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Chapter 1

 


I stared down my body and watched as Katarina wrapped a fist around my cock. She was facing the wall as she lowered herself onto me. I watched her pear-shaped ass move towards my stomach, then felt the first kiss of her soaked snatch on the head of my cock. 
 

A warm shudder raced through me.
 

"Like that?" she asked, giggling. She was still holding me with her hand and she ran the head of my cock along the length of her wet slit. Back and forth, back and forth until it was covered in her juice. "Do you like it?" She giggled again. 
 

She knew damn well I loved it by how stiff I was. She was a tease that way.
 

I stared into the tiny dark eye of her asshole as she brought herself lower over top of me. 
 

It had sort of been a fantasy of mine to fuck her in the ass ever since we'd gotten together but she'd never been into it and that was fine.
 

We had a great sex life and I didn't need to go places she didn't want to go to make anything better. 
 

Well, there was that one thing.
 

"I'm gonna put you in my pussy now," she whispered over her shoulder, "is that okay?"
 

I shook my head, smiled and gave her ass a playful slap. "Do it baby. Let me feel that hot pussy all over my cock," I said.
 

She giggled at the slap. She was leaning most of her weight on one knee on the bed, the other knee up as she lowered herself onto me.
 

As I felt the head of my cock slip past the lips of her tight cunt, she paused.
 

"Hold on," she said, lifting herself up.
 

"Wow, wow! What do you mean?!? I liked that! I liked what you were doing there!"
 

Katarina laughed but kept standing up.
 

I really didn't mind too much. She had the firmest phat-ass-white-girl-ass I'd ever seen on a woman and any chance I got to stare at it was a moment in heaven.
 

"You're gonna like this, I promise. I saw it online." She got up on both feet, positioning her pussy over my throbbing cock.
 

I hardened as I realized what she was going to do. "Oh fuck baby," I whispered, "you look beautiful."
 

She leaned forward, supporting herself on both hands as that nice dome of an ass sank towards me again. Pretty soon she was squatting in front of me, teasing my stiff rod with her dripping lips. "Come on. You have to help me get you in or I'm going to lose my balance," she giggled.
 

I grabbed my cock, straightened it until I felt her soft, wet hole and held it there as she lowered herself onto me. "Oh fuck," I groaned as the tight heat of her pussy clenched my stiff vein. "Baby that's so fucking hot!" I seethed.
 

Katarina didn't react except to sink lower, until her beautiful ass rested on my pelvis and I felt myself completely up inside her cunt. She squeezed me with her pussy a few times. 
 

I could tell she'd been doing her Kegels because her box got so tight I thought it was going to pop my cock off.
 

"Shit baby that's tight!" I whispered. I grabbed two handfuls of her fleshy ass and kneaded them. It made me harden inside her.
 

"Yeah? You like that ass don't you baby?" she asked. Then, slowly, carefully, still squeezing me with her pussy, she lifted herself up from her squat.
 

I watched the thick trail of clear-white cream that dribbled from her and down my shaft. Kat always got creamy when she got turned on and I loved seeing it leak out of her pussy. She moved her hips around a little, my cock in just past the glans, then sank back down onto me, her pussy emitting a noisy slurp as it swallowed my cock.
 

"Holy fuck baby!" I said, still holding onto her.
 

"Oh yeah," she purred as her rose and fell again. Her slow strokes turned into a nice steady rhythm and she started bouncing up and down on top of me, flexing her pussy and making my cock rock hard inside her.
 

"Fuck," I groaned as I felt the seed start to leave my nuts. "Baby you're so beautiful."
 

Katarina giggled again and looked back. "You mean all of me, right? Not just the part you're holding?" she teased. At the same time she started riding me a little harder. Her tight pussy was drooling cream all over my shaft, making slippery sounds as it slid up and down over me.
 

I watched her muscles flexing as she lifted and fell, lifted and fell. My eyes drifted back to that tiny black hole at the center of her crack. 
 

I let my hand drift around her cheek from where I was holding onto her, towards her tight ring. I pushed out my thumb and let it settle on the spot.
 

"Hey!" she said, reaching back and giving my hand a playful slap. "None of that!"
 

That just made me want it more. That just made me want to own her completely, press my thumb into her ass hole, past the knuckle until it was buried inside her filth. There was no sense forcing the issue, though. She didn't want it and what she was doing was more than good enough. I felt my sack tighten as my cock got ready to nut.
 

She felt me harden inside her. "Oooh," she cooed, "is somebody getting close?" She turned just enough so I could see her smile, the whole time still riding my shaft.
 

My jaw tightened and my body went rigid. "Fuck baby, I'm gonna come!" I groaned.
 

"Mmm, oh yeah. Give me all that cum! Let me feel you fill me up with your cum!" she begged, slopping down hard onto my pole.
 

Her creamy wetness spilling onto me, the sight of her body bouncing up and down and the way her ass hole squeezed, pushed me over the edge. 
 

"Fuck!" I roared as the first pulse of my seed shot through my aching shaft into her tight wetness.
 

Her body slowed. Her pussy squeezed my cock even tighter. She lifted herself up, pussy muscles draining my hard vein of its spunk. "That's it baby," she whispered, "fill me up. Give me all that cum."
 

I roared and shuddered as her curvy body coaxed every last drop of cum through my shaft, up into her filthy puss. I jerked on the bed, trying to shove myself deep into her, towards her cervix, but I couldn't do that much. 
 

She was on top of me and in control. She grabbed my shaking legs and held them down on the bed.
 

I felt spurt after spurt of my hot cum erupting inside her. I felt her squeezing me for more until there was nothing left. I felt the tension leave my cock and then the rest of my body.
 

She rode me for a while longer as I watched my mess spill out of her. 
 

As my cock fell out, Katarina lifted herself up and arched her back giving me the perfect view of her messy, desecrated rose. 
 

Another trickle of white leaked out and ran down her thigh. 
 

She lifted her leg over me, spun around and flopped down next to me on the bed, smiling. "You like?" she whispered, running her fingers through my chest hair.
 

"Oh fuck yeah," I exhaled. "I really, really like."
 






Chapter 2

 


"Can we go to breakfast?" Katarina whispered into my ear, her breath warm on my neck.
 

It was raining and grey outside and all I wanted to do was curl under the warm comforter and fall back asleep. There were few things she loved more than Sunday brunch, though and I knew I owed her one. "Give me a couple of minutes?" I mumbled. My voice sounded sleep and hoarse.
 

"Of course," she said and I could hear she was smiling. "Have you thought about what you want?" She ran her fingers down my chest again making me shiver.
 

"What I want?" I asked, although I already knew exactly what she was talking about.
 

"For your birthday, silly!"
 

I knew because I'd been thinking about it since she'd asked me a week ago. Actually I'd been thinking about it every year around this time. Katarina and I had been married five years now, known each other for seven and every year I would try and work up the courage to ask her the same thing. Every year I would back out at the last minute and ask for something else. A nice shaving kit. A watch. Then I would spend the next year pumping myself up, telling myself that next year would be the year it was going to happen. I was determined to ask this time.
 

I rolled onto my side. I stared deep into her eyes. There was still a tiny smile curling the sides of her lips as she looked back and forth between my eyes.
 

"What?" she asked.
 

A panicked jolt of adrenaline raced through me. I'd rehearsed this over and over for the last week, trying out different ways of saying it, practising my expression in front of a mirror even. Still, I'd never been great under pressure and now that the moment was here I felt the urge to back out.
 

You got this, Luke. You can do this.
 

"Why are you looking at me like that?"
 

"Cause I love you," I said, forcing a smile.
 

"Well I know that," she replied, rolling her eyes, "but that's not the look you usually give me when you're about to say that."
 

"It's not?" I asked, stalling for time.
 

"Come on Lukey. I want to know. What's going on behind those eyes?"
 

I'd done a bit of reading online about how to bring it up. Talk to your wife. Be honest. Explain how you fell and why. It all sounded like great advice but the trouble was I had no idea about how she was going to react.
 

Katarina was sexually adventurous as long as it stayed within certain boundaries. No anal. No throat-fucking. No ejaculating into her mouth. Aside from that almost everything was fair game. But there was one thing I'd been dying to try with her for the last seven years that involved none of those things.
 

What I wanted most for my birthday was to see her with another man.
 

"Okay, this is getting boring. Are you going to tell me or what? If not, can we go to breakfast pleeeease? I'm starving!" she whined.
 

This is it Luke. Get. It. Done.
 

"Can I ask you something?" I asked.
 

"Of course," she said, her eyes narrowing a bit in concern. "Is it bad?"
 

"No. I mean, I hope it isn't. I want you to keep an open mind. There's something I've been wanting to tell you for a long time but I just...I couldn't."
 

The smile faded from her expression. She looked very worried now. "What is it?"
 

I laughed, trying to diffuse the tension that my question had brought. "Don't worry. It's not bad. I promise."
 

She sighed, a little exasperated and slapped my arm, "Then just tell me already! What?!?"
 

I took a deep breath. Suddenly all the words I'd rehearsed seemed to vanish from my mind, replaced by a vacuum. I had no idea what to say. 
 

Another shot of nerves pulsed through me. 
 

I was nervous but not just about her reaction. I wasn't even that worried about that part. At worst I knew she would laugh, tell me "no way" and that would be the end of it. 
 

I was more worried about the line I was about to cross. I felt like once I'd said it out loud it would always be there. I felt like once I said it there would be no going back.
 

"Luke, come one! I'm dying over here!" she said with a giggle and another friendly slap.
 

"Okay, okay. Here goes nothing." I looked into her eyes and tried to look serious but friendly. "Would you ever sleep with another man?"
 

Her brow furrowed as what I'd said sank in. She shook her head and her mouth fell open a little. "What? What do you mean?" She seemed hurt. "You know I'd never do that to you."
 

I bit my lip. That hadn't been exactly the way I'd wanted it to come out. "I don't mean it like that. I meant, if I asked you to, would you sleep with another guy?"
 

She raised an eyebrow. "Why? Why would you ask me that?"
 

I sighed. This was it. The moment of truth. "Because," I began, "because I think seeing that would be incredibly hot."
 

Bam. It was out.
 

Katarina looked down towards the sheets and I could tell she was processing what I'd said. It seemed like forever before she looked back up into my eyes. "You want me to sleep with another guy?"
 

I nodded. "For my birthday."
 

A slow smile crept across her lips and her eyes narrowed as she gave me a sly look. "Luke Sikorski, you are hilarious," she said before bursting out laughing. She pressed her hands against her mouth and flopped back onto the bed in a a fit of giggles.
 

The knot in my stomach began to unwind as the tension between us eased with her laughter. I leaned closer to her. "Hey, I'm serious," I whispered, leaning in and kissing her on the cheek.
 

It made her stop laughing as her eyes bulged. "You're serious?"
 

"I'm serious."
 

She shook her head but she was still smiling, as if she didn't believe me. "You are not!"
 

"I know it sounds crazy. Trust me it took me a long time to bring this up but..."
 

"A long time?!?" she yelped, bouncing up off the bed again and propping herself up on her elbows. "How long exactly?"
 

I felt my face start to get a little hot at my admission. "A few years?" I said quietly.
 

Her eyes grew even wider. "A few years?!?" she shrieked. "Luke! What is this all about?!?"
 

I felt my courage leave me all at once. I hadn't anticipated things to go this way. 
 

The way it had played out in my head had been completely different. I'd seen her being a little shy. Then curious. Then...horny, I guess. 
 

I'd hoped it would turn her on as much as it turned me on. Now I just wanted it to all go away. "You know what, forget it. Forget I said anything," I mumbled as I rolled towards the other side of the bed. 
 

If I made a run for it I knew I could make it to the bathroom before she caught me. I'd hole up in there for a few days,until everything blew over. 
 

Then she could get me that deodorant I'd had my eye on. Or the home brew kit I'd been ogling on Amazon.
 

Katarina pounced up and scrambled onto me before my feet hit the ground. Straddling my chest, her bare, used pussy, still dripping goo just inches from my face. "Oh no you don't!" she snapped with a devilish grin. "Not now you don't!"
 

"Kat, come on," I groaned, trying to wrestle her off. She wasn't overweight, just curvy. More weight than I could move, though. 
 

She leaned forward and pinned my wrists to the mattress with her hands. Her eyes were sparkling mischief as she stared into mine. "Now, I want to hear more about this little...what is this, a fetish?"
 

I rolled my eyes and tried to look away. Resting a knee on my arm, she put her hand on my mouth and wrenched my head back into place so I had to look at her. "Kat, you're hurting me," I said, trying to play the sad puppy card.
 

"Oh no I am not!" she laughed. "You're full of shit! Come on, you can't say something like that and run away. I want to hear it. I want to hear all about it.
 

I sighed. I knew I was trapped. 
 

Once Katarina set her mind on something, come hell or high water she would get what she wanted. "Okay," I said, finally. "But you have to get off. You're a little..."
 

"Don't you say that word if you know what's good for you!" she snapped, pointing her finger straight at my eyes.
 

This made me laugh because she had an inability to be serious or menacing no matter how hard she tried. It always came out like a kindergarten teacher trying to be stern to a puppy.
 

"Besides," she whispered, easing her pussy closer to my chin, "I have a feeling you don't mind being this kind of trapped."
 

I glanced down at her now folded petals, coated in the tiniest membrane of sweat and our mingled mess. When I looked up she was casting me a knowing smile.
 

"Am I right?" she asked.
 

I laughed again and looked away but I knew she was. Damn she was fine! "Okay. Fine. But no laughing," I said, trying to sound stern myself.
 

"I'll laugh when I want, mister!" She wiggled her hips on top of me and a tiny squirt of our juices seeped from between her sealed folds.
 

"Maybe it would help if you looked it up. That's what I did. I'll send you some links and..."
 

"You can send me links until you're blue in the face. I want to hear it from you!"
 

I realized there was no escaping my fate. I'd brought this up, I was going to be the one to explain it. "Okay, look, it's just...I didn't even know what the hell this was. I had to look it up. People are into some crazy shit out there, I can tell you that."
 

"Fine, Luke but this. This is what we're talking about. Now spit it out!"
 

I sighed again. "It's called hotwifing."
 

"Hotwifing?"
 

"Hotwifing."
 

"I like the sound of that," she smiled. "I'm a hot wife. Right?" She wiggled her hips again, tugging my gaze towards her core.
 

"You are, just not the way this means."
 

