Becky stood up and folded her arms across her chest, still smiling. “Wanna bet?”
 






Chapter Eleven

 


That’s how I found myself pacing the living room the next morning, wringing my hands in between the occasional gulp of coffee. It was seven-thirty and I’d been up since five. Apparently first thing meant somewhere around eight and Becky was upstairs getting ready for her encounter.
 

I was slightly nervous but far more confident that whatever happened that morning wouldn’t tear our marriage apart. It took a bit of the edge off my anxiety and sharpened my lust.
 

I think I was also a bit skeptical about anything happening at all. Becky seemed as confident as ever that she could lure another man between her legs. I found it highly unlikely. Sure, maybe most men thought with their cocks more than their brains but this? Come on. Fucking a guys wife while he was downstairs? It was too risky. It could end too badly. It just didn’t seem likely. Like another well-worn porn trope, you know?
 

“Jeff?” Becky called down the stairs, yanking me from my thoughts. “Can you come up here?”
 

Casting a final glance out the window, I padded up the stairs and into the bedroom.
 

Becky was standing completely naked in front of the open dresser, looking like her usual stunning self. Half of me felt like throwing her onto the bed and banging her right there and then.
 

When she turned to face me I gasped. She was wearing the same vacant expression she’d used on the plumber. Lips slightly puckered, eyes wide like a bimbo. “What do you think I should wear?” she asked, sweet and innocent.
 

My cock hardened at the question. It was almost more taboo than what Becky was about to attempt. Not only was she going to try and sleep with another man in our marital bed while I was home, she was asking me to help her pick the outfit that would seal the deal.
 

I walked over to the dresser and picked through some of the items there. A pair of jean cut-offs caught my attention. They were barely a scrap of fabric that Becky used for gardening sometimes. I’d never told her how much I liked staring out the window at her ass when she was in the backyard wearing them. “How about these?”
 

Becky smiled. “Those should work,” she said with an obedient nod.
 

I realized then that she was already in character. She was no longer the lead scientist on the largest study of bird migration in North America, she had changed to Becky the bimbo. Becky the tramp.
 

That’s when I realized the part of this I’d been missing. This whole time, with Josh, then with the plumber, I’d been trying my best to figure out how to handle what had been happening. I’d spent the time I should have been using to enjoy Becky’s digressions wrestling with my own emotions about it. But I didn’t need to.
 

All I had to do was not be me.
 

There was no reason to play this game as Jeff Adams the uptight penny-pinching bio-ethicist. That was what was making things difficult. I needed to be someone else. Which is when Jeff the slightly crude, somewhat uncaring husband was born. The one who occasionally turned his wife out to other men.
 

It was an empowering revelation that filled me with courage. I grabbed a flannel shirt and tossed it at Becky’s chest. “Here,” I said, in a tone far gruffer than I’d ever used with her before. “Wear this.”
 

Becky dropped out of character but just for a moment. She raised an eye, as if puzzled by the sudden change in my demeanour. Then she must have realized what I was doing because she smiled in that absent way and nodded again. “Whatever you say,” she replied.
 

When she pulled the shirt over her shoulders and started doing up buttons I swatted her hands away. “No. Not like that. Like this.” Grabbing the two ends of the shirt I tied them in a knot just under her breasts, so her midriff was completely exposed and it was clear there was no bra supporting her tits. “There,” I said. “Just like that.”
 

Becky’s chest swelled with excitement at the way I was talking to her. “Okay. Whatever you want,” she said. Her eyes darted from side to side in feigned nervousness. “What should we do until he gets here?”
 

The pointed question sent a powerful lust rushing through me. My transformation was complete. “Why don’t you get on your knees and suck my dick.”
 

Becky didn’t bat an eye at this. She sank to her knees and began undoing my belt. It was filthy.
 

I loved it.
 

She hauled my cock out from my underwear and without a moment’s hesitation wrapped her wet lips around it and hollowed her cheeks. Looking up with wide eyes she started bobbing back and forth along my shaft, her expression a question asking “just like this?”
 

It felt amazing. Her mouth was wet velvet. Each thrust sent my cock deeper into it until I felt the tip touch the back of her throat. I shuddered at the pleasure that churned between my legs. And suddenly I was no longer scared or intimidated by our little game. I’d accepted it as being just that, a game.
 

As my cock began flexing inside her mouth, Becky reached into her shirt with one hand, cupped her tit and eased it out of the fabric. It hung there for my viewing pleasure, the nipple stiff and pointy, the orb of flesh wagging as Becky coaxed me to the edge of my emission.
 

When she’d started I planned on telling her to stop before I came. But the tickling ache between my legs got the better of me as seed began to drip from the tip of my cock.
 

My act flagged as I realized I was about to let loose inside her face. “I’m gonna come,” I grunted. “If you want to…” I touched her cheek to let her know she didn’t have to finish me that way.
 

This had the deliciously opposite effect. Becky’s eyes widened and she redoubled her efforts, bobbing faster on my cock and sucking even harder.
 

I cracked through the surface of my orgasm and groaned as my seed began to leave me.
 

Becky’s eyes bulged as she began to swallow my load. The undulating muscles in her throat were a mesmerizing sight as my pleasure crested.
 

I shuddered through a few more convulsions then my cock began to sag.
 

Becky’s tempo slowed. She worked up and down the shaft in long, slow sucks, cleaning the last flecks of ejaculate and spit from my muscle. When she was finished she grabbed the root and popped off the head with her mouth. Her tongue flicked out and drew a circle around her lips.
 

The doorbell rang.
 

Becky stood up, tucked her teat back into her shirt, then kissed my cheek. “Now you’re getting the hang of it,” she whispered.
 

We stared at each other for a few seconds. It felt like a new connection was forming between us. One far deeper than we’d ever shared. “You gonna be a good slut and get the door?”
 

“If that’s what you want,” Becky replied.
 

I took a step forward and gave her a light slap on the ass. “How dirty are you going to let this get?” I asked.
 

“How dirty do you want it to go, Mr. Adams?” Becky said.
 

I pondered the question. I wasn’t sure of the answer myself but the possibility that Becky might debase herself completely was already stiffening me again. “I want to see you do what you did to me, to him.”
 

Becky flashed a lewd smile. “As you wish.” She spun around and padded down the stairs.
 

I waited for a few moments before following her down. I arrived to find her standing in front of a fine specimen of a man. He was tall with broad shoulders and a flat stomach. He sported a movie star jaw and pearly white teeth. His tight jeans were devoid of the usual stains and smears commonly found on the clothes of men who worked in trades.
 

He was not, however, smiling. He was staring at Becky and looking a little dumbstruck. It wasn’t difficult to see why. The bottom of her ass was almost bursting out of her tight cutoffs and she’d tied the knot of her shirt a little tighter so her breasts were mashed together, the two mounds of flesh tantalizingly displayed.
 

“Good morning,” I said.
 

Only then did he emerge from his stupor and nod in my direction.
 

“Here to do the tile?” I asked. I could see it took quite an effort for him not to steal another glance at Becky’s tits.
 

The way he scowled made it perfectly clear that he hadn’t expected me to be there. I was certain that his friend had let him in on Becky’s little secret from the day before.
 

“Yeah,” he muttered. “Sure thing.”
 

I smiled at him. “Great! We’re really looking forward to having our shower back. Thanks for making yourself available so quickly.”
 

His disappointment couldn’t have been more obvious especially since Becky was looking so stunning. I was sure he’d blown off a client to come and see if he could get as lucky as his plumber friend. And now the bombshell was standing right in front of him but just out of reach with me there.
 

He was in for a surprise.
 

“Becky do you want to show the nice man upstairs? I’m working from home this morning,” I said. It was wildly titillating now that I’d shed my worries. Knowing that Becky was going to upstairs and try to force herself onto this man with my blessing was a thrill unlike any I’d ever experienced.
 

“Sure,” Becky said. She followed it with a giggle that made her sound like a total ditz. “Follow me,” she said, already mounting the stairs.
 

This time the guy couldn’t resist letting his eyes wander to her swaying ass. They lingered there for far too long and when he finally managed to pry them away he was blushing a bright red. He picked up his tool bag and went to step around me to follow Becky up the stairs.
 

“Sorry,” I said, touching him on the arm. “I didn’t catch your name.”
 

“Oh, uh, Mike,” he muttered.
 

I offered my hand and he shook it, though somewhat awkwardly. “Pleasure to meet you, Mike. If you need anything I’ll just be down here. Don’t hesitate to ask. I don’t mind interruptions.”
 

He nodded, then shuffled off after Becky who had already disappeared up the stairs.
 

I waited for until I heard the two of them in the bathroom. Then I eased myself up a few steps to better be able to hear what they were saying.
 

“Those things there are what controls the shower,” Becky said.
 

I nearly guffawed at how daft she was playing it.
 

“Yeah, okay,” the guy said, obviously tolerating her apparent lack of intelligence to ogle her a little while longer. “So did my buddy tell you what he wanted cut out?” he asked.
 

“No, he didn’t,” Becky replied. I could hear by her tone that she was frowning. “Shoot do you want me to call him and ask?”
 

“Nah,” Mike said. “I’ll just cut a hole big enough so he can work. That should be good enough.”
 

“Oh okay!” Becky replied.
 

A short silence stretched out between them.
 

My imagination started to race again. I thought of the way he might be looking at her, staring at her tits or her ass, wondering if there was any chance of getting laid even though her husband was here.
 

“Can I get you anything?” Becky finally said in a soft voice. “A water or something?”
 

I imagined that she was fiddling with a lock of her hair, maybe biting her lip and giving the guy a you-know-what kind of look.
 

“Um, sure. Water would be great. I’ll get started on cutting this tile.”
 

A moment later Becky came bouncing out of the bathroom and down the stairs. Her eyes lit up when she saw me and she waved a hand to shoo me away.
 

Easing down the stairs, I walked into the kitchen with Becky following behind me.
 

Upstairs the sound of tools clunking on the floor rang down from the bathroom.
 

Becky walked wordlessly to the cupboard. She took out a glass and poured it half-full of water. On her way back to the stairs she paused in front of me. “You ready?” she asked, one eye raised.
 

“Hell yeah,” I replied.
 

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “Then why don’t you stuff yourself back into that closet so you can watch me wrap these lips around his cock?”
 

My own cock began to rise in my jeans as I stared into Becky’s eyes.
 

She tittered, then skipped off toward the steps, ass bouncing, her long legs inviting me to follow.
 

I waited until I heard the saw start up. The loud whine provided more than enough cover for me to dart up the stairs and into the bedroom. I packed myself back into the closet and left it open just a crack, enough to have a good view of almost the entire room.
 