"So what does this mean?"
 

"It means there are guys out there that are into watching their wives with other men."
 

She paused. "Really?" she whispered and something about her voice made me catch my breath. It sounded like she was actually considering this as a possibility. "So that's what it's called," she muttered.
 

"Wait, what?" I asked. What had she just said?
 

"Huh? Oh, nothing. Never mind."
 

For a moment there, she'd seemed lost in her thoughts. Then her smile was back. "So you really want to do something like this?"
 

"Really," I replied, steeling my nerves. "These guys, they let their wives hook up with other guys while they watch."
 

"Watch? Like, watch them have sex?"
 

I nodded.
 

Her eyes were wide but not with disbelief. Curiosity, if I was reading it right. "And they don't get jealous?" she asked quietly.
 

I tried to shrug. "Some do. Some don't. Some kind of like it. Getting jealous, I mean."
 

Katarina looked even deeper into my eyes, like she was searching for what kind of guy I was. "You wouldn't?"
 

"That's the thing. I don't know."
 

"But you want to find out?"
 

Did I? I thought I had. Now that she was talking about it, now that we were talking about it, I wasn't quite sure. 
 

My cock was getting hard again but what about my mind? I didn't have the wherewithal to figure it out. "I...I don't know," I confessed.
 

Katarina let go of my arms and sat up. She put her hands on her full hips and stared at me trying to decipher what I meant. Then, very slowly, she reached a hand around her back until the tips of her fingers found my hard cock. 
 

Her eyes opened wide as she felt my hardness. She wrapped her fingers around my manhood and stroked. Then she smiled.
 

I let my eyes drift down to her full, pert breasts. Her nipples had hardened into two pink stones at the tips of her orbs. I looked between her legs. 
 

Her wetness had started to come in again.Wiggling her hips, she began to work her way down my chest, down my stomach, over my hips, until her soft pink folds were once again over my raging hard-on. She leaned forward as she slid her tender slit over my cock.
 

I looked down and watched the head of it slide out from under her.
 

She leaned forward, resting on her elbows, her lips just inches from mine. "So," she purred, "you're not sure what kind of guy you are?" 
 

She rocked her hips again and I felt my cock disappear under her. 
 

Then, as she rocked back, I felt her hot pussy swallow me whole as she impaled herself on my shaft. 
 

"Mmm. There's definitely something about this that has you excited," she said with a smile.
 






Chapter 3

 


As I felt her body start to rock back and forth I let my hands drift up her ample thighs and come to rest on the cheeks of her ass.
 

"So let me get this straight," she whispered into my ear as her breasts pressed against my chest. "You've thought about me fucking other men before?"
 

I suddenly felt the most pleasant paralysis of my life. This was my fantasy coming true. Part of it at least. I'd dreamed about Katarina doing this very thing since the first time I'd had the thought. I nodded.
 

She smiled. "You've thought of what it would look like, seeing another man put his cock up my pussy?"
 

I groaned and flexed inside her, hardening to an iron rod.
 

This made her moan a little and her eyes rolled back for a moment. "I guess that's a yes," she said, still smiling. "And if I did this for you, if this really were your birthday present, what would I get for my birthday?" she giggled.
 

I was breathless now. She was riding me harder, faster with each thrust and again I felt the ache between my legs become almost too much. "Anything baby," I replied in a whisper.
 

"Anything?" she said in mock surprise.
 

I nodded again. Fuck, I would have said anything right then from the way she was fucking me.
 

Katarina threw her head back and laughed. When she looked back down at me, her long hair fell forward, tickling my chest. "So I still want to know, would you be jealous of seeing a man this deep inside your wife?" she teased.
 

The blood rushed to my cock, hardening it inside her completely as I groaned.
 

Her expression changed. Her smile faltered, her lips quivered as she exhaled. "Oh God," she whispered and I felt her dampness clamp down around me.
 

"Holy fuck," I said, "you're thinking about it aren't you?"
 

"Oh baby," she mewled, "talk to me!"
 

I dug my fingers into her fleshy ass. "You're thinking about someone else's big dick inside you right now," I said.
 

As she closed her eyes and moaned I felt the control shift in the situation. It was still her on top, but I was the one doing the driving now.
 

"You thinking of him filling up your pussy? Is that why you're so wet?" I found myself thinking of it too, as soon as I said it and it only made me harder inside her.
 

"Oh fuck don't stop!" she cried. She started riding me like she was on a bucking bronco, wet splats farting out of her sloppy vagina with each thrust.
 

My mind scrambled to think of something else to say. "You want to feel a cock, a big black cock this hard fill you up with hot cum?" I grabbed her tits as I said it and squeezed.
 

Her eyes bulged and she threw her head forward boring into me with her gaze. "What?!?" she whispered.
 

Fuck! Had she liked it? Did I take it back?!? Did I say it again?!? No better time to say "fuck it" then when your wife is sucking the spunk out of your hard shaft with her tight cunt.
 

"You want it, don't you? You want to feel a big, black cock stuffed deep into your pussy!" I seethed.
 

Her mouth opened, then her lips twisted in agony. I felt her tight wetness clutch at me. Then again. Then again.
 

"Oh God!" she screamed, her shrill voice bouncing off the bedroom walls. Cum drained out of her opening, coating my dick in a sticky glaze as it trickled onto my balls. Her tits bobbed above me, crashing into each other with fat slaps as her body trembled with an orgasm.
 

I stared wide-eyed at my wife, the memories of what I'd just said to her racing through my mind. 
 

Had that really been what made her body do this?
 

As she shuddered through the tail of her orgasm, her eyes opened and locked onto mine. She stared at me with an intensity that almost scared me but she kept riding my cock, tightening and squeezing her pussy as she bucked.
 

I felt my nuts seize. "Oh fuck!" I shouted as my cock pulsed, retching what spunk was left into her sloppy puss. My body shook and spasmed beneath her as she stared into my eyes and rode me through the peak of my orgasm, draining my sack and finally making my cock flop out of her messy snatch.
 

She collapsed on top of me a glistening, sweaty mess, panting and exhausted. 
 

I let her lie there like that for a while until the weight got to be too much. I rolled her gently to one side.
 

As she rolled onto her back on the mattress, she put the back of her hand up to her forehead and glanced at me. "Oh fuck is right," she said quietly, then burst into laughter so hard it shook the whole bed.
 



***

 


We went for brunch to Ruthie's Diner, the way we did almost every Sunday. Katarina was cheerful and playful and neither of us mentioned what had happened. 
 

Afterwards, we decided to walk home despite the cold late-October rain. We huddled together under an umbrella against the biting wind and every once in a while Katarina would squeeze my arm, a gesture that made warmed me and undid some of the tightness that had formed in my stomach at what had happened between us.
 

Once we got home I started the fire and grabbed us a couple of beers. We hunkered down in front of the TV to do some binge-watching but Katarina didn't turn it on. Instead, she took a swig of her beer, set the bottle on the end table and tucked her feet under her legs as she turned to me.
 

"I want to talk," she said, smiling.
 

"Okay."
 

"I want to talk about what happened this morning."
 

I was happy she was the one to bring it up but I felt some dread at what she was going to say, despite her smile. "Okay," I said, steeling my nerves.
 

"Okay? Okay?!?" she gasped. "You're the one that started this! You talk!" She burst out laughing again, rolling onto her back and putting a finger up to her nose to stifle her giggles. After a minute or so she sat back up, put her hands on my cheeks and giggled again. "You are so cute."
 

"Alright, alright, enough already!" I said, swatting her hands away. "What do you want me to say?"
 

She looked up to one side and twisted her lips into a half-pout signalling she was giving it some thought. "Okay," she said finally, "are you serious?"
 

"Am I serious about my birthday present?" I asked.
 

"Yes."
 

I sighed and thought about it. "To be honest with you, I had no idea you were going to react like that."
 

"What? You mean my orgasm?" she said with a half-smile.
 

"Yeah. That."
 

"Yeah. That was something else," she said, rolling her eyes. "Don't get me wrong, I liked it! I just, I don't know. It kind of caught me off guard."
 

"What'd you like about it?" I picked up my beer and took another swig. This was getting interesting now. And easier, it felt like.
 

"I don't know. I swear to you I have never thought about being with another guy while I've been with you. Hell, even when I masturbate I think about you."
 

That was a strangely sweet thing to hear. Something about the last thing she'd said, the "while I've been with you," part made a little bell ring in some dark recess of my mind but I ignored whatever it was.
 

"So..." I began, but trailed off and looked down at the couch pillows. 
 

Did I really go further? Did I dare ask?
 

Fuck it.
 

"So...is it something you would ever do? Maybe?" I ventured.
 

She took a deep breath, reached back for her beer and took a swig. "I don't know. How would that work even? Like, how do we find someone to do that with? How do you even ask about that? Do you know? I wouldn't want it to be with anyone we knew, that would be weird. Wouldn't it be weird? I don't know, I think it would be weird..."
 

I chuckled. If there was one way to know whether Katarina was into something it was by how much she talked about it.
 

"Shutup! Stop laughing!" she said, slapping the inside of my thigh.
 

"Ow! Okay! Stop hitting me!"
 

She rolled her eyes. "Oh come on, it wasn't that hard. Seriously though. What now?" And her face turned completely serious, not even a flicker of a smile.
 

"Well... " I began. 
 

Some of the things I'd read had been pretty out there. Finding guys on Craigslist or other forums. That all seemed pretty sketchy. 
 

"What if we took this slow? What if we just, I don't know, went out one night. You could maybe pretend you didn't know me or something like that. Maybe dancing? We could just see how both of us felt about it. Then, if you found a guy you like, then maybe... you know... "
 

Katarina thought on it for a moment, rubbing her chin with her fingers before looking back at me. She was wearing an expression that was somewhere between worried and confused. "I don't know, Luke. That sounds... it sounds so impersonal."
 

I rolled my eyes and let out a guffaw. "Kat, come on! First you said it's too personal if it's someone we know, now you're saying it's too impersonal if it's someone you don't?"
 

"Hey," she said in a playful growl. "If you want your birthday present, you better be nice to me, okay?"
 

"Okay, okay," I replied, knowing that that playful growl could easily turn vicious, given the wrong set of circumstances or if the wrong thing was said. 
 

"Listen, why don't we think about it. Just because it's supposed to be a birthday present, doesn't mean I need to get it on my birthday. Let's take our time. Maybe we'll come up with someone we really like?"
 

Katarina's expression softened and she nodded slightly. "Okay. That sounds good. I like that idea."
 

She leaned her head against my chest and I could feel how warm her cheeks were from the beer, even through my shirt. After a few moments, she looked up.
 

"You want to turn on the TV?" I asked.
 

She bit her lower lip and I knew I was in for the best kind of trouble. "If you do?"
 

"I want what you want, baby. You just say the word."
 

Her eyes wandered side to side a few times as she curled up closer to me on the sofa.
 

She had something naughty on her mind, I could tell.
 

After a few more minutes of quiet contemplation, Katarina seemed to find the courage to tell me what it was she wanted. She walked two fingers down my stomach and before I could react had tucked her hand down into my pants.
 

I bucked at the feeling of her wrapping her fist around my cock. "Wow," I whispered, "you are something else today!"
 

Katarina liked sex but twice on a Sunday, hell, twice in one morning practically, was unheard of.
 

She looked up at me with big, blue, pleading eyes as her hand started to work my shaft to life. "I want you to talk to me again."
 

I reached out and a ran a finger down her cheek, tucking a stray strand of her hair behind her ear. I was really kind of hoping that she would go the extra mile and suck my cock. "Talk to you again, baby?"
 

"Yeah," she whispered. "I want you to talk to me again. About those other guys."
 

Those other guys.
 

Shit. That escalated quickly! "You mean you being with another guy?" I asked.
 

Her only answer was a mewling little moan as she pulled my half-hard cock out of my pants. She started rubbing me harder, like she needed it as much as I wanted it.
 

It was incredibly hot but a little unnerving that thinking of being with other men was doing this to her.
 

"What do you want me to say, baby?" I asked, a little breathless from how she was trying to rub one out of me.
 

Katarina slipped off the sofa and in between my legs, her eyes never leaving mine and her hand stroking my cock evenly the whole time. She arched a brow as she opened her mouth and hovered above my now hard cock. "Oh, I don't know," she said, playing innocent. "I fell like you can probably figure it out."
 

Right before she sank her face over my pole, she pushed her other hand down her panties. The dank smell of her hot pussy wafted up between my legs as the quiet sound of her splitting her lips open with a finger slapped around the room.
 

The inside of her mouth was hot and wet and she started sucking my cock like it was a Popsicle on a hot summer's day.
 

I started grunting as my cock started flexing inside her hollowed cheeks, pre-seed already seeping through my shaft.
 

Katarina popped off me with a wet slop and a string of clear drool trailed from the corner of her mouth to the head of my cock.
 

"Oh baby, don't stop!" I groaned.
 

Katarina smiled a wicked grin. "You're going to have to do better than just sitting there enjoying yourself if you want me to keep going. Think you can do that?"
 

Come on Luke. Get it together.
 

"Okay, baby. I can try," I said quietly, my hand reaching out and around her head. I needed to feel her face on me again.
 

Katarina sank down slowly. She pushed her tongue out past her cherry lips and gave the underside of my glans a quick flick, reminding me of what she wanted.
 

"Okay," I breathed, "okay." I closed my eyes and did my best to conjure up a scene. "Okay. You're in this room. You're on your knees. The same way you are now except it's not me on the couch. It's him."
 

My eyes popped open as Katarina's hot mouth sank onto my cock again. She squeezed the base of my shaft with her fist as her fingers began to spin between her legs.
 

She was staring at me with wide, expectant eyes.
 

"He's... he's big. He's got a big cock. Bigger than mine. It's so big that it's a little hard to get your lips around it when it's hard," I said.
 

Katarina closed her eyes and moaned.
 

The most pleasant vibration rattled up my hard cock and up to the base of my spine from the sound.
 

"You're mouth is full of it," I said. "Even though he's thick and long, you're trying to take as much of him as you can into it. Every once in a while he reaches around the back of your head like this... "
 

I put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her down.
 

Katarina's eyes went wide as I felt my cock plunge deeper into her mouth than it had ever gone.
 

For a moment I thought I'd fucked up. Kat wasn't really into rough sex and she didn't like when I did things like that.
 

She looked up at me and for some reason I didn't let go of her, just kept her there with her mouth stuffed full of my cock.
 

We held each others stares and after a moment her fingers started spinning slowly between her legs again.
 

I found the courage to keep talking.
 

"He holds you like this, with your mouth full of his cock."
 

Her nostrils flared open and shut as she struggled to breathe.
 

"Then he shoves himself in just a little deeper," I said as I pulled her even closer, the head of my cock plunging into her throat.
 

The muscles in her throat tightened around the tip of my glans as she gagged.
 

Planting her palms on my thighs she yanked her head back.
 

My cock sprang out, spraying spittle and bile up onto my t-shirt as it bounced back and forth. I stared at Katarina, once again hoping I hadn't overdone things.
 

She was still on her knees, mouth hanging open as she caught her breath.
 

My heart was pounding inside my chest.
 

It could have gone one way or the other at that point. She could have gotten up and walked off, which is what I thought she was going to do.
 

She didn't. She grabbed my meat and started flicking her pussy with her fingers again as she sank her mouth down toward it. "Keep talking," she said, her voice a throaty gurgle.
 

I shivered and my cock hardened in her hand. "You lick up his shaft."
 

"Like this?" she asked, sticking her tongue out, tilting her head sideways and running her tongue up the side of my cock.
 

"Fuck yes," I seethed. "You lick the head of it."
 

"Like this?" She started licking the underside of my head.
 

My cock sprang up, seed rushing into it from my nuts. "Fuck yes. Kat... go easy baby, you're going to make me come... " I said, straining to control myself.
 

"Fuck Luke," she whispered as she scrambled up onto my lap on the couch. She yanked the short shorts she was wearing to one side and sat down on me.
 

I tensed as my cock slid into the wet heat of her cunt.
 

"Come on Lukey, keep talking baby," she pleaded, her breath hot on my cheek.
 

"You get up on him just like this," I said, swallowing and trying desperately not to come. "He's thick. He spreads your pussy out so wide."
 

"Oh Luke!" she groaned. "Fuck yes!"
 

I looked up to see that her eyes were closed. She looked like a bitch on a bronco the way she was riding me.
 

Just a little longer. Please.
 

"He doesn't have a condom on."
 

I don't even know where that came from.
 

Her eyes bugged and she looked down at me but she never broke her stride.
 

I went rock-hard inside of her.
 

"What did you say?" she whispered.
 

It was too late to take it back. She was still riding me hard so it didn't seem like she'd had a huge problem with it. What the hell? Sometimes you just have to roll with, you know?
 

"He' doesn't have a condom on and your pussy is totally bare."
 

Her eyes got even rounder and her pussy squeezed my cock, juice seeping from her with a soft squelch. "Are you just going to let him come inside me like that? Are you just going to sit and watch while he does it?"
 

I didn't think I could get any more rigid but that question did it. I went so hard inside of her as she squeezed me again. I felt a blast of seed come racing through my shaft. "Fuck baby, I can't hold it. I'm gonna come!"
 

"He's going to come. He's going to come inside me without a condom. He's going to fill me up, right!"
 

Ho-lee shit!
 

"Fuck yes!" I shouted. "He's fucking coming inside of you!"
 

My cock flexed and spat the first blast of hot seed along Katarina's soft walls.
 

She dug her nails into the back of my neck. "I fucking feel it," she moaned.
 

A moment later her pussy was squeezing me, sucking the juice out of my cock as she rode me to her own orgasm.
 

I just stared at her, getting lost in ecstasy as blast after blast of my hot spunk slathered across her insides.
 

I wish things like that could last forever.
 

We rode down together slowly, my hands on her ass helping her rock back and forth against my body as she shivered and shuddered out the rest of her climax.
 

When it was finally over, she pressed her forehead against mine, closed her eyes and just sat there for the longest time.
 

My softening cock fell out of her after a while and I felt a little puddle of seed come running out after it. I didn't even care if it got on the couch. That had to have been the hottest thing we'd ever done.
 






Chapter 4

 


Katarina had always been a keener at everything she did. School projects were always completed ahead of schedule and with extra research for those sweet, sweet bonus grades.
 

When it was time to redo our porch, Katarina had done extensive research not only on which contractor to use but also on the type of wood that would be best for our climate as well as the design of the footing.
 

She threw herself into our new obsession with the same sort of passion.
 

I don't think there was a single website she didn't visit about hotwifing. That led, of course, to her discovering some of the darker aspects of the fetish, something which she brought up one night as we were lying in bed in the dark.
 

"So are you a cuckold?"
 

I had just been getting to sleep and the question hit me like a freight train sending a jolt of adrenaline pounding through my body. "Excuse me?"
 

Katarina rolled over on her side to face me, propping her head up on her hand.
 

I could see the reflection of the moonlight in her eyes but not much else about her face.
 

"You heard me. Are you a cuckold?"
 

I stammered trying to start a sentence a few times before finally managing to come up with, "why do you ask?"
 

Good one Luke.
 

Katarina's lips split in a smile, something I only knew because the sound was so similair to prying her pussy lips open when she was wet. "You're cute," she whispered.
 

At least this gave me some time to get my head on straight. "Seriously, where did you come up with that?"
 

"Just some of the websites I went on had some links to some... kind of, well, more intense things I guess."
 

"Like what?" I asked, breathless at what she was about to say.
 

"Well, I think that cuckold is a little different than hotwife, right?"
 

"Uh-huh," I replied.
 

"Are you a cuckold? Or do you just want a hot wife?"
 

What a thing to ask a guy right before he's about to fall asleep. Sheesh! "Baby, I don't... I don't know if now's the best time to, you know, work that out?"
 

Her hand was in my pyjamas and on my cock before I could protest.
 

Like I was going to anyways.
 

My eyes had mostly adjusted to the darkness now and I could see her smiling as she trailed the tips of her fingers along my cock and down to graze against my sack. "We could find out?" she whispered, close enough that I felt her breath on my neck.
 

Oh fuck. What had I done?
 

"How?" I asked.
 

"Well," Katarina said, her fingers closing around my cock again. "I think one of the biggest differences I saw was the humiliation. Do you want me to humiliate you for your birthday Mr. Sikorski?" she asked, still smiling. She squeezed my cock at the same time.
 

"What do you mean by that?" I asked. I hadn't really delved that deeply into the whole cuckold world. I just like the idea of watching Katarina with another guy.
 

"I mean, do you want me to laugh at what a small cock you have while I let another guy fuck me?" she said, squeezing me again.
 

Nothing. Nada. Zip, zero, zilch.
 

"Okay," she whispered. "Guess not." She let go of my cock and started trailing her fingers up and down the shaft again. "What if... " she trailed off.
 

I could tell she was thinking something else up.
 

"What if I were on my hands and knees on the bed. He was behind me, you were in front. We were staring into each others eyes and just as he pushed his cock into my pussy, I leaned in and kissed you on the mouth. So you could feel how my body felt as he moved into me?"
 

She didn't really need to squeeze that hard this time.
 

My cock just actually stood up.
 

"Oh," Katarina purred as she leaned in to kiss me on the lips. "I like that you like that." Her fist was around me again, choking my cock and working it to life.
 

I was breathing heavy and my heart was pounding against my rib cage.
 

It seemed like my Katarina was changing in front of my very eyes. She'd never been a prude but she'd never been a slut, either. Now she seemed to have a new, much different interest in sex.
 

"Lukey," she said, leaning forward again and kissing me on the cheek this time. "Lukey I thought of someone."
 

My heart seized, then sputtered to life again. I turned to stare into her eyes. "What?" I breathed, barely able to get the word out.
 

"I... " she bit her lip and her eyes roamed the lines of my face, like she was trying to figure out whether she should go on or not. "You're not going to get mad, are you?" she asked.
 

Mad? Mad? Why would I get mad? 
 

Insanely jealous? Yes. For a moment I was that. It took me a beat to remember that I was the one that had come up with this crazy idea in the first place. "Mad? No. I won't get mad. I promise. I just... I didn't expect you to say that."
 

Katarina smiled, looking pleased that I hadn't had a bad reaction. "You know me," she said. "I like to do my homework before I start any project. Right?"
 

I chuckled. "Right."
 

Then I remembered what she'd just said. "So? Are you going to tell me?"
 

Katarina rubbed my cock for a while longer, smiling and biting her lip, enjoying something about the moment.
 

I wasn't sure what that something was.
 

"Do you remember Esteban?"
 

Esteban.
 

Esteban?
 

Pow. 
 

Esteban.
 

"B-but... but I thought he was... "
 

"In Spain? He is," she said, her hand still stroking my now very hard shaft. "But he won't be this weekend."
 

This weekend? This weekend?!?
 

This weekend.
 

The words sent a fresh rush of adrenaline surging through my body as blood poured into my cock. "This weekend?" I asked, barely able to breathe. "You made plans for this weekend?"
 

"Baby," she whispered into my ear, "relax. Relax. I made very loose plans. Not those kinds of plans. I went on the Facebook to see what he was up to and it turned out he's in town for business. So... I'm sorry, maybe I should have asked you first?"
 

Her mouth took on a slight pout.
 

I started feeling a little bad for how I'd reacted. I hoped it hadn't made her feel bad about all this. "No, baby, no. I'm sorry. It's just... I wasn't expecting it, that's all."
 

"Are you sure?" she said, her brow furrowing in concern.
 

"I'm sure. I'm sure," I replied.
 

I'd more or less gotten my breathing back under control and my heart rate, and now my whole body was humming with energy, begging for her to go on.
 

"Okay. If you're sure?"
 

"Really," I reassured. "I'm sure."
 

"Okay. So, he was thrilled to hear from me," she explained.
 

Thrilled. Of course he was thrilled. Who wouldn't be? Katarina was a smart, funny, beautiful woman. Her and Esteban had been a thing in the past. I'd never met him, only heard a few stories that I'd plied out of her.
 

He was, supposedly, a large Spanish man who'd been a soccer player in a minor league in Spain before becoming a chef.
 

"He said he would be free on Saturday night. What do you think?"
 

My stomach tightened into an iron knot at the thought of Katarina seeing Esteban, the dark European from her past, on fucking Saturday.
 

All because I'd asked her to, too.
 

I swallowed loudly and watched her eyes. "Saturday?" It came out as almost a squeak.
 

"Saturday, yes." she answered.
 

"Saturday... " I said before trailing off.
 

It took a few moments before she let go of my cock. She rested her hand on my chest.
 

When I looked at her again her expression had changed into something more doubtful.
 

"Lukey... "
 

"No, no," I said interrupting, "that was nice. You don't have to stop!"
 

Katarina sighed. "Okay, look. I read about this too. A lot of the sites said that this can be really hard, that it can really hurt a marriage if you don't do it right."
 

"Wait, what?" I pulled myself up onto my elbows, tendrils of panic crawling through my body. "No, no, it's not... Katarina, nothing like that would ever happen with us!"
 

She stared into my eyes for a long time before replying. "I know you say that now. I heard that a lot of guys that are into this say that and then... then, when things happen they change their minds."
 

Good one, Luke.
 

So basically I'd scared her off because I couldn't keep my shit together when she told me that she actually wanted to go for it. I took a deep breath. This would take exactly the right kind of explanation if I was going to get her back on track.
 

"Listen, Katarina," I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. "I want you to listen carefully. I am seriously not freaked out about this at all," I lied. "I was the one who brought this up, remember? I was the one that asked for it. I was just really, really shocked when you told me about Esteban and Saturday. Please don't confuse that for me not wanting this. I just... it was just a shock, that's all."
 

Her eyes danced around the darkness of the room as she tried to make up her mind. Even when they settled back on mine I didn't know if what I'd said had been good enough.
 

"You're sure?" she asked.
 

"Surer than sure," I replied.
 

She cracked a wry smile and her hand slid back between my legs, fingers wrapping around my flagging cock again. "Okay. If you're sure."
 

"Totally," I said, hoping that my eyelid wasn't dancing the way it usually did when I lied, or, if it was, it was too dark for her to see.
 

"So here's what I thought," she began, her hand stroking my cock again. "I thought that on Saturday I could get dressed up, maybe in that nice red dress you bought for me last year, remember?"
 

I nodded. God, did I ever remember. That thing was a magnet for men's eyes.
 

"Esteban is staying at the Hilton and Merrywell. He finishes his last conference at six? I thought... I told him that we could meet at eight?"
 

Oh dear God.
 

My cock was rock hard and my heart was racing again but I did not want to let on that there was any doubt in my mind that this was what I wanted. I swallowed the lingering fear that had tightened my throat and nodded.
 

"Yes? You're okay with that?" she asked, seeming almost bewildered by my reply.
 

"Totally fine," I said.
 

She smiled, her hand tightening around my dick. "I promise I won't let him fuck me in his room," she teased.
 

That proved too much.
 

A pulse of hot seed spurted through my shaft and out into my underwear.
 

Katarina's eyes popped open wide until she realized what was happening. As soon as she did, she started pumping me hard sending me cresting over the peak of my orgasm.
 

I shouted and "oh fuck!"
 

This made her bite her lip but she couldn't stop from bursting into a fit of delicious giggles.
 

For some reason that sent another wave of pleasure crashing through me as she finished me off with her hand.
 

"Shit baby, I'm sorry," I whispered as she pulled sticky hand out from my underwear and wiped it on my shirt. "If you want I can... "
 

She kissed me on the cheek and cuddled up next to me as I sank down onto the bed. "It's okay, honey," she said, closing her eyes. "I know you can. I'm good."
 

She was asleep a short while later as I lay alternately staring at the ceiling and back at her, wondering what I'd done?
 






Chapter 5

 


That was not an easy few days to get through, between that night and Saturday. When it finally came I felt like I'd run through every emotion about the situation I could have had.
 

I felt spent before anything had actually happened.
 

Katarina didn't talk about it at all after that night. She went about her routine, humming as she brushed her teeth and bouncing cheerily through the kitchen making dinner after I got home from work.
 

She seemed absolutely unaffected by it and that drove me to the brink of insanity.
 

All I wanted to do was talk. I wanted to talk about what I was going through. It felt like each minute brought a new emotion. 
 

One minute I was so charged up I thought I could take on the world, the next I would be wallowing in self-doubt.
 

I knew that if I told Katarina about how manic I was being about the whole thing it might make her walk away, not wanting to change things between us.
 

So I kept things to myself and made sure to smile a lot when she was around.
 

We had sex on Friday but this time she didn't ask for any dirty talk.
 