When the screech of the saw finally subsided it was followed by the sound of drywall being pulled away from studs.
 

“You’re awfully good at that,” Becky murmured.
 

My cock throbbed as I pictured her leaning against the frame of the bathroom door, biting a finger and toying with Mike.
 

There was a brief silence before he started to chuckle. “Thanks,” he said. “Well I’m pretty much done here. If you want I can text Jim and tell him he’s good to go.”
 

“Oh that’d be great,” Becky purred.
 

“Okay, sure.” 
 

I heard tools being packed back into a bag.
 

“Alright,” Mike said. “If I can just squeeze by you there I should get going to my next job. I’ll invoice you after I’ve finished the tile work once Jim’s done.”
 

“Sure thing. Squeeze away.”
 

I knew by the way she’d said it that she hadn’t moved. I was sure she was leaning back against that door frame just daring Mike to try and leave.
 

“It’s just…I don’t think I can get by with this big bag,” he said with an awkward chuckle.
 

“That is a big bag alright,” Becky said softly. “Got anything else that’s big?”
 

I heard Mike smirk. A moment later he dropped the bag back down on the floor. “You are a little slut, aren’t you? Just like Jim said you were? Walking around in that skimpy little outfit. I guess it was worth it blowing off the job I had lined up for this morning.”
 

“You want to see my bedroom?” Becky asked sweetly.
 

Mike smirked again. “Sure thing, honey.”
 

A few seconds later Becky stepped into view, followed by Mike who’s eyes were raking up and down her hourglass curves. Becky put her hands up as she spun around. “This is it.”
 

Mike’s gaze fell to her tits.
 

Excitement coursed through me at the way he was looking at her. He looked like a hungry animal eyeing it’s next meal. “You fuck your husband in here?” he asked.
 

“He fucks me,” Becky replied.
 

Mike’s smile twisted to a sneer. “And what happens if he comes up here and finds you with my dick in your mouth? He got a gun?”
 

Becky shook her head. “Oh he won’t come up. When he starts working he doesn’t stop until lunch.”
 

“That right?” Mike said, still staring at her chest.
 

“That’s right,” Becky confirmed. “You like them?” She glanced down at her chest.
 

Instead of answering, Mike reached out, palmed her left breast and kneaded it.
 

Becky bit her lip. “Want to see them?” Without waiting for an answer she reached into her shirt and hauled out one breast, then the other. Her nipples were hard.
 

Mike’s smile faded as he stared at Becky’s breasts. He reach out a hard, dry-skinned hand and cupped one. One corner of his mouth curled in a hungry snarl.
 

“You want to suck it?” Becky asked. Holding her tit, she stood up on her tiptoes and offered it to Mike.
 

My cock throbbed to an aching stiffness as I watched Mike lean forward and slurp the stiff bud into his mouth.
 

Becky let out a sigh, let her head fall back, then moaned as he began to suckle at her teat.
 

His other hand drifted between her legs and he rubbed a finger along her too-tight shorts. He stood up straight and lifted the hand from between her legs to stare at his finger. “Holy fuck,” he muttered, “you’re fucking soaking wet.”
 

Becky let out a frustrated sigh and tried to pull his mouth onto her boob again.
 

Mike didn’t budge. Instead of leaning forward he pressed the finger he’d used to touch her pussy into her mouth, sliding it back and forth as she licked off her own wet with her tongue. “Yeah you like that?” he growled. “You like tasting your own pussy?”
 

Becky nodded, her cheeks still hollowed as she sucked his finger.
 

Mike reached down and tugged his belt open then undid the button of his jeans and lowered the zipper. They fell down to the floor. Pulling his finger out of Becky’s mouth with a wet slop he dove into his boxers and pulled out his half-erect prick. It was about seven or eight inches long and cut. “On your knees,” he ordered.
 

Becky complied immediately. Falling to her knees she wrapped her petite fist around Mike’s cock, studying it with wide eyes and her mouth half-open.
 

Mike swatted her hand away, picked up his own muscle and slapped her on the forehead with it.
 

Becky closed her eyes and a pleased smile stretched across her lips.
 

“You like that too, don’t you?” Mike asked, this time slapping the side of her cheek with his meat.
 

“Mm-hmm,” Becky said, nodding as her eyes fluttered open again.
 

“Tell me you want to suck my dick,” Mike said.
 

“I want to suck your big dick,” Becky said.
 

“Husband’s not doing it for you? That it?” Mike asked.
 

Becky’s smile faded. “He does just fine,” she said.
 

My stomach tightened at hearing her talk about me right before she was about to give this guy head.
 

Mike scowled, as if unimpressed with her answer. “What are you doing sucking off the tile guy in your bedroom with him downstairs?” he asked.
 

Becky shrugged. “Sometimes I can’t help it. I get this…this feeling and I just need it so bad,” she cooed.
 

This seemed to appease Mike because he smirked again. He swiped the head of his cock over her lips. “Well get sucking, bitch,” he said.
 

This yanked me out of character, hearing another man talking to my wife like that. The animal part of me wanted to jump out of that closet and demand he return my wife’s honour. I managed to stop myself just in time. It took a few deep breaths before I remembered who I was supposed to be. Watching Becky’s tongue flop out of her mouth and Mike slide his hard prick along it settled me back into my aroused state.
 

After a few more swipes he tipped the head lower and slid it past her lips. He closed his eyes and let out a quiet groan. “Fuck your mouth feels good.”
 

Becky jerked his hand off his cock, wrapped hers back around it and started to bob. At first her lips were wrapped tight around his cock. But as she gained steam she let her mouth fall open a little. Each pump of Mike’s cock into her mouth was accompanied by a filthy slurp.
 

I stared in awe at his hard cock disappearing into her face. It was a beautifully vile sight. At once titillating and enraging, it made me crave the moment I could make her mine again.
 

When Mike started grunting his way toward a climax, Becky reached up with her other hand and tickled his balls with the tips of her fingers.
 

“Aw fuck,” he groaned. “I’m gonna nut!”
 

Becky’s eyes opened wide and she redoubled her efforts, bobbing faster and pumping the root of his cock.
 

Mike grimaced. He sucked in a breath, staring down at the wide-eyed bimbo slut that was about to make him blow his load. “Fuck, here it comes!” he said, jaw clenched.
 

With a porn stars skill Becky popped her lips off the head of his cock, slid her palm down to his gland and started furiously rubbing his head. Letting go of his nut sack, she picked up one tit and lifted it. “You gonna come all over my tits? I want it. I want to feel your hot cum running down my chest,” she mewled.
 

Mike’s cock hardened in her hand. He sucked in a breath as his nuts drew up between his legs.
 

Even with Becky pumping I could see his dick draw back like a snake ready to strike it’s victim. Then it sprang forward and spat a churning ball of seed out of the tiny hole at the head, followed by a stringy line of cream. It hurtled through the air and landed with a wet splat on Becky’s cheek.
 

She didn’t even flinch. Still pumping, she pointed the head of his cock at her raised tit. Another wad of his ejaculate flew out and landed on the soft flesh of her breast, right above her nipple. It rolled down in pearly strands, covering the pink bud and clinging to it.
 

Mike groaned as more of his essence left him, straining through the apex of his orgasm as Becky finished him off. By the time he was done Becky’s breast was covered in spunk.
 

Mike shuddered as Becky’s rubbing became more gentle. Finally, she let her fingers trail across his shaft. It made one last lurch, then flagged between his legs. “Fuck,” Mike whispered.
 

Becky’s face was red from the effort she’d just put in. She stood up and cleared her throat. “Well, thanks,” she said.
 

Mike frowned. “You want me to…”
 

“I’m good,” Becky said, waving her hand. “I think I’ll go down and fuck my husband after you leave.”
 

Mike’s eyes widened and he shook his head in disbelief. “You are fucking crazy just like Jim said.” For a moment he looked like he was going to say something else but he didn’t. He turned around, picked up his bag in the hallway and trudged downstairs without another word.
 

When the door slammed shut behind him Becky turned to face the closet and me.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


It’s difficult to describe the feeling I had stepping out of that closet. I couldn’t pry my eyes away from the filthy sight of Mike’s seed clinging to her nipple. When I finally did I was mesmerized by the deposit already caking on her cheek.
 

Becky smiled and indulged my voyeurism by standing perfectly still.
 

I stepped toward her and our eyes met.
 

“Well? What did you think?”
 

“It’s…you’re…you’re a slut,” I said quietly.
 

Becky giggled. “But you like it,” she said.
 

I shook my head. “I fucking love it.”
 

She laughed again. “You going to keep me waiting?” she asked.
 

The question made me realize how hard I was and how much I needed her. Undoing my belt I jerked my head toward the bed. “On your back,” I said. “Take your shorts off.”
 

Becky smiled a little wider and walked obediently over to the bed. Peeling her shorts over her ass, she lay down on the edge of it with her feet still on the floor.
 

After pulling my shirt up over my head, I walked to the bed and sank to my knees between her legs. They were spread and her dripping pussy was on full display. The neat folds of flesh were engorged and parted slightly with her arousal. Stealing another glance at the semen still coating her nipple, I leaned forward and got a heady whiff of her slightly acidic scent. My cock throbbed at the smell.
 

Parting her lips with a thumb and a finger, I let my tongue fall out of my mouth and swept it up the line of her slit in a slow lick.
 

Becky shuddered beneath me. “Oh Jeff,” she whispered.
 

My imagination began to run away from me again. Visions of the plumber draining his balls into her sprang up in my mind. God how I wanted to see that again. I began lapping at her sex, working it up to a gooey froth and anticipating what it would feel like to sink into it.
 

Then, the now very familiar fantasy loomed in my mind. Quentin. My arousal surged as I imagined watching Becky taking her ex-husband’s dark cock inside her again. As Becky’s legs swayed against my cheeks I knew I had to make it happen.
 

Becky let out a series of short squeaks. Her pussy began to flex against my tongue. More lubricant drooled out of it, coating my chin. I nearly popped as I looked up to see her writhing on the bed, her expression twisted with pleasure.
 

“Oh god Jeff yes!” she moaned.
 

Swiping up higher, I pressed my tongue against her throbbing clit and licked circles around it.
 

Becky screamed, clutching at the sheets. A spurt of hot juice gurgled out of her pussy as she crested her climax and thrashed on the bed.
 

I coaxed her up over another peak, then eased up on her pussy as she coasted down the tail end of her orgasm.
 

When it was finished, Becky reached down and cupped my chin with her hand. “I need you, Jeff. I need to feel you in me,” she said.
 