She initiated it with a warm, gentle kiss and a hand on my cheek.
 

I rolled over, being the man I was, and immediately tried to get between her legs.
 

"Hold on," she whispered, "let's just do this for a while."
 

So we made out. I ran my hands up and down her body, studying her curves with my fingers.
 

Every once in a while the very vivid image of Esteban, whom I had yet to even see a picture of, doing the same thing to her. They had been together, after all. I was sure he had done exactly that already.
 

By the time Katarina spread her legs and let me sink between her thighs I was hard as a rock.
 

She pried her pussy lips apart with her fingers and took my cock in hand and guided me to her opening, her fingers lingering on my shaft as I slipped into her body.
 

"You want me to talk dirty to you?" I said, completely ignoring the signals she was giving off.
 

I was so dumb that way sometimes. It was pretty clear she just wanted a nice, soft, intimate evening and not fast and rough.
 

But I had to get in there with my "hur-dur you want I should talk dirty?"
 

Katarina dismissed it with a giggle before wrapping her arms around my neck. "No, honey. I just want this. I just want us."
 

She was always good at letting things go like that.
 

So I fucked her slow and soft.
 

She ran her thighs up my legs and wrapped her legs around my ass as I drove my cock into her pussy.
 

When she came it was nothing more than a tiny shudder that made her close her eyes. The look she gave me when she was done said it was time.
 

She squeezed my cock with her pussy and a few moments later I stifled a groan as I ejaculated inside of her.
 

Then I rolled off and we kissed some more before drifting off to sleep.
 

The next morning the reminder of what day it was hit me like freight train at full speed. I rolled out of bed, leaving Katarina snoring softly under the covers and crept into the bathroom.
 

After my shower I went downstairs and made coffee. Everything was a blur.
 

Every time I tried to concentrate on something the thought of what was happening that night would push into my mind and I would be left staring at the wall, wondering if everything was going to be alright.
 

When Katarina came down, she walked through the kitchen so softly that I didn't hear her. I nearly threw my cup across the room as she wrapped her arms around my waist. I turned to see her smiling.
 

"Good morning Mr. Jumpy," she teased, pressing her forehead against mine and kissing me.
 

"Morning," I muttered. I tried to breathe deeply without letting her knowing that I was breathing deeply.
 

My mind was racing. Did I really want to go through with this? It had all seemed so different from the comfort of my computer chair as I watched porn and stroked off to other guys watching their wives get fucked.
 

Now that it was Katarina that was about to do it, I was having serious second thoughts. I poured her a cup of coffee and watched her walk around the kitchen with it as she flipped through her phone.
 

We drank our coffee in silence until I just couldn't take it any more and had to ask. "So?"
 

She looked up with a blank expression, like she had no idea what I was talking about.
 

It was terrifying.
 

"So, what?" she asked.
 

Gulp.
 

Did she really not know what I was talking about? "So, have you heard from Esteban?" I asked.
 

"Oh!" she said, smiling in recognition of what I was talking about. "Yes!"
 

I waited for a few moments but she said nothing else.
 

Come on.
 

"So, are you still meeting him?" I said. It sounded more tentative than I would have liked but I could barely keep the shake out of my voice.
 

"Yeah! Of course!" And then her expression clouded slightly. "Unless... " she began, staring at me, "are you having second thoughts?"
 

I didn't know what the hell I was having. I was having a really hard time keeping my coffee down, that was one thing.
 

My stomach was churning and roiling and my brain felt like mush. I wanted to be big enough to go through with this but I really didn't know if I could without losing my mind.
 

"Honey?" she asked, pushing her coffee away from her on the kitchen table and standing up. She walked slowly towards me, her dainty bare feet leaving damp tracks on the tile floor.
 

My body buzzed with adrenaline and caffeine.
 

"Are you having second thoughts?" she said, putting her hands behind my back and pulling me in close.
 

"I... "
 

"You're sweating," she said, looking up at my brow.
 

I was. I was sweating and shaking a bit. "I'm not... it's not that I don't want to do this, trust me. I'm just... "
 

"You're a little nervous?" she asked.
 

"Yeah. A little nervous," I replied.
 

She gave me an empathetic smile. "I read about that too," she said softly. "They say it's totally normal. I can still... I mean, I can text him and cancel if... "
 

"No!" It came out louder than I wanted. "No. Sorry. I... I don't want you to cancel. I... we can do this. You're not going to... "
 

Her smile turned a little wry. "Have sex with him?" She shook her head. "Of course not. Not tonight."
 

Wham!
 

Not tonight.
 

Maybe some night. Maybe tomorrow?
 

What if she couldn't help herself? What if they went out for cocktails and she got a little tipsy and couldn't help herself and he invited her back up to his room and... 
 

Stop, Luke. Just stop.
 

"Okay. That's all I... " I said, trailing off as I stared into her eyes.
 

"That's all you needed to know?"
 

"That's all."
 

"I can still call it off?" she said, tilting her head slightly to one side.
 

I shook my head in reply. "No. I'm fine."
 

And right then I felt I was. I felt like things would be fine.
 

By the time seven-thirty rolled around, I was a shaking wreck again.
 

Katarina came down the stairs wearing the red dress I'd bought for her the year before.
 

That sucked the breath out of my lungs. She was a little curvier than she'd been when I bought it and now all of her softest, most delicious places looked just ever so slightly tucked in too tight.
 

Long, lean, toned thighs teetered on four-inch black heels and she'd painted her toenails red to match the dress.
 

Her hair was swept off and hung on one side of her neck and she wore hoop earrings that drew attention to her face.
 

Cherry red lipstick matched the dress and her toenails.
 

She looked the way I remembered her from when we were dating. Classy, but a little wild.
 

"Holy shit," I whispered, staring at her as her heels clicked across the kitchen floor.
 

Katarina giggled into her hand.
 

My stomach turned at the thought that there'd been a time when she'd done this for me. Now she was doing this for another man.
 

She was doing this for Esteban.
 

I couldn't. I couldn't go through with it. I knew right then that I couldn't. It would drive me too crazy and I just... I couldn't sit there waiting for her. My stomach would implode.
 

"Baby," I said, coming up to her and putting a hand on her hip, "you look amazing."
 

"Aw, thanks babe," she said touching her forehead to mine.
 

I closed my eyes. It wasn't going to be easy but I had to say it. "Kat... I can't."
 

Her body went tighter under my hand. I opened my eyes as she leaned back.
 

She was wearing a confused half-smile. "You what?"
 

I sighed. The worst part was over. I'd said it. Now it was just saying it again and again until she heard it right, turned around, took the dress back off and got back into her pyjamas.
 

That was where I wanted her. Curled up next to me on the couch in her pyjamas.
 

"I'm sorry. I know I must be... you must think I'm crazy but I just... I don't think I can go through with this. I'm sorry."
 

Wave after wave of relief swept through me as I repeated my "I'm sorry's." What had I been thinking, anyways? Letting my wife go out with another man?
 

The first hint of tension returned as Katarina started shaking her head.
 

"What?" I asked quietly. "What is it?"
 

"Honey... " she began, her voice tight. Then she looked away, searching for the right words."I... I got all dressed up and... "
 

My heart started beating hard again. I had to play this right. As right as I'd played it when I wanted to convince her to actually go through with this. "Baby, I know I seem crazy but... this is all a little crazy. I'm sorry I brought it up and you went to all this trouble but, hey, at least we had a little fun, right?"
 

Her confused smile turned into something that was headed toward a scowl.
 

No. No, no, no. You can't lose her like this.
 

I put on a brave smile. "Beers and bingeing on The Office?" I asked cheerfully.
 

My pulse thundered through me. I could feel the vein in my neck squeezing the farther she slipped away.
 

The scowl receded.
 

Thank God.
 

The smile returned.
 

Gotcha.
 

I was back in the driver's seat. I had her. She was mine. I was so grateful. She was being really understanding.
 

"Baby," she whispered, leaning close to me again. "You can do this."
 

My mouth went dry.
 






Chapter 6

 


I was breathing through my mouth, staring at her in disbelief as she smiled back at me. "Wait, what? No. No, no. I don't want this. Come on... "
 

Katarina giggled as she slid away from me and picked up her purse. "Look, I know you're really feeling it right now," she said, her voice full of empathy and understanding. The you might talk to a child.
 

But I wasn't a child. I needed her to stop this. I reached out and tried to put my hand on her waist but she stepped to one side. "Baby," I said, "I don't want this. I don't want you to do this."
 

"Luke," she said, her damp palm grazing my cheek as she looked into my eyes. "I'm not doing anything. I'm just going to go have drinks with him. It's almost eight. You said you wanted this. It's too late to cancel. I'm not... I'm not trying to make you feel bad here but," she waved her hands along the front of her body. "I got all dressed up and... "
 

I clenched my jaw. This was totally getting out of control. It didn't feel right. She wasn't supposed to do this. This was supposed to be my birthday present and she was supposed to do what I wanted.
 

I took a deep breath and got ready to try a different tack. "Hun," I said, a little too brusquely.
 

"Baby," she gave my cheek one more pat before walking toward the hall, "I love you."
 

A shiver ran through me. My feet were frozen to the ground.
 

Damn this. No. Fuck this!
 

"Katarina!" I called out as I spun around to follow her.
 

She was already standing at the open door. There was a cab waiting outside.
 

"Katarina," I said, my voice a whisper.
 

"Luke," she said, tilting her head and smiling. "You're going to be fine."
 

Then she walked out and swung the door shut.
 

The sound of the door slamming made the room start to spin. I had to reach out and grab the wall to keep myself from falling down.
 

As soon as I'd steadied myself I ran into the hall and swung the door open, ready to tear out and stop her from getting into the cab.
 

I was just in time to see the cab turning the corner at the stop sign.
 

My throat was so tight I could barely breathe.
 

This isn't happening. 
 

This isn't happening.
 

Phone. She had her phone. I could still text her.
 

I ran back into the house, fumbling through the basket on the table where I always threw my phone after getting home.
 

My hands were shaking so much that when I found it, I sent it clattering to the floor. I fell down on my knees and started punching in a text, sweat beading on my brow.
 

Come home baby. Please.
 

No answer came.
 

I waited a minute. Five. Ten.
 

Nothing.
 

"Fuck this," I muttered.
 

Swiping my contacts up onto the screen, I stabbed my thumb at Katarina's cheesy grin.
 

It started ringing.
 

Pick up baby.
 

Another ring.
 

Come on pick up.
 

Another ring, then...
 

Beep-beep-beep-beep... 
 

On and on until I ended the call.
 

Probably just a... it probably dropped the call... 
 

I stabbed the screen again and pushed the phone against my ear.
 

"Hi! You've reached Kat Sikorski! I will probably never check my messages but if you want to leave one anyway go... "
 

I sent the phone sailing across the room and smashing against the door. "Fuck!"
 

It took a few deep breaths for me to realize what had happened. I'd gone from feeling a little queasy about this to being a total, blithering wreck.
 

I was on my fucking knees in my own front hall, almost in tears because my wife was doing exactly what I'd asked her to do.
 

Luke. Grow. The. Fuck. Up.
 

It took a few more deep breaths before I could stand up. The room stopped spinning. I got my head back on straight. Things might be alright.
 

I walked across to the liquor cabinet in the living room, opened it and pulled out the half-full bottle of scotch and a glass. I just needed to steady myself a little to get through the night.
 

I literally sat there sucking back scotch and staring at the clock on the kitchen wall, watching the minutes tick by.
 

Every once in a while I would torment myself by imagining what Katarina and the mysterious Esteban were doing, then take another sip of scotch to tamp down the jealous anger that rose up like bile.
 

Each wave of anger ended in a deep, needing heat settling between my legs until my cock was rock-hard in my jeans and I was considering stroking one out.
 

The sound of the door opening made me jump.
 

Katarina teetered in on her heels, threw the tiny purse she'd had down on the ground and kicked the shoes off onto the tile.
 

Our eyes met.
 

She didn't look any different.
 

Her hair wasn't a mess. Her lipstick was still on.
 

Wave after jealous wave of emotion surged through me until I saw her smile.
 

"Luke," she purred, "you waited up."
 

I looked at the time. Actually looked to see what time it was this time. Ten o'clock.
 

She'd been with him for less than two hours. Surely not enough time to...
 

I was up and across the room and in the hall with my arm around her in a heartbeat. "What happened?" I said, my voice an urgent growl.
 

She looked up at me and smiled.
 

It was a smile I'd never seen before. She was fucking enjoying seeing me like this. "What happened?" I demanded.
 

"Luke," she said, brushing my hair with her finger. "Nothing happened."
 

My body deflated like a slashed tire. I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around her, basking in the warmth of her body.
 

"Oh baby," she purred, "was it hard?"
 

I leaned back and looked into her eyes. "I... " No words would come.
 

She glanced down at my cock, still hard between my legs. One corner of her mouth curled up in a smile. "So, not too hard?" she asked as her fingers glanced my cock.
 

I felt betrayed and angry and used and horny like I'd never been in my life. "Get the fuck upstairs," I growled.
 

Katarina drew in a breath through parted lips. Her eyes bounced back and forth between mine. She seemed... mesmerized.
 

"I said get the fuck upstairs."
 

I didn't need to say it again. When I made it to the bedroom, I threw her onto the bed.
 






Chapter 7

 


I rolled her onto her stomach and yanked up the dress she was wearing, revealing the red thong she wore beneath. I pulled it down around her ankles.
 

Her pussy was glistening and her tightly puckered ass winked at me as I pulled her ass up so I could get in.
 

She glanced back, her eyes full of a terrified curiosity.
 

I ripped my cock free of my jeans and got onto me knees on the bed, straddling her.
 

For a moment I paused, watching the red head of my engorged cock pulse against the soft, creamy skin of her ass.
 

I wanted to own her. I wanted her to know she was mine in that moment. I wanted to do something that would show her I was serious about that, that I was serious about how much I loved her.
 

I don't know what came over me but before I knew what I was doing I spat at her tightly puckered back hole sending a glob of spit landing on it with a wet smack.
 

Katarina actually gasped.
 

Grabbing one cheek of her ass I pressed my thumb against the tight ring of muscle and pushed.
 

She tightened for a moment. Then, clawing at the sheets, relaxed her ass and let me slip inside.
 

Unable to resist any longer, I pointed the head of my cock at her gushing slit with my other hand. It looked like her body was draining all the fluid it had through her cunt. I speared the two soft lips and drove myself inside.
 