I didn’t need a second invitation. Scrambling up onto the bed, I pressed the head of my cock against her sex. It was still gushing wetness and as tight as ever as I sheathed myself in it.
 

“Fuck yes,” Becky hissed.
 

My hips started to flex. Sawing in and out of Becky, I stared down at the drying clump of seed Mike had left on her nipple. Our eyes met.
 

Becky reached around my back and dug her nails into my ass cheeks. “Fuck me, Jeff. Fuck all that seed into me!” she demanded.
 

Everything twisted together inside my mind. Mike’s cum splattering across her chest. The tugging, slightly jealous feeling I got from watching. And finally, the notion that I might, no, that I would find a way to see Becky take Quentin inside her. It sent me flying over the edge of an orgasm so intense I thought it might break me.
 

As my cock began to spill into her, a smile lit up Becky’s expression. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip, savouring the feeling of my ejaculate filling her.
 

I roared as my climax thundered through me, my mind focusing on my clenching muscle and the deliciously sweet sensation emanating from it. It seemed to last forever but when it finally left me I collapsed onto Becky. After a few seconds of catching my breath I rolled over onto my back and pressed the back of my hand against my forehead.
 

Becky kept her legs raised high in the air, occasionally crossing her ankles.
 

“What are you doing?” I whispered.
 

She giggled, rolled onto her side and put a hand on my chest. “Practising,” she replied. “They say there’s more of a chance of it taking if you keep your legs up like that.”
 

A jolt of panic shot through me before I remembered she was still protected for a few more weeks.
 

Becky must have noticed because she laughed and played with my chest hair. “What’s the matter? Have a little scare?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “I’m starting to think you really are crazy,” I said. There was something slightly mischievous in her smile. “You’re still good, right? I mean there’s no chance that…”
 

Becky’s smile widened into a grin. “That what, Jeff? That I might get pregnant?” she asked.
 

My softening cock flopped on my lap.
 

The motion caught Becky’s eye and she glanced down at it. She raised an eyebrow. “Oh my,” she said softly. “Wouldn’t that just be the dirtiest thing?”
 

I knew she was just playing with me. I balked at how deliciously terrifying that game might be.
 

Becky seemed to sense this. Running her fingers through my chest hair again, she let her eyes wander down my body. “Can you imagine?” she whispered. “The sweet wife of a nice, polite guy like you getting pregnant by another man?”
 

My cock throbbed again.
 

Becky’s eyes opened a little wider. She reached down and took me in hand, massaging my dick to life again. “Wow,” she said. “Jeff, it’s not me that’s the dirty one around here. It’s you.”
 

I groaned as she worked me up to hardness again.
 

When my cock had stiffened, she swung a leg over my lap and mounted me.
 

As she slipped me inside herself again I felt my own cum dribbled out of her and coat my balls. I groaned again as she squeezed me with her pussy.
 

“Is that the game you want to play, Jeff? You want to pretend I’m not on any birth control? That I’m bare and ready and fertile? Is that it?”
 

My cock answered for me. Blood surged into it and it hardened inside her.
 

Becky gasped. “Oh it is,” she cooed. She swayed forward, her breasts mashed against my chest, then slipped back down, my cock sliding into her again. “I can do that for you, baby. Anything you want. You want to see another guy come inside me again?”
 

Still a little terrified at how arousing I found the fantasy, I nonetheless nodded in admission.
 

“You want to see your slutty wife take a big load of hot cum in her pussy? A big load that might make her pregnant?”
 

My hips bucked up, driving my cock up into her to the very root.
 

Becky leaned close to my cheek and whispered. “Sure thing, sweetheart. I’ll take another man’s load for you. Right into my bare pussy. I’ll even keep my legs up in the air just like I did just now. What do you say?”
 

I had nothing to say. My body erupted into a furious rut. Grabbing her by the hips I started fucking up into her, desperate for another release to ease the pressure that had once again built between my legs.
 

Becky rose up, hands pressed against my chest and started to ride me like she was on a mechanical bull. “I’ll do it for you, baby. Anything you want. I’ll let another man fuck his seed into my pussy. Oh fuck Jeff this is so hot,” she moaned.
 

I tried to push back against the climax that was threatening to consume me. I wanted that moment, all that heat, to last forever. But when I felt the first spasm of Becky’s cunt around my cock, when I realized she was as turned on and as close to coming as I was, I lost it.
 

Grabbing her tit, I roared as another wave of pleasure engulfed me.
 

“Fuck yes!” Becky screamed. “Fuck it into me!”
 

As another load left me and spurted up into Becky’s hot hole our eyes met. Time slowed to a crawl as we both felt the another connection forming between us. I’d never known such pleasure.
 

When the feverish orgasm finally broke we rutted out the last threads of pleasure before Becky collapsed onto me, panting for air.
 

It was a little scary how close I felt to her in that moment. The fear was chased away when Becky pressed her mouth against mine and locked me in a deep kiss. “I love you Jeff Adams,” she whispered as she released me.
 

I stared into her eyes, overcome by love for this woman that would do anything to please me. “I love you too, baby. I love you too.” We stayed locked in that embrace for a long time. When the moment waned, Becky rolled off of me, off of the bed, walked toward the mirror and straightened her hair. She giggled at how dishevelled she was. “I think I’ll have to have a bath,” she said.
 

As she walked to the bathroom and turned on the tap my thoughts drifted out of the moment and once again toward my dark fantasy. A part of me wondered if what I was about to do would break something between us. Becky had said she wasn’t into it, after all.
 

But even as I dragged myself off the bed I knew I had no choice. There was only one cure for what haunted me. Grabbing her phone, I scrolled through the contacts until I found the number I needed.
 

It was time to call Quentin.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


A week and a half passed before I worked up the courage to text him. A week filled with white-hot sex and a metric ton of dirty talk to go with it.
 

Becky’s enthusiasm to entertain my dirty breeding fantasy stoked my arousal and I think that’s what eventually pushed me over the edge. It was on a Wednesday afternoon, a day she usually stayed late at the university because of an evening seminar, that I finally picked up my phone and tapped out a short message. I revised it about thirty times before realizing I couldn’t just text the guy. This was far too intense a request. My hands were shaking a little when I dialed the number. My mouth dried out at the sound of the phone ringing on the other end.
 

“Hello?” The guy sounded like Barry White getting ready to sing “Can’t get enough of your love.
 

My courage faltered for a second. I almost hung up, but somehow I managed to pull it together. “Hi, Quentin?” I said.
 

“This is Quentin. Who’s this?”
 

It was then that I’d realized I hadn’t taken a single second to figure out what I was going to say. A panic gripped me. As the seconds ticked by I thought for sure Quentin was going to hang up and all would be lost.
 

“Hello? Anyone there?” He sounded so earnest.
 

Something about that drew me out of my shell. “Quentin my name’s Jeff. Jeff Adams.”
 

A moment of silence. “Jeff Adams as in Mr. and Mrs. Jeff and Becky Adams?” he asked.
 

Hearing him say her name sent a thrill surging through me, one that propelled me head-first toward my goal. “That’s right.”
 

“Everything alright man? I mean Becky. She okay?”
 

His immediate concern set me at ease. Because of course that would be the first thing he thought, that something had happened to Becky. “Everything’s fine. Sorry I didn’t mean to scare you.”
 

“No, no, it’s alright. I just thought…well, you know, kind of strange hearing from you.”
 

“For sure,” I replied. “Sorry,” I muttered.
 

Quentin waited for a moment but I was having a hard time choosing my words. “What’s this about?” he finally asked.
 

I sighed. This was not an over-the-phone sort of conversation, either. “Hey I was wondering if maybe you had a minute to talk? Could we meet? Whatever works for you. Could be next week. Or this week. Or…whenever.”
 

“Sure thing, man. How about tonight? I’m just finishing up at the animal shelter.”
 

Of course he was.
 

“You want to grab a coffee or something?”
 

“How about a beer?” I said, a little too quickly.
 

“Oh…I don’t drink. But it’s okay I’ll just have a soda or something. Maybe some wings. Haven’t had wings in a long time. You got time tonight? There’s a place on Main street called…”
 

“Django’s,” I whispered. I heard Quentin smile.
 

“Yeah, Django’s. You ever go there?”
 

A knot tightened in my stomach. Becky and I went there all the time. Had that been her favourite haunt with Quentin, too? “Once or twice,” I said, trying to hide the tightness in my voice.
 

“Cool thing,” Quentin said. “How about seven?”
 

My palms started sweating. I had this out of body experience where I felt like I was watching myself take this thing, this urge, out of the safe cocoon of my own thoughts and plopping it into the real world. But I knew I couldn’t back out. It was too late for that. “Seven sounds great,” I answered.
 

“Alright man. See you then.” Like it was no problem.
 

“Okay see you then.” I was about to disconnect when Quentin cleared his throat.
 

“Hey Jeff?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“Becky know about you doing this?” he asked.
 

I swallowed back the tightness that had gripped my throat again. “Uh, no. She doesn’t.”
 

He paused, as if considering whether that was important.
 

For a moment I thought he was going to shut it down. What would I do if he told me that would make him too uncomfortable? That he didn’t want to go behind Becky’s back? Even from our brief conversation I could tell he was a stand-up guy. I squeezed my eyes shut tight as I waited for his reply.
 

“Okay. That’s cool. No big deal. I’ll see you at seven.”
 

The other end of the line clicked and he was gone.
 

Dajngo’s had the feel of a dive bar with the food of a fine restaurant. The lighting was dark. The booths were private. The music was low and the beer was ice cold. The opposite sort of place you’d think a woman like Becky wanted to frequent. Just another one of her little contradictions, I guess.
 

It stung me a little as I sat in the back corner of the room, thinking about how many romantic evenings Becky and Quentin had shared there. I indulged a sort of titillating moroseness thinking that she might have whispered the same sweet nothings to him that she had to me. What was enjoyable about it I couldn’t tell you. But thinking of Becky fawning over her ex-husband, sharing hors d-oeuvre, then going home and letting him fuck her twisted through me in the hottest way.
 

I knew it was Quentin as soon as I saw him walk through the door. Handsome fuck. Broad, athletic shoulders and chest, seemingly untouched by his age, his head was shaved bald and he wore a tight black t-shirt and blue jeans. I watched him for a few moments scanning the room, then waved.
 

When he saw me his lips parted in a toothy grin. He walked over with a confident swagger and stretched out a hand. “Hey man. It’s good to meet you,” he said.
 

I clambered out from behind the table and wiped my sweaty palm on my pants before shaking his hand. He was a foot taller than I was and even more imposing up close than from a distance. “Nice to meet you, too,” I replied before sitting back down again.
 

The waitress I’d previously dismissed came over and took our drink orders. I asked for a hoppy beer and Quentin asked for sparkling water. When she left, he looked at me with a friendly smile and clapped his hands together. I must have looked pale or something because his smile waned into a frown. “You all good? You alright?” he asked in a concerned tone.
 

I started chuckling. Partly at the absurdity of what I was about to propose and partly at how sheepish I felt. “I’m fine,” I said. His easy manner made me relax almost right away.
 

Quentin nodded. “Alright. That’s good. What can I do for you brother?” he said.
 

I took a deep breath and steeled myself for our conversation. “Okay, listen, you’re probably going to think I’m crazy,” I began.
 

Quentin shook his head. “No, man. I’m easy. You just tell me what you need.” Really he just couldn’t be a nicer guy. Becky hadn’t been lying about that. “Everything going okay with Becky?” he asked.
 

“It is,” I said, nodding. “Things are going great. We’re thinking of starting a family soon.” What?!? As soon as it was out of my mouth I regretted saying it. Why the hell would I start with that?
 

Quentin must have noticed my discomfort. He put up a hand and shook his head. “Hey don’t worry about it. I think that’s great. Don’t you worry about me. It was hard but I’ve moved on. Trust me.”
 

And somehow I really felt like I could. “It’s just there’s this thing, you see.”
 

Quentin laced his fingers together and leaned forward over the table.
 

Another deep breath before I dove in. “I just want to say that if you don’t want to have this conversation you just tell me. This is kind of personal and it’s your life, I mean, it was your life. It’s not like I feel I have a right to…”
 

Quentin held up a hand to stop me. “Like I said, I’m easy.”
 

And suddenly there were no other excuses to be made. Nothing to stall with. The only thing to do was move ahead and lay it all out. “It’s just Becky’s never really told me a lot about you and…” I left the end of the sentence unfinished in the hopes that Quentin would pick it up for me.
 

He paused for a moment then started nodding. I watched him putting the pieces together. He cracked a slight smile. “And you just can’t figure out what a smart girl like that was doing with a dumb jock like me? That it?”
 

The blood drained from my face. “Man, no! I wasn’t…” I was mortified. Because it was the fucking truth and Quentin had figured it out in seconds.
 

He laughed and leaned back against his seat, waving a hand at me. “Relax brother. Trust me I used to get that all the time. All the freaking time,” he said, staring off into the distance.
 

I couldn’t help but wonder if he was reminiscing on his time with Becky.
 

He let out a wistful sigh before leaning closer again. “I’m not surprised she hasn’t told you much,” he said.
 

His admission caught me off guard. I braced myself for whatever he was about to reveal.
 

“The thing is I don’t think Becky ever really loved me.”
 

It nearly broke my heart the way he lowered his eyes toward the table. “What?” I whispered. “I’m sorry. If I’d known I wouldn’t have…”
 

“Nah don’t worry about it. Like I said it’s all in the past. I’m seeing this girl now. She’s just what I need.”
 

Fuck.
 

Why hadn’t I thought of this? That a handsome, athletic former football player who loves puppies just might be in a relationship? I felt like an idiot. “Good for you, man. Good for you.” I saw my dream, my dark fantasy, crumbling before my eyes.
 

“Yeah,” Quentin said, the furrowed his brow. He leaned even closer, as if he was going to share a terrible secret. “Trouble is, man, this chick likes to swing.”
 

My eyes nearly popped out of my skull.
 

“Yeah,” Quentin said with a thoughtful nod. “She wants me to go out and do the dirty thing with other chicks!”
 

My jaw fell open.
 

“Right?” Quentin asked. “That’s what I said. Darn world is turning upside down with all this new kind of love,” he said, shaking his head.
 

More panic as the question formed in my mind. “Quentin, did you and Becky ever…”
 

He raised an eyebrow, apparently puzzled by what I was asking. “Huh? Becky? Aw shucks, never! Are you kidding? Ha!” He threw his head back and let out a hearty laugh that drew the attention of some of the other patrons. “That girl is as clean as a whistle. You should know that, you’re married to her!”
 

My hands got a little shaky as I leaned in. I shook my head. “No, Quentin. She’s…she’s changed. She’s…”
 

Quentin furrowed his brow, trying to piece things together again.
 

I realized I was gripping the edge of my seat so tightly my knuckles had turned white. “She’s different, Quentin. She’s dirty now.”
 

Quentin’s eyes went wide. “What? Wow,” he muttered.
 

The guy was so easy to talk to I felt like we’d known each other for years and not minutes. “That’s sort of what I’m here to talk to about,” I admitted.
 

The waitress came back and set down our drinks. She pulled out her notepad and asked what we’d be having. Quentin slipped back into his friendly demeanour and ordered wings with the mild sauce.
 

I got a chicken Cesar.
 

The waitress flashed a friendly smile and walked off to put our orders in.
 

We both hunched over the table, resuming our conspiratorial postures. “I can’t even remember how it started but Becky’s been, well, I’ve been watching her sleep with other guys,” I said.
 

It took Quentin a while to process this. When he did, he let out a low whistle. “Wow, Jeff. She must really love you to be acting like that. Not that I ever asked her to, but I’m pretty sure she wouldn’t have done anything like that for me.”
 

A warm relief soaked through me. “Can I ask you something else?”
 

“Whatever you want, man,” Quentin said.
 

“What did she do with you? I know it must sound crazy but it’s been eating away at me. I don’t know why. I just can’t stop…imagining things.”
 

Quentin shook his head. “No, man, I get it. She’s your girl now. You want to know what she got up to with other guys, right?”
 

I nodded. The moment of truth had arrived.
 

Quentin sighed and leaned back in his seat, putting his hands behind his head. “See, this is what I was talking about when I said I don’t think Becky ever loved me,” he explained. He lowered one hand, two fingers extended, thumb cocked and pointed toward his groin like a pistol. “She loved this.”
 

A shiver tingled down my spine.
 

“You may not want to hear what I have to say about this, brother,” he said.
 

I grabbed the edge of the table and leaned even closer to him. “I do. I really do.”
 

“Alright,” Quentin said. “Becky worshipped this dick,” he said, his voice low. “She freaking lived for it.”
 

“She did?”
 

“She did. That’s the truth. She ever tell you why we divorced?” he asked.
 

“No,” I replied.
 

Quentin looked off to one side, as if the answer were somewhere over the bar. “Man because she couldn’t get enough. She nearly flunked out of school because of this thing.”
 

“She what?” His revelation was making my blood boil in the most delightful way.
 

“Every time I got home she’d be down on her knees begging for it. Hauling this thing out and gobbling it down, then begging me to…you know. Do the thing.”
 

“And you did?” I said, breathless.
 

Quentin shrugged. “Every time I did. I wanted to be a good husband. Got so bad I could barely keep up. Girl didn’t stop. Three, four, sometimes five times a night. Man I had to go see a shrink about it. Thought something was wrong with me.”
 

“And then?” I was on the edge of my seat.
 

“And then I think she just realized what was happening. Realized she wasn’t doing anything but bouncing most of the time. Knew her life was headed nowhere if she didn’t get away from this.” He stabbed his finger toward his lap a few times.
 

I nearly melted. The heat of Quentin’s revelations about Becky was all-consuming. I understood then the reason she’d been so private about their life together. She was probably embarrassed that she’d ever been that sort of girl.
 

To me, it was incredibly hot.
 

I met Quentin’s gaze. “One last question,” I whispered.
 

He nodded.
 

“Would you…would you ever…”
 

His calm demeanour faded as it dawned on him what I was about to ask.
 

I nearly lost my nerve. But I was so close I knew there was no turning back. “Would you ever consider doing her again?”
 

Quentin let out a slow breath, matching my intense stare. “Brother are you kidding? In a split-fucking-second.”
 

We were off to the races.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


My heart was thundering inside my chest when I walked through our front door that evening. Quentin’s reaction to my proposition had lit a fire in my gut that only one thing could extinguish. And he’d agreed. It hadn’t even taken any convincing. Now all I had to do was find a way to lure Becky into my dark trap.
 

As I swung the door shut she bounced in from the kitchen. “Hey stranger!” she said, skipping up to me and laying a kiss on my lips. “Where were you?”
 

This, I had rehearsed. I had a carefully prepared speech all ready to go but Becky didn’t pause to listen.
 

“Guess what?” she said, her voice tinged with excitement.
 

“What?”
 

“We’re getting a new pool boy.”
 

My eyes widened.
 

Becky cackled. “I guess Josh got scared off,” she said.
 

It was a little evil, thinking of poor Josh asking to be reassigned because of what had happened. Becky didn’t seem to think so. “But don’t worry I got them to give me his number. We should find a way to say sorry, don’t you think?”
 

Utterly depraved. My wife was an animal. Thinking of inviting Josh back here for a second round? Devilish.
 

“But in the meantime they’re sending someone else out on Saturday. His name’s Eduardo.” She bit her lip. “Sounds dreamy, doesn’t it? How would you feel about a Latino stud breeding your wife?”
 

My nuts tightened between my legs. “You’re an animal,” I whispered.
 

“You got that right,” she purred, drawing her finger down the front of my shirt in a line. “Want to celebrate?”
 

I did. But my cause for celebration was a little different. Drilling into Becky’s pussy that night, I spread her ass cheeks and stared at the way her tight anus winked at me as she came. I imagined Quentin doing the same thing and the way Becky was going to moan for him again. The way she was going to beg him to fuck her and how it would feel getting off to that.
 

My own climax etched that dark picture into my mind and cemented my resolve to make it happen, no matter what it took.
 

Eduardo showed up promptly on Saturday morning driving a white van with the “Champion Pools” logo on it. He was a strapping young lad in his early twenties. I peeked through the curtains and watched him walk up to the house.
 

Becky lounged on the deck in a bikini that covered barely anything of her generous frame.
 

“Hello sir!” Eduardo said in a Spanish lilt as I opened the door. “I am here for the cleaning.”
 

I waved him in and showed him the way to the patio door.
 

He froze for a second as I slid it open.
 

Becky was lying completely still on a deck chair. Facing the sun and wearing dark glasses, her stringy bikini had two small patches of fabric that covered her nipples and a triangle of the same that covered her sex. Every alluring curve she possessed was on prominent display.
 

I glanced at Eduardo to see that his cheerful demeanour had waned. His lips were parted and his eyes were glued to Becky’s shape. It took a few seconds before he remembered that I was standing right next to him. When he turned to me I expected an apology, perhaps a slightly reddened face at lusting after another man’s wife while he was standing right there. “Sir, if I may say you have a beautiful wife,” he said instead with a very sincere expression.
 