"Oh fuck Luke!" she moaned.
 

I pushed my thumb deeper into her ass and started fucking her with my cock. It slid in and out with a slick, sticky sound, her lips tight around my throbbing flesh.
 

"Fuck Luke, you're going to make me come!" she squealed as I felt her pussy start to seize.
 

Damn straight I was going to make her come! She was my fucking wife!
 

I started fucking her harder, making the bed frame hammer against the wall.
 

She took it, clawing at the sheets, her legs coming up against my ass as I fucked. Moments later she shrieked a piercing "Fuck!"
 

As her pussy milked and twisted around my cock my own climax cracked. My nuts started to drain, my cock flexing as it dumped my load into her sloshing cunt.
 

She wriggled and writhed on the bed, squirming and mewling as the orgasm twisted and turned through her.
 

I roared as I watched my fucking muscle flexing seed into her.
 

She was fucking mine.
 

When it was over, my shoulders slumped and I nearly fell backwards off the bed. Catching my balance at the last second, I fell out of her pussy and staggered back.
 

Katarina lay there, panting on the bed.
 

I just stared.
 

Her split lips were closing slowly enough that a milky trickle of spunk came oozing out of her softly used flesh. It ran down her slit, collecting at the hood above her clit before it got too heavy and broke off into a drop on the sheets.
 

Katarina turned around.
 

We locked eyes and stared at each other before she said "come here."
 

I walked over onto the bed and lowered myself onto it next to her.
 

She put her hand between my legs and started to pump. "I want you again," she whispered.
 

We fucked again. I couldn't believe how quickly I got hard. I took her on her back this time and not as hard. We gazed into each others eyes and came together. Then we turned out the lights and stared up at the ceiling in the darkness.
 

Katarina broke the silence. "Are you mad?"
 

I almost burst into a maniacal laugh. I didn't know what the fuck I was anymore. I wasn't mad, though. "No. I'm not mad."
 

"I'm sorry I left," she whispered.
 

"Don't be." I turned over on one side and gazed into her eyes. "I deserved it and besides, nothing happened, right? You just had dinner?"
 

Her lips split in a smile. "We just had drinks, actually," she said softly.
 

"And?" I asked. "Was it fun?"
 

She shrugged beside me on the bed. "It was. He's... he's a nice guy."
 

A sharp jealousy stung my gut. "What'd you talk about?"
 

"We talked about old times. We talked about the weather, politics in Spain, that kind of stuff."
 

I almost didn't dare ask if she'd broached the subject of... 
 

"We talked about this little thing."
 

Okay.
 

I guess she had.
 

"You... you told him about this?" My voice faltered at the end of the sentence.
 

"Mmhmm," Katarina replied, sounding as if she were talking about the weather now.
 

"You... did he... what did he say?" I was so confused and starting to get hard again that I didn't really know what to ask, besides that.
 

"He said he'd be into it."
 

Bam.
 

Just like that.
 

"Are you serious?!?"
 

"I'm serious."
 

"How... how did you ask him, I mean, what did you say?"
 

Katarina burst into a tiny fit of giggles.
 

"What are you laughing at?" It sounded a little defensive but hey, I was in a mood, right?
 

"Luke, I'm not laughing at you so stop worrying about that! I would never laugh at you. I'm just... I haven't heard your voice like this before, that's all."
 

"My voice like what?" I asked.
 

"I don't know, it sounds, shy or... nervous or something. You know?"
 

I got a little huffy about it and didn't say anything for a moment. Long enough for Katarina to roll her eyes.
 

"Stop it. You're getting all cranky again. Just stop this!"
 

She was right. I was starting to get cranky and that's not what I wanted. Now that this whole thing had happened the way it had and I hadn't died, I wanted something else.
 

I wanted to know if I could handle a little bit more.
 

"What are you thinking about now?" Katarina asked quietly through the darkness.
 

"So?" I asked.
 

"So?" she echoed. "So what?"
 

"So would you still do it?"
 

The silence between us got heavier and thicker, spilling over into the whole room.
 

"Do you still want me to?"
 

The question was electric. I started careening between the same terrifying highs and the heart-crushing lows I'd been on when she was gone. 
 

She didn't say anything for a good long time, just let me think it out.
 

"Seriously now. What did he say?"
 

Katarina sighed. "After a few drinks I told him the real reason why I wanted to see him. I told him about your birthday idea. It was funny, he didn't even think anything of meeting. He knew I was married and thought it was just a friendly thing. That dress threw him for a loop! You should have seen his eyes when I walked in in that thing."
 

"He liked it?" I asked.
 

"Did he like it? When we were together he was always telling me I didn't have enough meat on my bones. Well, now that I've got a little more meat on my bones, thanks to you by the way Mr. Beerhead, he could not keep his eyes off me."
 

"So how did you ask him?" I asked.
 

"I told him what you told me you wanted for your birthday. I told him that's why I got in touch with him."
 

"And? What'd he say?"
 

"Oh, you know. His eyes almost fell out of his head."
 

I let out a guffaw.
 

Katarina joined in with a chuckle. "After he got over the initial shock he made me say it again, just to be sure, you know?"
 

"Uh-huh. And?"
 

Another sigh. "And... he leaves town on Monday."
 

Shit.
 

"Shit," I muttered.
 

Katarina stayed silent for a time. "Sooo... " she began and I could tell she was watching me. "It's up to you. Either pull the trigger or holster the gun."
 

It was a strange way to put it. Katarina came up with things like that every once in a while.
 

"When does he want to know?" I asked.
 

"I told him I'd text him by tomorrow morning at the latest," she replied.
 

Tomorrow morning. That meant I had the night to freak out about whether or not I wanted to... no. I wasn't doing that. "Text him now. Tell him to come over tomorrow when he's done."
 

"Now?" Katarina asked, suddenly breathless. "Don't you want to... "
 

"Nope," I said, interrupting. "I don't want to lie here all night wondering what I'm going to decide."
 

She moved closer to me and looked into my eyes through the darkness. "Luke, if I do this, if I text him to come over, I'm going through with it."
 

"Yeah, I know, I... "
 

"No, I mean, even if you have the reaction you had tonight I'm still going to do it. I want you to know that."
 

I'd never seen her more dead serious about anything in my life. A chill raced through my body. "I know. I mean it. Even if I feel different about it tomorrow, I want you to do it."
 

She kept looking at me with that intense stare. "I'm not sending him home if you change your mind. That's cruel."
 

I took a deep breath. Now that I'd been through the hell-fire of sitting at home wondering what was going with them, I was sure I could handle watching what I'd dreamed about for so long. "Text him."
 

Katarina reached over and grabbed her phone off the night table. She punched in a few words with her thumbs and hit send. A moment later she got the response. "He'll be here tomorrow night around eight," she said quietly.
 

Bam.
 

Trigger pulled.
 

It was on.
 






Chapter 8

 


We slept in the next day and then went for brunch followed by a long walk in the park. We didn't talk, for the most part, except to remark on the weather or make fun of joggers out for their Sunday run.
 

When we got home I tried reading as Katarina curled up next to me on the couch but I couldn't get through more than a few sentences before my mind started to wander.
 

"You're thinking about it aren't you?" she asked after I'd read the same half-page probably four or five times.
 

"Yeah."
 

"What are you thinking? I want to know."
 

I could barely figure it out for myself and talking about it didn't come easy. "I'm not really thinking about it exactly. More about how I'm going to feel about it," I replied.
 

"You want to talk about it?" she asked.
 

I sighed. Part of me did but part of me just wanted to keep it all inside. "How would you feel watching me sleep with another woman?" I asked.
 

Katarina puckered her lips in mock contemplation and tapped them with the tip of her finger. "I think I'd probably be too busy sharpening the knife I was going to use to cut your nuts off to have much of a reaction to it honestly." She said it with a devious smile.
 

I knew she was teasing but I wasn't really in the mood and I barely chuckled at the quip.
 

"Oh shoot, Luke, I'm sorry."
 

I looked up to see there was sincerity in her eyes. "No, I'm just... I'm not really in the mood for jokes," I explained.
 

"I know. That was mean. I was the one who asked you to talk about it. It's not fair for me to make a joke about something like that. Can I take it back?"
 

"You don't need to take it back," I said, although I appreciated she wanted to.
 

"Well I take it back anyway. Give me another shot at the question. How would I feel about you sleeping with another woman?"
 

It was a sweet gesture, her taking it back and something about it put me at ease. About everything.
 

She pondered for a while longer before answering. "I'd definitely be jealous," she said. "I don't know... I don't know if I really get what it is about it that, you know, gets you excited?" She said it in a tentative, searching voice like she was trying to draw me out.
 

"I don't know if I get what it is about it that gets me excited either, fully," I muttered, trying to slice apart the core of the feeling that drew me in about it so much. "It's... the thought of you being a sexual being with someone else is just so... it's almost absurd."
 

"Absurd?" she asked, crinkling her nose.
 

"Yeah. Kind of absurd. I've known you for so long, we've both settled into this routine, into this life, and now the thought of you being something outside of that, something that's only supposed to be for me, I guess that's kind of hot."
 

"O-kay... I guess I can kind of understand that," she said, though it didn't really seem like she could. "You're not even a little jealous about it though?"
 

I burst out laughing because what she said was absurd. If she only knew.
 

"What's so funny?"
 

"I'm sorry," I said, putting a hand on her arm. "I am jealous as fuck, believe me."
 

Katarina popped up off the couch, mouth open, eyes wide. "Luke! That's terrible! Oh my God, I know I said there was nothing you could do to stop this from happening but I think you might have found it! I thought you said you weren't going to be jealous!" She seemed completely panicked, almost out of control.
 

"Wow, wow, hold on a second," I said, patting her arm to calm her down. "I never said I wasn't going to be jealous. I said I didn't know. I said I wanted to find out."
 

"But now you are!" she squealed.
 

"I am," I replied.
 

Katarina shook her head, unable to believe what she was hearing. "You're going to be sitting there watching us and feel like that? How could you get any pleasure from that? I swear that feeling would eat me alive. I'd be sobbing on the floor."
 

I smirked. That was how I'd felt yesterday when she'd gone out, she just hadn't seen the worst of it. "Funny thing is," I said, looking into her eyes, "I kind of like the way it feels."
 

She furrowed her brow and shook her head again. "You like the feeling of being jealous about me with another man?"
 

Even hearing her say it sent a ripple of jealousy through me.
 

Yeah. I did like it.
 

"It's something I can't explain. It's like looking at something that you know is terrible but you can't see what it is. No matter how much I search for it, no matter how many layers I try to peel off it, I can't ever get to bottom of what is so compelling about it."
 

She didn't look completely convinced but at least it didn't seem like she was going to call the whole thing off.
 

"Sorry, that's the best I can do trying to explain it. For now. Maybe something will change when... "
 

Katarina looked at me with worry in her eyes. "I can still call it off," she whispered. "I know I said I wouldn't but... I'm worried, Luke."
 

"What are you worried about?" I asked, touching her cheek with my hand.
 

"What if... what if it breaks something? With us?"
 

Why did Katarina's insecurity give me confidence? Suddenly I felt like I had to be the protector, the big person that was going to tell her everything was going to be alright. It felt good to be in that place again.
 

"Baby, do you want to call it off?" I asked.
 

"I want to make you happy," she answered. "It's your birthday gift."
 

"Then let's do it. Let's do what we said we were going to. I promise nothing's going to get weird." I pulled her close to my chest and rocked her back and forth a bit.
 

We'd been talking for so long that I hadn't realized how dark it had gotten outside. I looked at the clock and it was almost seven-thirty.
 

"Hey," I whispered, "it's almost time. Do you want to get changed?"
 

"What?" Katarina seemed bewildered at how much time had passed. "Oh shit! Yeah, I can't meet him like this!" She giggled and jumped off of me and I watched her bounce happily toward the stairs and disappear up them.
 

And just like that it was all different again. I wasn't the guy taking care of her anymore. She actually seemed excited about Esteban coming over.
 

I was just the guy left on the couch with the knot in his stomach, wondering if he'd just convinced his wife to make the biggest mistake of her life.
 






Chapter 9

 


Esteban was right on time. And he was way different than what I'd imagined.
 

I haven't spent a lot of time in Europe and I still have this vision of all Europeans as white pant wearing, Lamborghini driving Gino's with gold chains and dark hair.
 

I know, I know. It's stupid.
 

Esteban was nothing like that. He was a big guy, probably six five. He had dark hair but it was cut short and brushed to one side.
 

He had wide shoulders and a trim build. Not too muscular but not much fat, either.
 

He surprised me with how casually he said hello.
 

"Hola, amigo!" He reached out and grabbed my outstretched hand a moment after he stepped inside the house. "Very nice to meet you."
 

"I shot him a smile and nodded and mumbled my own hello."
 

"Is a beautiful house you have," he said, looking around. "Is a beautiful wife you have, too."
 

I swallowed hard and clenched my jaw but managed to keep my smile on. It didn't seem malicious, the way he said it, but it still stung.
 

Was I really going through with this?
 

Esteban stared at me not saying anything until I was ready to reply.
 

"So, Katarina thought that we should... she wanted me to get to know you first. She thought it would be less... less weird, or something."
 

Esteban nodded. "Okay. No problem."
 

"You know," I coughed and rubbed my hands together, "would you like a drink of some kind? I have beer? Or scotch? I need a little something to... "
 

"My friend," Esteban said, putting a hand up, "you don't need to tell me. I'm as nervous as you, I think."
 

We both had a good chuckle about what he'd said and it cut a good deal of the tension between us. A few minutes later we were sitting on opposite sides of the kitchen table over glasses of scotch.
 

"So, how long did you guys date?" I finally got up the courage to ask after a few sips of scotch.
 

Esteban took a sip of his drink before answering. "Ai, probably six months. Not very long. She didn't tell you anything? About me?"
 

I shook my head. "She's a little shy that way. Doesn't really like talking about her past, you know?"
 

Esteban nodded. "Yeah. Okay. Six months, I think? She was a little different then than she is now, I think?"
 

A tremor of anxiety shot through me. It was true, I probably could have gotten all of these answers out of her but it had just never come up.
 

Now it felt like I was on the threshold of a door that, once opened, could never be closed. I was about to find things out about Katarina I wasn't really sure I wanted to know.
 

From her ex-lover, no less.
 

"What do you mean she was different? How?"
 

Esteban sucked in a breath through his teeth. The sound didn't bode well about the answer. "Luke, you are sure that... I mean, everyone has a past, you know? Is not so important once... "
 

"No really," I said, breathless.
 

It felt like my finger was on another trigger. You can't take bullets back once you shoot.
 

"I want to know."
 

Esteban sighed, then shot the rest of his drink.
 

I reached over and grabbed the bottle. The cork made a slight pop as I pulled it out. I poured more of the honey-colored liquid into his glass.
 

"Kati was... she was kind of wild," he said before taking another sip.
 

"Wild?" I whispered. My throat was tight. My mouth was dry. My stomach was tied into a thousand knots. "What do you mean wild?"
 

"Eh, man, we did a lot of dancing and fucking in that time. It was clubs and free love and everything. Whatever, who cares, right? But you know why I broke up with her?"
 

I shook my head.
 

"She was too fucking crazy, amigo. All she wanted to do was fuck other guys! I mean, I was okay, I would fuck other women too but, come on! Sometimes you just want to have a nice afternoon together, right? Fuck, not Kati. All she wanted to do was fuck."
 

My hands started to shake and I had to put my drink down to keep the ice from rattling.
 

Esteban didn't seem to notice. "That's why, even though I was kind of surprised that she wanted this, I was not so surprised. I mean, I saw her on the Facebook sometimes. You looked like nice guy. She had a nice life. But I know her," he said, pointing a finger at me. "I know women like her. They can't just 'settle down.' It's never like that. That kind of fucking is like a drug."
 

I was frozen in place, paralyzed. I had no idea about any of this. I'd had no idea that Katarina had this kind of past. I'd always thought... she had never talked about being like this.
 

I guess I felt a little sting of betrayal although I'd never asked her in depth about her past. She seemed like such a good girl that I just never...
 

And talk about a drug.
 

Now that this new high was buzzing through me, this feeling I had from thinking about what a dirty slut my wife used to be, I needed to chase the dragon a little more.
 

What we were about to do felt like child's play. Like it was hardly going to get me revved the way this was getting me revved.
 

What I really couldn't wait for was to ask Katarina about all this once Esteban was done.
 

"Should we... get started?" I asked.
 

Esteban nodded. He slammed the rest of his drink and put the glass down on the table with a clank. Standing up, he pointed toward the stairs. "Up there?" he asked.
 

"Up there," I replied.
 

Katarina was waiting on the bed, tucked under the covers when we got upstairs.
 

I was standing behind him so I couldn't really see Esteban's face, but somehow I knew he cracked a smile. He walked into our bedroom with a swagger, like he owned the place.
 

"Kati, baby," he purred, already unbuttoning his shirt.
 

Katarina peeked out from under the covers and giggled. She looked past him and into my eyes. "You alright?" she mouthed.
 

Ha!
 

Was I fucking alright?
 

I was a seething ball of jealousy and nerves. A little bit of that was about what was about to happen. Most of it was about what had happened in the past.
 

I didn't even smile at her when I answered, "fine."
 

When I looked at Esteban again, he'd already taken off all his clothes.
 

I felt a little twist of jealousy at the size of his cock. He had dark hair covering most of his body but it was trimmed pretty short around his cock.
 

Even soft it was a good eight inches, a couple of inches longer than mine.
 

Whatever.
 

No woman I'd ever been with had said she wanted a bigger cock. If anything they always said that bigger wasn't better, that sometimes it could be too big.
 

Esteban was by the bed.
 

Katarina had watched him stalk across the room and now had her eyes on his dick.
 

He shot her a knowing grin, a different kind of smile than I'd seen downstairs. A more sinister sort of smile.
 

"You remember that, baby?" he asked, holding his cock up with one hand.
 

Katarina rolled her eyes and shook her head but didn't reply.
 

Esteban peeled back the comforter, his eyes roaming down her body to her breasts. "Oh fuck, baby, those tits are even more beautiful now. Bigger, huh?"
 

A burning fury tore through me. Maybe it had been a mistake to bring her ex-lover into our bedroom. Maybe someone unknown would have been the better choice.
 

There was no going back. There was no closing that door. Not after what I'd found out.
 

Esteban leaned down and cupped his hand around her breast, letting her nipple slide between his first two fingers.
 

Katarina's chest rose off the bed to meet his firm grip.
 

Once he had his hand firmly on her, he squeezed his fingers together, pinching her pink bud.
 

Katarina yelped but did nothing to stop him or move away.
 

"Fuck yeah... " Esteban purred, moving his hand to her other breast. "This," he said, "makes her so fucking wet!"
 

Katarina shot me a nervous glance.
 

I wondered if she was having second thoughts, or if she knew that I knew more about her past now?
 

It didn't matter. We were doing this. I was going to watch Esteban fuck my wife the way he used to. There was no changing that now.
 

Esteban pinched her other nipple the same way he'd pinched the first and Katarina responded with the same yelp. He threw the comforter off, revealing her whole body.
 

"Check this, amigo," he said, shooting me a knowing smile. He slapped the insides of her thighs until she spread her legs.
 

Even before he touched her I could see how slick her pussy was.
 

Fuck.
 

Just from that? Was that what she wanted? Me to treat her like that?
 

Esteban pried her sticky lips apart and slid his fingers down her soaked slit and back up.
 

Katarina, or Kati, as he apparently used to call her, responded by spreading her thighs even further for him and propping herself up on her elbows to watch.
 

Was this what they used to do? Was this how they used to fuck? A shiver of jealousy shook through me at the thought.
 

And what about those other guys? How many had there been? Was fucking really like a drug to her?
 

Fuck.
 

What had I done?
 

"Look at this bro," Esteban said, sliding a finger up and down her slit again.
 

Katarina's eyes met mine. She looked frighteningly at home with what was happening. She was bucking her hips each time he ran his finger up and down her slick pussy.
 

My cock was half-hard already as I stood there watching another man touch my wife's wet cunt. The room started spinning and I staggered back until I felt the wall behind me. I leaned on it so I didn't fall over.
 

Katarina's plush thighs undulated, opening and closing as she moved her body in time with Esteban's flicking finger.
 

Her pussy was leeching juice now, spilling down onto the sheets, she was turned on.
 

Staring at her, I couldn't believe what was happening. For better or worse, this was going to be a birthday to remember.
 






Chapter 10

 


Esteban dropped to his knees in front of the bed just as Katarina came up on the crest of her orgasm.
 

She squealed at him not to stop but he just laughed, tucked his hands behind her ass and pulled her to the edge of the bed. "Fuck I missed this pussy," he said softly, then stuck out his tongue and gave her slit a long, slow lick from bottom to top. "Mmm," he purred, savoring the taste of Katarina's gushing snatch.
 

She looked at me again. The look of shock was gone, replaced by an almost drunken expression of pleasure. She could barely hold my gaze.
 

Her hand came up on the back of Esteban's head, pressing him closer to her cunt.
 

He let out another satisfied growl and started eating her out like he was trying to finish a bowl of soup without a spoon.
 

The wet sounds of his tongue on her pussy slapped around the room.
 

Katarina's furious orgasm made my cock stiffen completely.
 

With Esteban chewing on lapping at her clit, her body tensed and she came like I'd never seen her come before. It was hot and confusing as fuck.
 

Once her body had finished shaking from the orgasm, she collapsed back onto the bed, pushing Esteban out from in between her legs. "Please, no," she mewled, "that's enough."
 

Esteban stood up, wiped his messy mouth with the back of his hand and walked around to the side of the bed. "You little whore," he chuckled. "Just like old times." He shot me an evil grin.
 

I trembled when I heard it.
 

This guy from my wife's past had just called her a slut. What kind of man was I, to let that happen and not do anything about it.
 

He'd eaten her out so hard that her pussy had started to cream white. I didn't know if I should tell him there was still a fleck of it on his chin. I decided he didn't need to know.
 

"Amigo, you should get comfortable," Esteban said, nodding at the chair in the corner of the room. "This might take a while."
 

I slid along the wall, my head still reeling from shock at what was going on. I sank into the chair, tugging at my belt until the buckle fell loose.
 

"You still suck cock like a whore?" Esteban asked.
 

Holy fuck.
 

The thought of Katarina in a room full of guys sucking cock after cock like a porn star filled my mind. How could this be true? Could she really have been this much of a whore before I met her? The prospect was as exciting as it was terrifying.
 

Katarina looked over at me and time seemed to stop.
 

Was that remorse in her eyes? Did she regret this decision? Did she regret that we were doing this? 
 

Did I?
 

It was so hard to tell there were so many different emotions running through me at once. I felt betrayed the same way I'd felt betrayed when she came home from meeting him the night before.
 

At the same time, I felt like this was opening up an incredible new side of her, like I was meeting her for the first time.
 

Esteban lifted his meaty cock with his hand as Katarina broke our stare and leaned towards him.
 

She had sat up onto her knees on the bed giving me the perfect view of her tight ass and still dripping slit. As she opened her mouth, he started feeding her his half-flaccid meat, stuffing it into her soft, wet mouth.
 

"Oh fuck," he groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head. "Just like I remember you."
 

Despite my stupor, I'd managed to pull my own cock out of my pants and had it in hand. It was stiff and hot and throbbing as I started to pump. I didn't want to spill anywhere but inside her but I knew there was no way I could hold out that long.
 

As Katarina sucked and tongued Esteban's cock to hardness, he stood above her staring at her and admiring her curvy body in its cat-like pose.
 

Katarina glanced back at me.
 

I was red-faced and probably looked like my head was about to explode from watching her perform and jerking myself off, too.
 

Something about her posture changed when she saw me out of the corner of her eye. Her ass rose, exposing more of her soft, pink pussy, like she wanted to make sure I knew she was presenting all of this for me.
 

My cock ached with need to feel the inside of her.
 

Still watching me, Katarina started letting Esteban's cock slip in and out of her mouth a little more noisily. She started sucking and smacking and letting her lips fart every now and again as she worked the head of his cock.
 

A strand of drool dripped down from her lips. Landing on her breast, it rolled down until it beaded at the tip of her nipple, dripping down onto the bed.
 

The whole vision was of the sluttiest, dirtiest whore in the country that enjoyed nothing more than performing for her one true love.
 

Me.
 

"Fuck Kati that's enough or I blow it in your mouth," Esteban muttered, tugging his cock out of her mouth with a loud slurp.
 

Katarina let her mouth hang open, drool and pre-seed pooling at the corners of her lips until she lifted a hand and wiped it off. Still staring at me she licked her hand in the most lascivious, perverted way, like she couldn't get enough of the taste of him.
 

"On your back, slut," Esteban ordered.
 

Katarina glanced at him and shook her head.
 

My arousal faltered for a moment. What was she doing? Was something wrong? A second ago she looked like she was having the time of her life and now she was saying no? Had she changed her mind?
 

Esteban looked as confused as I was. "What do you mean no?"
 

Katarina swung around her long, lithe legs spinning swaying hips until her ass and pussy were pointed at Esteban and she was facing me. She cracked a wicked half-smile and looked over her shoulder. "It's his birthday amigo, not yours."
 

Then she looked back at me and winked.
 

Esteban looked across the room at me, grinning as he held his cock poised at the entrance to Katarina's moist hole. "I think she wants you a little closer for this," he said.
 

When she'd said it while we were having sex I would never have believed that it would ever come true. She was really going to do it, or, maybe she was going to make me do it, kiss her while another man shoved his cock inside her pussy.
 

Katarina lifted her slender hand, palm up and crooked her finger beckoning me to come.
 

I slid down off the arm-chair, my pants around my ankles and crawled to her across the room.
 

Her lips were parted when I got there and I leaned in close to kiss them.
 

She put a finger on my chin. "Happy birthday, lover," she whispered. Her breath smelled like the best kind of filth.
 

I leaned closer as her finger fell from my chin and closing my eyes, pressed my lips against hers.
 

My cock was so hard between my legs I thought it was going to rupture.
 

Katarina's tongue swept into my mouth caressing mine with long, loving, velvety strokes.
 

I kissed her back, breathing in her usual cheerful, slightly floral scent mingled with the headier smell of Esteban's musk.
 

The moment his cock head pierced her softness, her tongue stiffened and she breathed in, sucking some of the air out of my lungs.
 

I opened my eyes to see her's wide and wondrous. I pulled away from our kiss, staring at how my forbidden fantasy had come to life.
 

As he sank the rest of his girth into her, Katarina's body belly sagged and her ass rose as she gave him access to her deepest place.
 

When she closed her eyes it stung a little. She was no longer with me in the same way. Maybe she wasn't with him either, maybe she just wanted to be inside herself but I wanted her back in the room.
 

I reached up and touched her cheek.
 

Her lips spread into a soft smile as she opened her eyes. "I love you baby," she whispered.
 

Esteban started fucking her slowly, making her tits rock back and forth beneath her chest.
 

I leaned close and kissed her on the mouth again.
 

She kissed me back but I could tell I was losing her to the sensation of his cock plunging into her cunt.
 

I pulled back and shuffled back to the chair, letting Katarina and her lover lose themselves in the moment.
 

I hadn't really thought it through but now that I was seeing it I realized that part of it appealed to me, too. Feeling her slip away to another man, watching as she broke the, until now, sacred bonds of our wedding vows was as erotic as her looking like a slut with his cock in her mouth.
 

By the time I'd arranged myself back in the chair, my cock was leaking pre-cum and I knew I wouldn't last long. I needed to time it right, though. I wanted to take my Katarina back as soon as he was gone and I wasn't going to do that soft.
 

Esteban's pounding became more insistent as he drove his cock in and out of her. He stared at it, every once in a while glancing up and down her body at her luscious curves.
 

Katarina was lost in the moment, her eyes closed, her body swaying under Esteban's thrusts.
 

I wished I was on the other side of her, where I could see what her pussy looked like stuffed full of his meat. Figuring that would be to disruptive and maybe kind of weird, I had to content myself with just staring at her tits slapping against each other as he fucked.
 

Katarina shuddered then seemed to go very still.
 

Esteban was still fucking her but she was bracing against his thrusts now. She was about to come.
 

She squinted. Her nose scrunched up the same way it did when she laughed. Her mouth fell open and a piercing shriek flew out.
 

Esteban's expression changed.
 

It took me a moment to realize from what. Her pussy was clutching at him, clamping on his cock as it tried to suck seed out of his body.
 

His fingers dug into her ass, mouth rounding into an "O."
 

I gasped, unable to believe what was happening. I almost shouted "no!"
 