His directness was refreshing. It reminded me that there were other cultures out there that didn’t feel the need to hide their sexuality in the shadows. A man could tell a co-worker, or a friend they found his wife beautiful without fear of reprisal. “Thank-you, Eduardo. That’s very kind of you to say. But please call me Jeff.”
 

He looked at Becky again and nodded. “You are a very lucky man, Jeff,” he said in a low voice.
 

Becky wiggled her toes and a faint smile flirted with the edges of her lips.
 

“Should not be very long,” Eduardo announced. “Pool looks very clean.” He stepped boldly out onto the patio.
 

I slid the door shut behind him and watched.
 

As he made his way toward the pool Becky stirred. She lowered her sunglasses with a finger and thumb as he approached. When he came to tower over her, she smiled and sat up. Her heavy breasts sagged, straining the drawstrings of the bikini top.
 

Eduardo bent lower.
 

My cock unfurled like a sail catching wind.
 

Offering his hand, he took Becky’s and kissed the back of it. A real gentleman. Obviously well-raised. Then he set to work doing his best not to pay attention to Becky as she lounged on the chair taking in a little more sun.
 

After he was finished he returned the mesh net and the pool vacuum to the little shed by the fence. I saw him steal another glance at Becky’s body as he walked past her and said goodbye.
 

She called out.
 

Eduardo stopped in his tracks. He turned to face her.
 

She smiled and walked up to him, put a hand on his chest and leaned in, then whispered something.
 

I saw his back stiffen.
 

My erection was raging. I could only imagine what she’d said to him but his reaction was not what I expected. He took a step back and began gesticulating, pointing toward the house, politely but firmly explaining his position.
 

When Becky giggled and made her own point he turned to see me leering at them from the window. His brow furrowed. He pointed a finger up toward the sky in a sort of “uno momento por favor” sort of way, then turned and walked toward the house and up onto the deck.
 

I slid the door open to let him in. “Eduardo you’re finished. The pool looks very clean.”
 

He nodded slightly at the compliment. “I thank-you for this, Jeff, but I must tell you something.”
 

“My wife asked you to fuck her?”
 

He appeared unshaken by my question. “Yes. Yes she did do that.”
 

“And what did you say?”
 

Eduardo let out a breath. “I am an honourable man, Jeff. I would never…”
 

“What if I told you it was okay? If I said you should do it and that I’d like to watch? Would you be interested then?”
 

He pondered the proposition, eyeing me to see if I was serious or if this was some joke we were playing. “You want this?” he said finally.
 

“If you’re willing,” I replied.
 

“She is your wife.”
 

“And as such that gives me the right to decide what she does, doesn’t it?”
 

This must have appealed to Eduardo’s more conservative cultural tendencies. I could see he found the argument convincing. “You enjoy this? Seeing her with another man?”
 

“I enjoy it greatly.”
 

“I must pay?” he asked.
 

I laughed at this and it set him even more at ease. “No, no, Eduardo. You don’t have to pay anything. It would be our pleasure if you would oblige us.” A perfunctory glance down at his crotch showed that he was obviously interested. He thought for a few more minutes before drawing in a deep breath. “Okay. If you like it. She is very beautiful. It is hard to resist.”
 

I flashed half a smile at him. “Just one moment.” Opening the door I beckoned to Becky that she should come in.
 

She smiled as she swayed toward the house. She walked in through the door and eyed Eduardo with a lusty stare before turning to me with her bimbo gaze. “What is it sweetheart?”
 

Her submissive look made the cum start to churn in my nuts. “I want you to fuck this man.”
 

Eduardo’s nostrils flared at my lewd command. He shot a worried look at Becky and his mouth fell open in disbelief as she nodded.
 

“Where do you want me?” she said.
 

I thought for a moment but it didn’t take long to make a decision. Thus far I’d been stuffed into closets or perched on the stairs. This was the first time we were going to do this out in the open. I wanted a more comfortable position from which to observe the proceedings. “Get on the couch,” I ordered.
 

Becky immediately skipped off to the living room and I heard her sink onto the couch.
 

Turning to Eduardo, I waved a hand in the direction she’d left. “After you.”
 

Eduardo, still a little stunned, accepted my invitation and walked off in a daze. I followed feeling like the master of ceremonies at some filthy circus where the main event was about to take place. Walking into the living room I found Becky slouched on the couch, her legs spread, the rim of her pussy peeking out from beneath the fabric. 
 

Eduardo was standing in the center of the room, his eyes roaming along her body as his cock inflated.
 

Walking to the corner opposite the couch I sat down in my reading chair. “Suck his cock,” I commanded.
 

Becky obeyed. Rising up off the couch, she crooked a finger, drawing Eduardo toward her. She reached up with both hands and tugged down the shorts he was wearing.
 

His cock sprang out nearly stiff. The skin was slightly lighter than his olive complexion. It was smooth and his balls were shaved. Not too thick but a good length again.
 

Becky smiled at seeing it. She circled the root with her fingers and pulled him a step closer. The head of his uncut cock swayed just above her lips. Gripping his shaft she peeled away the foreskin to reveal the pink head. 
 

It throbbed in her hand.
 

Tilting her head to one side, she flicked out her tongue and licked the tip.
 

Eduardo sucked in a breath. He turned and looked at me with disbelief.
 

“Just pretend I’m not here,” I muttered. I was massaging my own muscle through my pants. It was tender with need and already I was anticipating what it would feel like to sink into Becky again.
 

Eduardo turned around and sucked in another breath as Becky wrapped her lips around the head of his prick. She sucked him in just past his glans and her jaw started moving as she worked the underside with her tongue.
 

Eduardo groaned with pleasure.
 

Reaching into my boxers I hauled out my cock and started stroking myself.
 

Becky leaned forward, taking a little more of him into her mouth.
 

He shuddered and groaned again. His breathing got heavy. A sure sign of a young man closing too quickly on his climax.
 

“Stop. That’s enough.”
 

Becky popped off the head of his cock with a slurp, then giggled. She continued stroking him.
 

A bead of his pre-cum oozed out of the head of his cock, clung to the tip, then dripped onto her wrist.
 

Looking up at Eduardo, Becky lifted her hand and licked off the jizz. Glancing toward me she made a big production of swallowing the tiny drop. Closing her eyes she “mmm’ed” at how delicious he tasted.
 

“Good,” I muttered. My own cock throbbed in my hand and I had to stop stroking to keep from spilling all over myself. “Now fuck her, Eduardo. Put your dick inside her and fuck my wife,” I ordered.
 

By this point Eduardo was but a shadow of the man he’d been. With a deer-in-the-headlights expression he sank to his knees, pointing his cock toward Becky’s entrance.
 

“No, wait,” I said. Shuffling forward to come sitting on the edge of my chair, I peered at the damp spot that had formed on the fabric between her legs. “Lick her first. Use your mouth. Make her come. Then you can fuck her.”
 

Becky’s eyes shone with delight. As Eduardo peeled the fabric away from her puss and prepared to lick her she turned to me and mouthed the words “thank you sweetheart. I love you.” When he pressed his tongue against her slit, her shoulders slumped and she melted back into the couch.
 

Eduardo proved a skilled orator. He had Becky worked up and whining in minutes. Her toes curled as he expertly licked and sucked the flaps of her entrance, occasionally glancing her engorged clit with his tongue.
 

Becky’s orgasmic expression nearly tipped me over the edge. But I clung to it, desperate to know the inside of her once this was over. “Fuck, Eduardo!” she screamed. “Make me fucking come already!” she begged.
 

Eduardo’s lapping accelerated, the slick sounds of his tongue slathering her drenched slit with more spit slapping around the room.
 

Becky sucked in a quivering breath. Her legs shook. She met her climax screaming.
 

It was the hottest fucking thing.
 

Eduardo dutifully guided her through the peak of it, continuing to lick her snatch until she shuddered and pressed a hand against his forehead to push him away.
 

She slumped back into the couch, legs splayed, tongue lolling out one side of her mouth, eyes nearly closed from exhaustion.
 

“Good,” I grumbled. “Now, Eduardo. Now you fuck her.”
 

Eduardo rose up from in between her legs. His cock was lurching between his legs like a flagpole in the wind.
 

I leaned forward as he pointed it at her sex, touched the messy lips with the tip. Then he paused and turned to look at me. “You have a condom for me? Or she is…”
 

This took the wind out of my sails just a bit. I couldn’t lie to Eduardo with how obliging he was being. At the same time I didn’t want to scare him off by telling him about Becky’s allergy to latex.
 

Becky saved the day. Hauling herself up off the couch again, she touched his cheek with her finger.
 

He turned to look into her eyes.
 

“Eduardo, I have to be honest I’m allergic to latex. But I just went off the pill. Everything’s going to be fine. You can pull out if you want.”
 

Eduardo frowned at this. “You are off the…you have no birth control?” he asked.
 

Becky smiled. “I’m sure it’s still fine. But maybe, just in case it’s not, you can pull out, right?”
 

Eduardo didn’t look certain of this at all. His gaze fell down to the tight channel that beckoned him.
 

I could feel him weighing the pleasure that lay within against the risks. I knew exactly what he was struggling with, having once been a young man myself.
 

“I’m not sure. I don’t know,” he whispered.
 

Becky’s soft expression faded. The vixen, the siren, the Harpy returned as she gripped his dick and pulled him toward her, caressing his cheek with her other hand. “Shh, it’s okay,” she whispered. “You can do it. I know you can.” She swung his cock side to side, slathering the tip with the liquid dripping from within her.
 

Eduardo hunched his shoulders and I saw his sack tighten between his legs. He, too, must have been on the very edge. He gazed down at the sight of his phallus in Becky’s hand. His hips inched forward, drawn toward Becky’s hot core.
 

“That’s it,” Becky said in an encouraging voice. “Just like that. Put it into me.” Letting her hand fall off his cock she whipped it around him and grabbed hold of his ass. Then she pulled him into herself.
 

“Ah, ah, ah,” Eduardo emitted three shaky grunts.
 

Becky’s eyes rolled back into her head as he filled her. She reached up with her other hand, grabbed his, then guided it toward her breast. Mashing his palm against her chest she wrapped her legs around his trunk.
 

My nuts tightened. I knew exactly what she was going to do. My black widow was about to devour her prey and get what she wanted from him. I felt bad for Eduardo. Not bad enough that I could swim to the surface of this fantasy I was drowning in and try to save him. But a little bit bad for sure.
 