Had she told him about this? Had she asked him not to come inside her? Had I?
 

My own cock was lurching in my hand. I was so close, right on the edge and I couldn't decide which way to go.
 

Katarina opened her eyes. For a second she seemed confused until she, too, realized what was happening, that Esteban was filling her pussy up with cum.
 

She could have pulled off, told him to stop. She could have shouted "no!"
 

She didn't do any of those things.
 

Instead, she turned and looked at me with the most sincere, loving expression I'd ever seen, staring at me as he pounded her pussy full of his spunk.
 

My own orgasm roared over me.
 

Katarina smiled and bit her lip as she watched me splash and spill all over my hand, my seed dripping into an impotent puddle on my lap as Esteban's coated the walls of her womb.
 

She was giving him the chance.
 

"Oh fuck... "
 

Esteban's groan tore both of us out of our stare and made us look at him.
 

An awkward silence hung over the room for a second before Katarina chirped up. "That's it?" she asked.
 

Esteban cracked up, stepping back and pulling his softening snake out of her pussy.
 

I started laughing, too even though the last tremors of my orgasm were still running through me.
 

Katarina turned and started laughing as she rolled down onto the bed. "Fuck cabron, I told you not to come inside my pussy!" Katarina said, dipping her fingers into her snatch and scooping spunk out.
 

A tremor of nervous energy fluttered through me. Something felt wrong about that.
 

Esteban shrugged. He bent over, scooped up his clothes and waved at me. "I leave you alone with your wife, yes?" he said, by way of saying goodbye.
 

I nodded and watched him politely back out of the room and close the door.
 

I turned to Katarina. She was lying on the bed staring at me, legs spread as she tried to fish the last bits of him out of herself.
 

"Wait," I whispered. I stood up and walked across the room to the bed. Taking off my shirt, I settled down on the mattress beside her. "I want to know what it feels like."
 

"What what feels like?" she asked.
 

"I want to know what it feels like to be inside you with... with another man's cum," I explained. My cock hadn't softened despite my orgasm and I was just as turned on as I had been before I came.
 

There was so much I needed to talk to her about, so much that needed to be explained but right now I could only think of one thing. I needed to be inside her more than anything. I needed to fuck my own cum into her, to take her back and make her mine.
 

I needed to have the chance to become hers again.
 

Katarina spread her legs with a sly smile.
 

All I could do was stare at her beautiful face in poisonous lust-filled wonder. Who was this woman? What had I done?
 

As I pushed my cock into her stretched pussy, Katarina looked into my eyes.
 

I felt a hot wad of his cum leak out and onto my balls.
 

"Happy?" Katarina asked, bemused.
 

"Fuck," I whispered, burying my face into her neck. "Yes."
 






Chapter 11

 


It was Monday. I'd woken up feeling like I had the worst hangover of my life and that it would never go away.
 

My chest felt heavy and my stomach felt hard and I just wanted to crawl into a hole and die. I called in sick and stayed under the covers until Katarina woke up.
 

When she asked why I was still home, I thought I was going to throw up.
 

"Baby, you really feel that bad?" Katarina asked, pressing her hand to my forehead. "You don't feel hot. You want to go see a doctor?"
 

I shook my head and looked up into her eyes.
 

Her forehead was furrowed in a concerned frown. "Luke," she asked quietly after staring at me for a few moments. "Is this about last night?"
 

I turned away. I couldn't look at her. I knew I couldn't lie, either. I was the one that had started all this, gotten the ball rolling.
 

Now I was inside the ball and the hill was really long.
 

"Luke, come on. What is it? You can tell me," she whispered. "If there was something about your birthday present that you didn't like you should tell me. We should talk about it." She sounded very nurturing as she tucked herself closer to me.
 

I knew she was right. It wasn't that I should tell her. It was that I had to tell her, no matter what. There was no way this was something I was just going to get over on my own.
 

"Esteban told me something yesterday," I mumbled, my mouth half-covered by the comforter.
 

"What? Luke I can't hear you. What did you say about Esteban?" she replied.
 

I took a deep breath. "I said Esteban told me something about you yesterday!" I said it a little too loudly this time.
 

"Told you something?" she said. "Told you what?"
 

I sat up in the bed, took another deep breath and looked her straight in the eye. "He told me about what you used to be like."
 

For a moment Katarina didn't seem to understand. "Used to be like? Like what?"
 

My heart was pounding in my chest and I could hear a buzzing in my ears. "He told me... he told me you used to like, go to clubs and... and fuck and stuff."
 

Katarina shook her head, like this was the first she'd ever heard of it. "Yeah," she said. "So?"
 

Yeah?!? So?!?
 

I didn't know what to say. I was paralyzed. How could that be her reaction to this?!? Fucking yeah so!
 

"Luke," she said quietly. "You're turning red!"
 

"Fucking right I'm turning red!" I lashed out. "How come you never told me about any of this?!?"
 

Her face twisted into shock, then hurt, then hardened with an angry resolve. "You can't be mad about that, Luke, you never asked!"
 

"You don't think that's something you should have told me? Something I had a right to know?"
 

I'd spent the night dreaming about Katarina with all her many faceless lovers that she hadn't told me about and I'd woken up feeling like shit about it.
 

"Baby, it's not like I was trying to keep something from you! I was a little wild back in the day but so what? When I met you I knew I wanted to be with you. That's why I am the way I am. This isn't some elaborate lie to... I don't even know what, trick you? What could I be tricking you into? You're mine!"
 

She sounded desperate and pleading and I knew I'd made her regret her decision to give me the birthday present I'd asked for.
 

"You told me you didn't know what hotwifing was. Or cuckold," I grunted.
 

"Luke, baby, I swear I didn't. I didn't know there was a whole kink about it. It wasn't like that, I just like to fuck a lot!"
 

That cut like a knife through my chest.
 

"You just liked to fuck a lot?" I whispered in disbelief. "That's supposed to make me feel better?"
 

Katarina shook her head. She looked like she was going to cry. "I don't know what's going to make you feel better. This whole thing was a big mistake. I shouldn't have ever told you about Esteban."
 

Esteban.
 

Even that guy was on my mind. Which reminded me... 
 

"I want to ask you something."
 

"What?" she asked, pouting.
 

"You said something yesterday that I can't get my head around."
 

"What?"
 

"Yesterday you told Esteban that you told him not to come inside you."
 

"Yeah? So?" she asked, perplexed.
 

"When did you have time to do that? To tell him not to come inside you? You didn't see him before he got to the room and I was there the whole time."
 

My heart was pounding, expecting her to start backpedalling, making up excuses, begging for my forgiveness and finally confessing that something had happened with them Saturday at his hotel.
 

Katarina shook her head. "Luke, I told you I talked to him about it on Saturday. I talked to him about all of this, remember? That's how it got set up. Yeah, we talked about some details but so what? How was I supposed to ask him if he wanted to have sex with me while my husband watched if I wasn't supposed to talk to him about sex?"
 

My insides were churning and my mind was spinning. It was the worst roller coaster ride I'd ever been on and I couldn't get off.
 

I sat staring at the wall opposite Katarina, stewing in my fury until I heard her faint sniff and turned to see tears streaming down her cheeks.
 

Nice one, Luke. Way to make your wife cry.
 

I'd always had a weakness about making women cry. I fucking hated doing it. And if I somehow did it, I'd do anything to make it stop. I think it started with my mom or something...
 

Katarina wasn't normally a crier so seeing her with fat, salty tears rolling down her eyes was twice as bad.
 

I started trying to see things from her perspective. Pretty soon I felt like a total tool.
 

Of course she was right. I'd asked her to do all this and now I was getting jealous and mad because she'd done it. It wasn't fair.
 

"Kat, look, I'm sorry," I said, sitting on the edge of the bed and burying my head in my hands. There was so much I needed to ask her about.
 

"Baby, don't be sorry just, please, please don't let this change anything between us," she said, putting a hand on my back and her cheek on my shoulder.
 

I wanted to tell her it wouldn't, that I still loved her in exactly the same way I had before I found out about this but I just wasn't sure if that could be true any more.
 

"Luke," she whispered. "Come on. Say something."
 

I sighed. "I want to know."
 

"Want to know what?"
 

"I want to know about all the guys."
 

"Guys?"
 

"All the guys you ever slept with."
 

Katarina's shoulders sagged as she sighed. "Luke I'm sorry," she said quietly. "I just don't remember every single one."
 

Great.
 

A long silence stretched out between us.
 

"What happened?" she asked, finally. "I thought you wanted this?"
 

"I did," I replied. "I didn't expect to get a helping of your past with it, though. Why'd you want me to talk to Esteban first anyways?"
 

She shrugged. "I don't know. It would have been weird for me if you didn't."
 

I studied the carpet for a while longer. I didn't want to think. I felt totally spent and all charged up at the same time. I needed to dig down and find out more about her past.
 

The fact that there was no way to change it, no way to go back and rearrange the person she'd been was going to tear me up. Something had to be done.
 

"How wild is wild?" I asked quietly.
 

"What?"
 

"How wild is wild?" I repeated.
 

"You mean... "
 

"I mean how wild were you, exactly?"
 

Another sigh. She shook her head and put a shoulder on my arm. "You don't want this. You don't want to hear all of this. I'm sorry. I had no idea Esteban would... "
 

"I do, Katarina. I do. I want to know." I stared into her deep blue eyes, begging her with mine.
 

"I used to party a lot."
 

"How much is a lot?"
 

"Like, a lot a lot. Almost every night."
 

"Every night? How did you... "
 

"Afford it? I know. Everyone asks that."
 

"Who's everyone?" I asked.
 

"Every guy I've ever been with gets obsessed with this if they find out."
 

"Obsessed with what?"
 

"Obsessed with the fact that I was such a bad girl. They all wanted to hear about it right before they dumped me on my ass." A tear rolled down her cheek.
 

Fuck.
 

I felt like a total jerk.
 

"Kat," I said, putting an arm over her shoulder, "come on, you know I'm not going to dump you. I'm not every other guy." I pulled her close as more tears started to stream down her cheeks.
 

She cried for a good long while, each sniff and gentle sob driving me further towards remorse.
 

Once again, I'd succeeded in making this all about me.
 

When she pulled away her eyes were red and there were long lines of dried tears down her cheeks.
 

I did feel bad about making her feel bad, I really did. Unfortunately that didn't change that I needed to do something about what was going on inside me and what was causing it. "Katarina," I whispered, "I'm yours forever. Remember? I told you that on the day I married you and it will always be true, no matter what."
 

She looked up with hope-filled eyes. "Really?"
 

"Of course really."
 

Now tell me what I want to know, dammit!
 

I didn't say that part but somehow she knew. Maybe that's why we were right for each other.
 

"You still want to know. Don't you?"
 

"Please?"
 

She sighed and wiped her nose on my shirt, then laughed. "Alright."
 






Chapter 12

 


"He said you liked to fuck a lot of guys."
 

Katarina sniffed and nodded, avoiding my eyes.
 

"What you guys had, like, an open relationship or something?"
 

Katarina smirked. "I wouldn't call it that. I don't think what we had was even a relationship, if you know what I mean."
 

"What do you mean?"
 

"I mean, Esteban was a good lay. I liked hooking up with him."
 

Ouch.
 

"The thing was, back then, I didn't like the whole 'relationship' thing. I liked to party. I was cute. Guys bought me drinks and they wanted to fuck me. I liked fucking so, that's kind of what ended up happening. I'd go out to the bar, get picked up and, you know, hook up."
 

Every word was like a stake being driven into my insides. "What was the craziest thing you ever did?"
 

Katarina mused for a while. "Craziest thing?"
 

"The craziest thing."
 

"You're not going to get mad?"
 

"Promise."
 

Liar.
 

"I had three guys inside me once."
 

Sucker-punch.
 

Ow.
 

"Are you serious?"
 

Katarina nodded. "I'm serious." She tucked her hair back behind her ear and sniffled.
 

"How?"
 

A devilish chuckle.
 

My insides twisted at watching her remember.
 

"Luke, come on. I had one in my pussy, one in my mouth and one in my ass," she said, doing her best valley girl imitation.
 

Yeah, Luke. Duh.
 

"You fucked three guys like that?" I asked. My throat was so tight I could barely talk.
 

"I mean, I guess a more accurate way to say it would be that they fucked me," she explained.
 

Bam! Right in the gut.
 

I managed a weak laugh. The vision of Katarina, my happy go-lucky, cheerful, bouncing wife with three cocks stuffed in all her holes like a porn princess sent a finger of frigid jealousy crawling down my spine. I looked into her eyes.
 

Her mouth fell open and her head moved slowly side to side. "Oh no. No way," she said. "There's no way I'm going back to that."
 

I don't know how she knew that's what I was thinking. She just knew. We were good together like that. That, or maybe she saw my cock getting hard.
 

"No Luke," she said, pushing away from me and getting out of bed. She stormed out of the room toward the bathroom.
 

Still naked, I got up and followed her in. She was in the shower. "Katarina?" I said quietly.
 

"Not going to happen Luke!"
 

My dick was at half-mast and I didn't even care. I didn't care about covering my erection up or covering up the fact that I wanted to see my wife with three other guys. I stared at her through the shower curtain.
 

Katarina had this way of showering where she didn't really wash anything, just spun in circles around keeping all sides of her body warm.
 

Every time she spun my way she would watch me staring at her and shake her head. Around the fifth time, she started to laugh. "Luke, no! It's not going to happen!" she shrieked, her giggles echoing noisily along the tile walls of the bathroom.
 

I felt suddenly invigorated. The depression I'd woken up with had lifted. The arousal, the jealousy, the painful out-of-control feeling were all back and I had a new dragon I wanted to chase, a new high I wanted to catch.
 

Emboldened by her good humor and my hard-on, I swept the shower curtain open and stepped inside like a warrior about to claim his prize.
 

Katarina shrieked and burst into more giggles, covering her breasts and huddling in the corner.
 

I put my hands on her arms and stood her up, bringing her close to my chest.
 

Still laughing, she put her hands on my chest and tried to push me away.
 

"Come on," I said, defiant. "I bet you still want to do that."
 

"No!" she laughed, "I don't! That's why I'm with you!"
 

Pow!
 

"Oh shit," she said as my face tensed up. "Shit, Luke, I didn't mean it like that."
 