His hips started bucking back and forth in jerky motions. While he might have been a skilled lover with his mouth, he seemed to be a bit of a novice at the fucking game. As he began gliding in and out of her I saw him squeeze his eyes shut tight, trying to fend off the deluge of pleasure that was threatening to drown him, too.
 

Becky was a hell of a coach. With one hand on his hip she’d get him good and lathered up, so close to the edge he’d be shaking. Then she’d slow him right down whispering “relax, just relax,” as she held just the tip of his cock in her sex.
 

This went on for ten, maybe fifteen minutes. Finally Eduardo looked like he might fall apart from the tension.
 

Becky shot me a knowing glance. Ready?
 

God I was so ready.
 

“Okay, hon,” she whispered, letting him slip inside her all the way to his root. “Almost there. You’re almost there. I’m almost there with you. Just a few more strokes and you’re going to make me come. Do you hear me? Are you with me? Can you do that for me sweetheart?”
 

Eduardo pried his eyes open and stared down between them. He swallowed and it looked like he was bracing himself for the greatest challenge of his life thus far. Pulling out before when the time came.
 

Becky started him swaying. Back and forth he went, his slick cock slipping into her sloppy, tight pussy.
 

He grimaced.
 

“Almost there,” Becky said, breathless.
 

“Ah!” Eduardo squawked. His hips shot back but Becky was ready. Locking her ankles behind him, she yanked him forward burying his cock inside her pussy.
 

“Ah!” Eduardo shouted.
 

Becky’s eyes rolled back into her head and her whole body trembled as she came.
 

“Oh no!” Eduardo moaned. “Miss, no, I’m…I’m…ga!”
 

By this time Becky was finished. Her eyes fluttered open. She smiled up at Eduardo and caressed his cheek again. But her legs stayed wrapped around him so tight there was no hope of escape. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “It’s okay. It’s natural. Don’t worry just enjoy the feeling.”
 

Eduardo went tumbling over the edge. His body started jerking and shaking, twitching back and forward as he chased his pleasure around the hot space inside Becky.
 

I nearly blew my wad just watching it.
 

It took nearly a minute for him to shudder through his climax.
 

I could only imagine the copious load he’d deposited inside her.
 

“Oh my god,” he exhaled. “Oh my god what have we done?” he said, looking up into her eyes.
 

Becky tilted her head and gave him a sad smile. “It’ll be fine,” she said, nodding kindly. “Don’t worry. It’ll be fine.” She ran her hand down his chest and abs, then wrapped her fingers around his cock.
 

I fell off my chair and onto my knees, riveted by the sight about to be revealed.
 

“Okay time to come out,” Becky said softly. Gripping his cock she eased him back and as he slipped out, swept her feet up into the air to keep in his seed.
 

The room filled with a thick tension. Eduardo and I were both staring at Becky’s split pussy, waiting for the cum to dribble out of it.
 

Becky’s eyes darted between me and him and in between her legs. Finally, she sighed. “Eduardo you should probably go, okay?” she whispered.
 

This shook him from his stupor. Shaking his head he swept up his shorts, danced into them, then without a word disappeared into the hallway and out the door.
 

Becky turned to look at me. “Did you like it?”
 

“I…I loved it.”
 

“He’s still in me. You want to see?”
 

I nodded and crawled toward her.
 

She reached her hands around her ass and pressed the tips of her fingers against her pussy lips. She pried them apart as I peered into the yawning chasm of her orifice. The dank and heady smell of Eduardo’s seed wafted up, stinging my nostrils and heightening my pleasure. I gasped as I laid eyes on his filthy emission, churning and roiling within her. I looked up and locked eyes with Becky.
 

“You want to come in me too?” she asked. A wicked smile cracked on her lips. “Finish inside me and we can see who wins.”
 

I leaped up onto my feet. Pointing my prick at her cunt I stabbed it in. As it drilled deeper it displaced Eduardo’s ejaculate sending it sloshing out of Becky’s entrance and splattering over my thighs.
 

I burst into a heated almost angry fuck, gripping Becky’s thighs as I burrowed into her defiled snatch.
 

“Fuck, baby, yes!” she screamed. “Fuck it into me! Fuck your seed into me!”
 

It was all the invitation I needed. The dam burst and a slop of my emission came whooshing through my shaft, erupting out the head of my cock and covering Becky’s tender, pink insides.
 

Her pussy clenched at my muscle, drawing out seed and sucking it into itself.
 

The room began to spin.
 

As I passed through the tightest part of my climax I once again invoked the vision of what awaited. Quentin’s dark dick doing just this inside Becky. I roared at the thought and crested over another wave of bliss.
 

When it was over I collapsed onto her, huffing and panting.
 

Becky’s chuckle rolled out into a full-blown laugh. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me tight, her ankles locked behind me the way she’d done with Eduardo. “We’re fucking crazy, aren’t we?” she asked.
 

Her breath felt hot on my cheek. “I love you.”
 

She nibbled on my ear. “And I love you,” I replied. A pang of guilt gripped me at the memory of my conspiratorial meeting with Quentin. And at what lay ahead.
 

Our connection felt stronger than ever. In a moment of weakness I nearly confessed. But I knew I wouldn’t get what I wanted that way.
 

Six more days. I would have to keep the secret that long. As soon as Quentin showed up at our house unannounced I knew Becky would cave. And I knew she would thank me for it once it was over.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


The following week was busy for both of us. We didn’t even have time for each other in the evenings. There was certainly no time or energy to share her again. So by the time Friday night rolled around, the day Quentin had agreed to make his surprise visit, I was on pins and needles.
 

I got home from work early, earlier than Becky. I lit some candles. Opened up the bottle of scotch I’d bought at the store and helped myself to a healthy dose. Not too healthy. I wanted to be on top of my game that evening.
 

I knew from the moment Becky walked into the house that something was up. She didn’t bounce into the house like she had been all week. She set her laptop bag down by the door and walked through the hall into the dining room still in her heels. She glanced at the candles and the scotch, then at me. “What’s all this?” she asked.
 

I hauled myself up off the couch and walked over to where she was standing. “I thought we could have a nice evening. Maybe a nice weekend? Are you down for a little more…”
 

“Jeff,” she said, putting a hand on my arm.
 

Uh oh.
 

“What is it?”
 

She sighed. “I didn’t tell you because, well, it just didn’t come up. But I got my period on Monday.”
 

The weight of this revelation sank down on me slowly. I glanced at my watch. Quarter to seven. Fifteen more minutes and he’d be there. “Are you saying…”
 

She smiled. “I’m saying that I think we have to cut our little adventure short. For now anyways.”
 

My heart sank.
 

“On the bright side,” Becky purred, leaning in to kiss my cheek, “we can start trying. I have a feeling that might be a bit of fucking fun, don’t you?”
 

I was speechless. I saw my dark plan crack under the tension, then come collapsing down around us both.
 

“Jeff? Are you okay? I thought you’d be happy.”
 

I realized what a terrible reaction that had been. “Of course I’m happy!” I immediately corrected. “I love you. It’s just…I wasn’t expecting…”
 

“I know,” she said, nodding in understanding. “I know I promised you thirty days. Is there any way I can make it up to you?” she said, flashing a flirty smile.
 

There was. Just not the way she imagined. My resolve broke. Shoulders sagging, I sighed and looked at the floor. “I have to tell you something. There’s not much time.”
 

Becky scowled. “Not much time? What is it?”
 

I looked up and straight into her eyes. “Becky I met Quentin last week.”
 

She sucked in a breath. “You what? You did?” Was that hope that I heard in her tone? Or exasperation?
 

Fuck, was she mad at me?
 

“I did.”
 

“Why?”
 

“I didn’t know…I couldn’t…this thing, this thing’s been hanging over me. This thing about you and Quentin and then we started doing this and I just thought that the only way to really get rid of it would be to…Becky I invited him over. He’s coming this evening.”
 

Her mouth fell open. She stared at me like a statue with lifeless eyes. “He is?”
 

“He is.”
 

Becky shook her head. “He can’t,” she whispered. “Jeff we can’t do that.”
 

Another glance at my watch. Seven fifty-three. “He’s coming at eight.”
 

A shudder passed through Becky. “Oh my god.”
 

I touched her arm. “I think it’s going to be okay.”
 

She shook her head again. “It’s not going to be okay. I…Jeff there’s something I have to tell you.”
 

My stomach tightened into a knot.
 

“It’s the reason I left him. You have to know that…”
 

Ding dong.
 

I squeezed her arm again. “It’s going to be okay. I promise.” Leaning forward I kissed her on the cheek and stepped around her leaving her standing alone in the living room. When I swung the front door open there was Quentin. He’d brought a bouquet. How thoughtful.
 

“Everything alright?” he asked, obviously sensing the tension in the house.
 

“Everything’s fine. Just fine,” I said.
 

He looked up and his eyes focused on a spot behind me.
 

I turned to see Becky standing there staring at him. She wore a wild look of abandon unlike any I’d ever seen on her before. “Quentin,” she whispered.
 

“Hey Beck,” he replied. Then he stepped up off the porch and into the house, swinging the door shut behind him. “I brought these.” He glanced at me. “Not, like, anything like that. Just friends.”
 

I swallowed back the dryness in my throat. “Uh-huh. Sure. No problem. I’ll get these in some water,” I said, grabbing the flowers and slipping away into the kitchen. Somehow it felt like it would be easier if I just let things unfold naturally. Let nature take it’s course.
 

Little did I know how quickly that flower would blossom.
 

When I returned to the hall they were gone. The light was on upstairs. My eyes popped wide open. I couldn’t believe it. Were they already up there getting busy? Dashing up the steps I came to a stop at the door of the bedroom and looked inside. My breath caught in my chest.
 

There was Becky on her knees, eyes wide open and staring straight at the bulge growing between Quentin’s legs. She looked ghostly, lost in a trance. She traced the outline of his cock along his pants.
 

And Quentin? Quentin seemed…not like Quentin at all. Not the one Becky had described and not the one I’d met. He had changed. His gaze was steely, his expression had darkened, the casual easy-going side of him had disappeared. He turned to stare at me. “You still up for this?” he said, his voice nearly a growl.
 

Becky turned to look at me. Our eyes met. My heart skipped a beat and I couldn’t breathe. For the first time since we’d embarked on this journey together I wondered if I’d taken a wrong turn. The intensity of their connection, the hold he (or rather his cock) had over Becky was palpable.
 

Suddenly I knew it wasn’t up to me. This one had to be about Becky. Crooking a finger I beckoned her toward me.
 

Falling to her hands and knees she crawled across the floor and came to a stop in front of me.
 

I sank down and took her hands in mine. It had been so arousing, so compelling as a fantasy but now that the three of us were there together it felt…dangerous. “What do you think?” I asked her.
 

Her eyes darted from side to side, then settled on mine again. She looked like she could summon thunder and lightning with her expression. “I think,” she whispered, then paused. “I think I want that fat black dick up in me.”
 

Shudder.
 

I glanced up at Quentin. I knew we had to tell him she was off of birth control. Even if it meant he might change his mind it just wouldn’t be fair any other way. “Quentin,” I whispered, my mouth so dry I could barely speak. “She’s unprotected.”
 

Quentin nodded. “Yeah, I figured,” he rumbled.
 

“You did?”
 

He sniffed the air. “She didn’t ever smell like this when she was with me.”
 

Filthy.
 

I wanted to be clear. “If you come inside her you might…” I couldn’t bring myself to say it.
 

“Breed the bitch?” Quentin growled.
 

I shuddered again and turned to gaze at Becky. “Breed the bitch,” I whispered.
 

Becky’s lips cracked into a wicked, snarling grin. Turning around she crawled back across the carpet and resumed her position in front of Quentin. This time, though, she reached up and undid the button of his pants, unzipped his zipper, then yanked them down his legs along with his underwear.
 

His obsidian phallus rose like a totem from in between his legs.
 

Becky’s jaw fell and her body quivered at the sight of it. She reached up with fingers splayed and ran the tips along his rock hard flesh in worship.
 

It flexed so hard at her feather touch it seemed to bend light itself. The air in the room heated and hummed with tension.
 

“You remember baby?” Quentin rumbled. “You remember this big black dick?”
 

Becky’s eyes rose to meet his. Her lips were trembling. “How could I forget?”
 

The truth of it all shone like a beacon through the darkness and twisted me in a way I thought might never leave me. A realization dawned on me. Becky might have left that gleaming black column in the past but in a way it still lived in her, with her and through her. I knew it would always occupy a space inside her, a space I would never be able to claim.
 

What should have made me insanely jealous made me throb instead. In a way, a part of her would always be his.
 

“Go on then,” Quentin said, breaking the tension with his voice. “Show your man how you used to suck my dick.”
 

Taking a deep breath, Becky rose to the occasion. Undoing the buttons of her shirt she let the silky thing fall to the floor. Reaching behind her back, she undid the clasp of her bra and shrugged that off. Her tits, the nipples stiff and pointy, heaved as her mouth fell open. She licked her lips.
 

I stared, fixated on how close her mouth was to the tip of his prick. I gasped as she sucked the tip in. 
 

Pausing for a moment to flick her tongue beneath the head of his cock, she then began gliding down his member taking inch after inch of it into her mouth, staring up at him with the most submissive wide-eyed gaze.
 

Five inches in I was sure she would stop.
 

She didn’t. She kept plowing ahead, slurping and gurgling his muscle down into her mouth. When the head touched the back of her throat she paused again.
 

I saw the muscles in her neck relax.
 

Then down she went. Down two more inches, then three, until the tip of her cute button nose pressed against the hard, dark muscles of Quentin’s pelvis.
 

Quentin palmed the back of her head. His skull sagged back toward his shoulders as he exhaled a mighty sigh. Not of release but of relief at knowing the wet velvety feeling of her mouth again.
 

Becky, dirty Becky, flexed the muscles in her throat and gack, gack, gacked as she massaged the throbbing head of his cock inside her.
 

Becky held her position. Even as the tears came, as her face burned red from lack of breath, she didn’t push away. She stayed there, serving her dark master with her face until his hand fell away. Only then did she rise slowly off his pole leaving a trail of sticky slime coating it.
 

When it popped out of her lips she drew in a deep breath. Yes, to take in air she desperately needed. But more than anything to announce her impossibly deep satisfaction at pleasing Quentin again.
 

Quentin grabbed the root of his cock and brought it down onto the center of Becky’s forehead in a wet smack. Then he smeared her face with her own spit and bile, coating her cheeks and her nose with it.
 

Becky closed her eyes, grinned and purred in pleasure at this debasement. Grabbing her tits she mashed them against each other so that Quentin had a pleasant thing to stare at as he bathed her with her own filth.
 

Still holding the root of his cock with one hand, Quentin grabbed the head of his prick with the other and started to stroke. It surged to an even harder stiffness, nuts tightening beneath his legs, the shaft flexing as it prepared to spit.
 

“Oh god, no, wait,” I whispered. Surely after all this waiting, all this anticipation I wouldn’t be denied satisfaction by Quentin merely ejaculating onto her face?
 

Quentin started to chuckle.
 

Becky did the same.
 

“Relax, brother. I got this,” he said. Then a muscle in his cheek started to twitch. He grunted and looked down at Becky again. “You gonna’ take it?”
 

“Yes!” she hissed.
 

“Tell me.”
 

“I’m gonna’ fucking take all that hot cum all over my face,” she snarled.
 

Grunt.
 

A thick rope of Quentin’s hot, white cream erupted from the head of his cock. Time slowed as I watched it sail through the air in a perfect arc then land in a lewd white line diagonally across Becky’s face.
 

Her head lolled back, tongue flopping out. A dumb smile twisted across her lips then her mouth yawned open for Quentin’s pleasure.
 

Pointing the head of his prick toward her hole he shot another wad of spunk and it landed squarely on her tongue. “Take it,” he ordered. “Take it all, bitch.”
 

Becky did. She stayed on her knees with her mouth open, offering herself to him as his receptacle, crucible for his sacred seed until he was finished.
 

With just a drop of creamy jizz clinging to the tip of his cock, Quentin gave it three sharp shakes, completing his emission into Becky’s face. He pressed a finger up against her chin and closed her mouth.
 

Becky opened her eyes and dutifully swallowed what she’d received, then opened wide again as proof of her obedience.
 

Quentin’s muscle did not sag. His erection didn’t falter for a single second. It remained as straight and stiff as when it first emerged from between his legs. It was a miracle of masculinity. He jerked his head up toward the bed. “You know how I like it,” he said.
 

Becky scrambled to her feet. She tore off the skirt and underwear she was wearing, kicked off her heels and stumbled to the bed, falling down onto her back. She grabbed her thighs and spread herself apart for Quentin.
 

Quentin lifted his shirt up over his head revealing washboard abs and hard pecs. He lumbered toward Becky, his shaft bouncing as he walked drawing her attention. Kneeling before her he ran his hand first along one creamy thigh, then the other, remembering what once was his. He turned to look at me. “You are one lucky man, brother,” he said.
 

I barely heard him. My ears were ringing and my vision had narrowed, focused on the pink folds of Becky’s entrance. Her opening, the point of penetration Quentin would soon press into, was already winking in anticipation. It was slathered in clear goo, dollops of it oozing from her as she panted with excitement at receiving him again.
 

Quentin leaned forward. He pawed her creamy breast. His prick pressed against her slick. He eased the head in a bit, then retreated. He repeated this a few more times until Becky’s legs began to tremble.
 

Wrapping a hand around his neck she drew him closer and seethed. “Fuck me you monster!” The expression she made as he impaled her will forever be etched in my memory. Like a soldier who has just been speared in battle she sucked in a breath and held it, her eyes nearly popping out of her head, her mouth twisted in a silent scream.
 

Quentin plowed ahead. Laying inch after inch of dark pipe into her, he grunted at the feeling of sloshing into her tight, wet heat. With six of his nine inches inside her he stopped.
 

I sagged a little. It was terrifically hot seeing his muscle buried that deeply inside her. But a part of me wished she could take all of him. But you can’t win them all and I was thrilled to be able to see even this.
 

I was about six inches myself and I was pretty sure I’d felt the end of Becky’s tunnel a few times during some particularly vigorous fucking.
 

Then Quentin did something that knocked the wind out of me. With a final rutting thrust he speared the last three inches of his cock into Becky, down to the very root.
 

The sound her pussy made was like a too-ripe peach splitting. The smell of the very deepest part of her wafted through the room.
 

I thought I might never breathe again.
 

Becky’s legs fell, twisting around Quentin’s trunk, ankles locking behind his back, her hands caressing the dark skin of his shoulders.
 

“You remember that, baby? You remember what that feels like?” Quentin whispered.
 

Becky gazed into his eyes and a tear rolled down her cheek. “Every day. Every fucking day I remember this,” she replied.
 

Each word stabbed straight into my gut and I realized then why Becky had been so reticent about seeing Quentin.  It had nothing to do with her or Quentin or their past together, and everything to do with me. She had wanted to spare me this. To spare me seeing what he did to her, how deeply he could reach her and, finally, how well she remembered him. 
 

Every. Fucking. Day.
 

It was miserably delicious, knowing that a part of her would always be with him.
 

I had thought, based on her description of their love life, that Quentin would fuck her in a rough and brutal way. That he would use whatever hole he wanted, submit her to all sorts of humiliation, own her completely.
 

The way he made love to her sweetly was a thousand times worse. Or better. Hard to say which side I was on anymore.
 

He kissed her. A long, deep and passionate kiss. Eyes closed, they tasted each other, savouring their reunion.
 

It was in that moment that I felt Becky first slip away. A jolt of adrenaline tore through me as I felt all that closeness, all that connection we’d built up, fraying with each second she spent in Quentin’s embrace. A small part of me wanted to stand up, reach out and tell them to stop, that it was getting out of hand. I’d wanted to see them fucking and not making love.
 

I’m glad I didn’t. That would have been unforgivably selfish.
 

Quentin finally pulled away from their kiss. He stared into Becky’s eyes and I saw a flicker of something in his. A pang of sympathy gripped me when I realized what I was seeing. Quentin still cared for her. Maybe even deeply. Did he miss her? Did he think about her the way she thought about him? It was fleeting, gone an instant later but that look would haunt me for some time to come.
 

Becky blushed and broke their stare. She turned to look at me, no longer in character playing the role of dirty Becky. This was really her. Cracked open, vulnerable, sincere. A little confused by what was happening maybe. The look of longing she gave me drove me insane.
 

Quentin sighed, then lifted his hips, pulling his cock out of Becky.
 

I gasped.
 

Becky looked at him, surprised by what he was doing.
 

God, was he ending it? Was it too much for him?
 

Relief flooded through me as he turned and grinned. “This shit’s getting too heavy. Time for some fucking,” he said.
 

The tension that had thickened the air, dissipated.
 

He crawled out from in between Becky’s legs, rolled her over and gave her ass a fat slap.
 

Becky giggled and wiggled her rear.
 

“Come on girl,” Quentin said, turning her on the bed so she was facing me. “He’s your man now. Give him what he needs.” Hauling her hips up off the bed, he spat. The glob of saliva flew through the air and landed on her anus. Quentin pressed the tip of his middle finger against her sphincter and pushed it in.
 

Becky drew in a breath and shook a little as his digit penetrated her until his fist touched her cheek. She rose up onto her hands and knees, then wagged a finger, beckoning me toward her.
 

Behind her on his knees, Quentin pointed his cock at her slit.
 

I walked toward her as if in a dream. I fell to my knees ogling her face caked with jism, the way her breasts sagged beneath her chest, finally coming to look into her eyes.
 

“You ready to take it, baby?” Quentin asked, chuckling.
 

Becky closed her eyes, leaned forward and kissed me.
 

Lust raged through my body and I craved her as deeply as I ever had.
 

She pressed her hand against my cheek, plunging her tongue into my mouth in a slobbery kiss. When she pulled away her face and chest were red. She pressed her thumb against my lip. “Is this what you wanted?” she whispered.
 

Gazing up at Quentin’s dark figure behind her, at the stark contrast of her white skin to his blackness, knowing I what I was about to witness nearly popped my top. “Thank-you,” I said.
 

A faint smile lifted her lips. “Kiss me again. I want you to feel what he does to me.”
 

Our lips met. As Quentin began plying into her slit she moaned into my mouth. The tension in her body was electric and I felt it travelling through me as well. We broke from the kiss but her moaning continued as he squished deep into her pussy.
 

Quentin grunted as he pressed his pelvis settled against her ass cheeks. He twisted the finger inside her, exploring the shape of her back channel. Then cocking his hips he slammed himself back in.
 

Becky’s tits slapped together. “Oh fuck,” she hissed, a pained expression gripping her face.
 

He thrust into her again. And again, until he found a rhythm that had her panting and begging , fists clutching the sheets at the edge of the bed. Quentin stared at her ass, at the way his black cock disappeared inside her pink, and at the slick coat of her mucus that covered it each time it emerged.
 

I was mesmerized by her face. Each twitch of muscle, every change in her expression, seeing how deeply she was feeling sent a hot stab of jealous lust pounding through me.
 

Becky’s eyes fell to my lap and I realized I was touching myself. With her body swaying back and forth from Quentin’s thrusts, she reached down and took my hand away. “Stand up,” she whispered, breathless. “I want your cock in my mouth.”
 

I scrambled to my feet, fumbled with my belt and dropped my pants. My cock sprang out.
 

Becky looked up at me with a hungry expression. “Use me,” she said. “Fuck my face.”
 

I glanced at Quentin, wondering if he was going to mind my intruding on their copulation.
 

He was still absorbed by the sight of his cock disappearing into Becky.
 

Putting my hands on the sides of her head, I pressed the tip of my cock into her mouth. A groan rumbled out of me as she licked under the head. My hips bucked forward, plunging the shaft into her mouth, then pressing deeper until I eased it into her throat. I matched Quentin’s rhythm, sawing in and out of her mouth in time with his thrusts.
 

Then Becky looked up at me. A used, defiled, depraved slut that took two men inside her and begged for more.
 

My nuts tightened as I tried to claw my way back from the brink of an orgasm.
 

A few more minutes of that and Quentin started to grunt. A glance up at him revealed that same muscle twitching in his cheek. He was close. Close to spilling his seed inside my wife’s unprotected pussy.
 

“Oh god,” I groaned as a dribbled of pre-cum squirted through my shaft. Stepping back, I drew my cock out of Becky’s mouth.
 

She reached up and grabbed it with her hand and started stroking. “Is this what you want?” she whispered.
 

My head was spinning. My ears were ringing. My cock twitched and lurched in Becky’s fist.
 

“You want to see him breed me?” she asked.
 

It was crazy. We were crazy. Two kinky lunatics playing the most dangerous game. “Yes.”
 

Becky groaned. Letting go of my cock she craned her neck to look over her shoulder. “Do it you fucking animal!” she screamed at Quentin. “Breed my pussy with your black seed!”
 

Quentin’s whole body went tight. He sneered. Popping his finger out of her ass he grabbed onto her hips and started slamming into her harder. “That what you want? You want all that black seed in your belly?”
 

“Yes! Fuck yes!” Becky moaned.
 

Quentin drew his hips back then released, driving his black cock deep into Becky’s tight cunt. He roared as he came.
 

I gasped.
 

Becky screamed as a her climax began.
 

Staring at the point where their bodies connected I saw Quentin’s muscle flopping and flexing. A bead of sweat rolled down my cheek at what I was seeing. His organ pumping, delivering a deluge of genetic material deep into Becky’s contracting pussy. The load must have been as copious as his previous emission had been. It flooded her channel, the overflow gushing out and splattering against his groin.
 

They rocked back and forth together, faces twisted in pleasure, bodies joined in unholy union that might end in disaster.
 

It seemed like an eternity before the tension began to sputter. They both shook as they broke through the heat of their coupling. Quentin let out a groan. Becky held her breath. A few moments later and Quentin fell back onto his haunches. His cock flopped out of her pussy, already deflating.
 

Becky spoke through clenched teeth. “Get in there. Put it in me,” she ordered. “Put your cock in me and let’s see whose seed wins.”
 

As Quentin climbed off the bed returning my wife to me, ever the gentleman, I scrambled up behind her.
 

I mounted her not as a mate but an animal. Crouching over her I drove my cock into her used slit. It was looser than I remembered. The pressure of my entrance pushed more of Quentin’s seed out around my cock. Holding her ass to keep my balance, I fucked down into her hole, my body screaming toward an orgasm.
 

I howled as I came.
 

Becky let out an “oh god,” as her pussy once again started clenching.
 

As my load dropped down into her body I was achingly aware of the base game we were playing. Acting out the echoes of an ancient and primal dance, driven by the need to pass on our genes and ensure our legacy, that some part of us would survive our demise.
 

Some called it dirty. I called it nature.
 

We collapsed onto the bed, limbs tangled and sweaty, exhausted from the intensity of what we’d experienced. It took us a minute to come to our senses. It wasn’t until we did that we realized Quentin was gone.
 

I looked at Becky, worried that maybe he’d left with bad feelings.
 

Becky shook her head. “Don’t worry about him. Come here. I think I know why he left.” She curled herself over me and drew up the sheets. A few minutes later we were sleeping.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


Dearest Becky and Jeff,
 

That was amazing. You are an awesome couple and you deserve every happiness life can bring. I’m sorry to say I can’t see you again. Please don’t take this the wrong way. What we shared was special but I have to move on. I know you’ll understand.
 

Gratefully yours,
Quentin

 

Needless to say, his penmanship was excellent. The letter was left in an envelope we found the next morning on the table.
 

I looked to Becky, hoping for an explanation.
 

She smiled and sighed, then drew her fingers through my hair and pressed her cheek against my chest.
 

“You think he’s okay?” I asked.
 

“I know he is,” she whispered.
 

I waited a moment before posing the next question. “Are you mad that I did that?”
 

Becky looked up, smiled again and shook her head. “No. I think…I think I needed that.”
 

“You did?”
 

Becky nodded. She bit her lip. “Jeff…I’m sorry about what I said to Quentin last night. About thinking about him every fucking day.”
 

The memory evoked the same jealous pain in me as when I’d first heard her say it. “You don’t have to be.”
 

“It didn’t hurt you to hear it?”
 

“Sure it did.”
 

Becky winced.
 

“But…I don’t know. In a strange way it…it made me realize how lucky I am to be with you. You didn’t want to fuck Quentin because you were scared of hurting me, right?”
 

Becky nodded slowly, contemplating what I’d said. “I guess. Maybe. I think…I think I was a little bit scared that I’d get…hooked on him again. I never told you but…”
 

“Quentin did,” I interrupted. “You don’t have to…”
 

“No. I want to. I need to say it. Jeff when I was with him all I could think about was his big black dick. It fucking consumed me. I couldn’t concentrate. Couldn’t sleep. Sometimes I’d wake him up at night and make him fuck me. I think part of the reason he accepted the divorce was because he was tired of it. I was a freak.”
 

“You’re not a freak,” I said, rubbing her back.
 

“Not anymore,” she said, smiling up at me. “Not with you. Our sex life is great but I can do other things. I feel like I’m in control again. I like that. And I love you.”
 

Her admission brought fresh tightness between my legs. To think that this beautiful, educated woman could be so consumed by her lust that she couldn’t control her own impulses was…yet another perfect contradiction. "You’re an incredible woman,” I whispered, then leaned lower and kissed her.
 

We both savoured the calm silence that followed our kiss. But a finger of worry rose from the depths of my animal mind. I opened my mouth and found it dried out again. “Becky?” I whispered.
 

“Hm?” she purred, head pressed against my chest again.
 

“Should we…I mean, last night you let Quentin…”
 

Finish inside you.
 

Becky pulled away from me slowly. The first wink of a smile formed on her lips, her eyes glinting with mischief. “There’s something else I need to tell you, Jeff,” she said.
 

My throat constricted. My stomach seized. My heart skipped a beat. “What is it?”
 

“Don’t be mad, okay?”
 

“Okay,” I croaked, though whether I could follow through on the promise I had no idea.
 

“Quentin texted me after you two talked.”
 

It was getting a little hard to breathe. “He did?”
 

“He did. He needed to know if I was going to be okay with what you were cooking up, you sneaky bastard.” Her smile cracked into a grin.
 

It took a moment to parse what she’d said. Okay. That was okay. And typically Quentin. Of course he wouldn’t have done anything that would have upset Becky.
 

“So we decided to really pull out all the stops and give you the show that you wanted. I didn’t get my period last Monday, Jeff. There’s no chance that I’m pregnant. I just did that because I wanted you to have the full experience. I wanted you to taste that danger, even if I knew we were being perfectly safe. Because I love you, Jeff. It makes me feel so good to see you happy. And believe me you looked pretty fucking happy last night.” She burst into giggles.
 

I was flabbergasted. The fact that Becky would do something like that for me was a testament to how strong our love was. “You’re incredible,” I said.
 

“You are, baby. You are. But…”
 

“What is it?”
 

“I think maybe we’re done with this for a while? Worked out the kinks?”
 

I smiled. I was as ready as she was to put this away. “Sure. Absolutely.”
 

Becky flashed a wicked grin. “Ready to hold up your end of the bargain?”
 

I returned her smile with one of my own. “Totally ready. Let’s do this.”
 

Becky clapped her hands together, grabbed my hand and spun around hauling me toward the stairs.
 

It had been a wild ride. But it was time to put dirty Becky and pervy Jeff away for a while. Becky looked ecstatic. It was time to give her what she needed. What we both did.
 


THE END
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Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV, Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of his wife.


Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?
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