I smirked. "Sure you didn't." I don't know why but suddenly I felt like I was in charge again. There was a new goal, a new direction to nudge her in and if I could get her to do what I wanted to do, I'd be the boss again. "You know what Esteban told me?" I said, goading her into a corner with the question.
 

"What?" she said quietly, her eyes dancing between mine and my mouth, reading every nuance of my expression.
 

"Esteban said that women like you don't just 'settle down.'"
 

Her smile faded from her mouth but not her eyes. She licked her lips as her hand drifted down to my mid-riff, her wet fingers wrapping tightly around my cock. "He did, did he?" she asked, daring me to reply.
 

"He did. You know what else he told me?"
 

Katarina started stroking my cock in short, quick chokes. "What's that?" she whispered. Her other hand slipped between my legs and cupped my nuts, making them tighten up.
 

I grunted. "He said that that kind of fucking is like a drug."
 

Still jerking my cock, Katarina closed her other hand around my nuts like she was trying to squeeze the cum out. "He did, did he?"
 

My thighs shook as I felt an orgasm swell inside me. My lip flared into a snarl.
 

Katarina's jaw jutted forward, her jerks coming faster. She looked down at my cock. "Is this really what you want, Luke? You want to see who I used to be? You think that would make you happy?"
 

I didn't know about make me happy but I was sure it would get me off. I was right on the edge. "Yes," I grunted as her fist squeezed tighter around my balls.
 

She smirked and shook her head.
 

I looked down as an orgasm tore through me.
 

Seed spurted from the head of my cock, some of it slapping in long sticky ropes on Katarina's stomach, some landing on the floor of the tub.
 

Katarina cracked a wry grin, as if nothing could give her as much enjoyment in that moment as watching me come.
 

I groaned and shook as she squeezed all the juice out of my nuts with her hand. When the orgasm had passed I realized how tightly she was holding onto me and I tried to step back.
 

She didn't let go.
 

I looked up to see her staring at me. She gave me a light squeeze, letting me know she was completely in control
 

"Luke," she said, "I don't know why I'm doing this." Her eyes narrowed. "Maybe Esteban's right. Maybe that kind of fucking is like a drug but I swear I haven't wanted it since I met you. If you want this, if you really want this, then I'll do it but I want you to remember something."
 

I was almost panting from the pressure of her squeezing my balls between my legs. "What?" I asked, wide-eyed and breathless. "Anything."
 

Katarina smiled. "I want you to remember what we said to each other on the day we got married."
 

I nodded, not sure what she was getting at.
 

"We told each other that we'd always be together, you and I, remember? Till death do us part?"
 

I nodded eagerly. "Of course I remember!" I whispered.
 

"What did we say right before that, Luke? Right before you said 'till death do us part?"
 

I looked at floor, running over the vows in my mind. When I looked back up, Katarina wasn't smiling any more.
 

"For better or for worse."
 






Chapter 13

 


I went to work the next day humming with anticipation at what was going to happen. It wasn't that our marriage had been stale or anything before, we were fine, but this was the kind of buzz I'd only ever felt at the beginning of a relationship. Feeling it again in the middle of a marriage was a dark and exciting thrill.
 

I suppose I didn't expect things to move as quickly as they did. I didn't expect to come home and find a strange man sitting on my couch.
 

I didn't expect to see Katarina slightly drunk with her arms draped around his neck, whispering into his ear.
 

I guess I thought we would take it a little slower, maybe talk about things some more. Maybe I should have made that clear.
 

Katarina jumped up and off the couch and ran towards me when she saw me come in. She threw her arms around my neck, smiled and kissed me on the cheek.
 

I found the gesture reassuring and my heart, which had started to pound when I'd walked in, settled down a bit. "What's going on?" I asked, dumbfounded.
 

Katarina leaned back, hanging onto my neck with her hands. "What do you mean?" She seemed perplexed by the question.
 

"I... I mean, what's going on? Who's the guy?" I was getting twisted up inside, glancing at the guy staring back at me from the couch.
 

"He's a friend," Katarina replied, smiling. "What's the matter? Did I remember something wrong about our conversation from last night?"
 

I looked at the guy again.
 

He was wearing a neutral expression and looked almost bored by what was happening. I turned back to Katarina, with my mouth open. It took a moment before any words came out. "Of course I remember, I just... I didn't... I guess I thought... I didn't realize you would just go out and... "
 

"Find myself a guy to fuck?" Katarina replied, giggling. 
 

I nearly doubled over. Had she fucked this guy already? Without me there?!? We hadn't talked about it, at least not like this! "You didn't... "
 

She arched a brow. Still holding onto my neck, she started so very slowly swaying from side to side. "What?" she whispered. "Fuck him already?"
 

I stared into her eyes searching for some clue that she was going to give me the answer that I wanted to hear. How could I live with myself, hell, with her if I heard the one I didn't? "Did you?" I asked, even more quietly.
 

So very slowly she opened her mouth and bit down on one corner of her lower lip before shaking her head. "No, silly," she teased. "I wouldn't do that to you."
 

My body relaxed and I started to breathed again.
 

"At least not yet."
 

I set down my briefcase and Katarina let go of my neck and sauntered back into the living room. I stood in the hall watching her, not knowing what I was supposed to do.
 

She sat down on the couch next to the guy again.
 

He was a pretty good looking man. Fit but not too big, he had a similair build to Esteban and I started to see that that was just the kind of guy Katarina liked.
 

He had dark hair and brown eyes that he barely looked at me with, instead immediately turning his attention to her as she started playing with the buttons on the front of his shirt.
 

Katarina was all flirts and giggles. She smiled and whispered something in his ear, then trailed her hand down his stomach and started undoing his belt.
 

All kinds of questions were running through my mind. Who was this guy? Where had she met him? Was he another guy from her past? How could she have done this and not talked to me about it first? Wasn't that... wasn't that not part of the plan?
 

Wasn't it?
 

For a moment I stood still watching as Katarina tugged the guy's thick cock out.
 

It was a thick piece of meat, fat and uncut.
 

She looked at it lovingly before sliding down off the couch and crawling between his legs.
 

I could only see the back of her head and I didn't want to be staring at just her bobbing up and down. At the same time I felt like if I moved I would break some kind of fourth wall, that this was a performance for me and interrupting it by changing position would be rude.
 

As I saw her head sink lower my curiosity got the better of me and I walked into the living room and off to one side of the couch where I got a perfect profile view of Katarina's face stuffed full of cock.
 

If the guy noticed, he didn't let on.
 

His cock was fatter than mine, much fatter. She really had to stretch to fit it into her mouth and she couldn't suck very hard because of how fat it was.
 

She bobbed up and down a few times, staring up at him.
 

Guy didn't move. He was like a blow up doll on the couch, just sat there staring at her with those dark eyes.
 

My cock had stiffened and I was really aching to touch myself but that felt like it would be too weird this time.
 

Katarina's eyes wandered over to where I was standing. She popped her mouth off his cock with a noisy slurp and started stroking it with her hand, the messy foreskin covering and uncovering the head.
 

She stared into my eyes for a few moments with a kind of laziness to her expression that made it look like she did this kind of thing all the time. 
 

Like a slut.
 

When the wetness dried up she let her hand fall down to his balls and popped back onto him with her mouth.
 

That made him move. He jutted his hips forward a little, reacting to the hot wetness of her mouth.
 

She bobbed for a while longer, then popped off again and started stroking him pretty hard with her fist, staring into his eyes.
 

His body tensed a little more and I wondered if he was going to start to spew. His cock got dry again before he did so Katarina popped back on.
 

She got up on her knees this time, bouncing her face off his pelvis like a basketball her hair flailing around her face.
 

He grimaced and jutted his hips out a little farther.
 

Katarina popped off and started pumping him with both her hands.
 

He grunted. A shot of cum burst from the tip of his cock flying up into the air before coming down and landing on Katarina's hands.
 

She cracked a smile at her victory and pointed his cock towards her, still pumping furiously.
 

The next lash went sailing straight at her, slapping a fat, creamy line across her face and down her chest. She pumped out a few more of these until his cock was just dribbling cream.
 

With a few final pumps for good measure she let go of his dick planted her hands on his knees and stood up.
 

"Okay," she said, "get out."
 

Her words might have been more of a shock than watching her do it. What the hell was she doing?!? Did she even know this guy? How could she be so... clinical about the blow job she'd just given him? Was she actually a whore?
 

The guy didn't seem to mind. Standing up off the couch he stuffed his cock into his pants and zipped up. He stood in place awkwardly for a while, his eyes darting around the room like he couldn't think of what to say.
 

When he finally opened his mouth and looked like he'd thought of a good line Katarina just shut him down. "I said get out."
 

I was... terrified?
 

I couldn't even tell what I was. This wasn't the woman that I'd married. This was some crazy... dominatrix slut! She'd always been kind of sensitive about sex and here she was acting like a whore!
 

Guy glanced at me, paused, then thought better of trying to say anything and walked down the hall and out the door.
 

Katarina turned to look at me. Her face was still streaked by the single thick line of his cum.
 

I stood and stared at her, mesmerized by what I'd just seen.
 

Katarina cracked a smile, put her hands on her hips and walked over to where I was standing.
 

I still couldn't think of anything to say. All I could do was stare at the cum covering her face and shirt and hands.
 

"So?" she asked quietly. Her breath smelled like spunk and wine.
 

"So?" I echoed, my mouth dry.
 

"What'd you think?"
 

"I... "
 

Katarina arched her brow, waiting to hear my answer.
 

"I... who was that?" I whispered.
 

She shrugged.
 

"You don't know?"
 

"Nope," she answered, shaking her head.
 

I couldn't believe it. "You just sucked off a stranger? What, a guy you met on the street?"
 

"At a bar," she answered.
 

My mouth fell open. "At a bar?"
 

"Yup."
 

"And... and you used to do stuff like that all the time?"
 

"All the time," she replied.
 

We gazed into each others eyes for a long while.
 

"I want to fuck you," I said, finally.
 

She smiled warmly. "Good," she replied. "You want me to clean this off?" She pointed to the cum streaking across her face. A dribble of cum dangled from her hand, broke off and landed on the carpet.
 

I don't know what I was thinking. I could barely remember my own name. I shook my head. "No."
 

Without any ceremony, Katarina walked back over to the couch, hiked up the skirt she was wearing and peeled back her underwear, offering me her cunt.
 

My pants were off and around my ankles by the time I sank down onto her on the couch. I stuffed my cock into her pussy and started to pump.
 

Katarina's body shook under the force of my fucking.
 

My face got hot. I stared at the spunk covering her face.
 

My wife. 
 

Porn star. 
 

Slut.
 

I blew my load deep into her hole.
 






Chapter 14

 


"How come?"
 

Katarina was lying freshly showered and clean beside me, just starting to fall asleep in the darkness. She jolted at the question. "Huh?"
 

"Sorry. Did I wake you up?"
 

She smacked her lips in that way sleeping people do. "Kind of." A silence came between us in the darkness. "How come what?" she asked quietly.
 

"How come you used to do that stuff?"
 

She didn't say or do anything for a while. Then she rolled over to face me and put a hand on my cheek. "Are you getting mad again?" she asked.
 

Was I? I didn't know. It was like my feelings about it had all conflated into one giant lump and now I had to try and pry them apart again. Maybe that's why I wanted to talk it out.
 

"Well? Are you?"
 

"No," I answered. It was only a hair of a lie. "I'm not."
 

"Then what?" she asked.
 

"I just want to know. I want to know why you did it."
 

Katarina eyed me thoughtfully. "Why do any of us do things?"
 

I wasn't expecting it to get this philosophical. "I don't know. Fame? Money? Love?"
 

Katarina cracked a smile. "Maybe that last one?"
 

"You sucked off strangers on the street for love?" I asked as a violent shudder shook through me.
 

She giggled. "Are you alright?" she asked. 
 

"I'm fine. I'm fine," I muttered. But I wasn't. I wasn't fucking fine. This woman, this crazy bitch lying beside me was not my wife. The life I'd been living had been a fucking lie.
 

"You're not," she whispered, shaking her head and rolling over onto her side.
 

Of course the man inside me couldn't resist glancing at her tits. The pink nubs were still stiff from when she'd towelled off.
 

She caught me watching. "You want to fuck me again, don't you?" she asked plainly.
 

How did she know? 
 

Of course I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to bang her in a mean, angry fuck that would... that would do what?
 

"I just don't get this," Katarina said, shaking her head which she'd propped up on one hand.
 

"Don't get what?"
 

"You seem mad," she explained.
 

I was mad. I was seething. "I'm not mad."
 

"You're lying."
 

How did she know?
 

She caught me glancing at her pussy, rolled onto her back and spread her legs, revealing her fresh snatch. "Come on," she said quietly. "It's what you want, right?"
 

It was obvious it was what I wanted. My cock was hard and she could see that.
 

Well, no. What I really wanted was to resist, to prove to her that I was in control of my cock and not the other way around. Or maybe better, that she wasn't in control of it.
 

I wanted to show her I was my own man.
 

But something was different between us. The ground had shifted, tilted a little and it was making me slide toward... toward what? Toward a strange, dark place I'd never been to before.
 

"Come on Luke," she whispered, spreading her soft thighs.
 

My cock lurched at the thought of burying myself in her pussy again. I knew it would make things better, even if only for the few minutes before I came.
 

That's what I really wanted. I just wanted everything to go back to the way it was, before Katarina had told me about her past. Before I had known about any of that.
 

I rolled onto her. I could tell she was looking at me, trying to get me to stare back at her but a shame welled inside me that wouldn't let me look.
 

I burrowed my dick into her soft pussy, pleased to find it wet.
 

Was this turning her on? Was it turning her on that I was like this? Vulnerable and confused and... cornered somehow?
 

As I fucked her, her hands drifted up and softly across my back. She brought her legs up, too. The way I liked. So her knees were almost at her chest, making her cunt nice and deep.
 

I fucked her as deeply as I could, lunging and thrusting my cock into her softness until it started to spew again.
 

My orgasm drained out of me in a shudder and I rolled off without looking into her eyes. I guess it had been better for that little while but now that it was over, I was back to worrying again.
 

Katarina turned the bed stand light off and crawled under the covers. "You kind of hate this, don't you?" she asked.
 

"What?"
 

"You hate that you started this, that you know all this stuff about me now?"
 

A heavy silence seemed to stretch the space between us. "Kind of," I replied.
 

"We can stop," she whispered, putting a hand on my bare chest.
 

It was a good idea in theory and it made me happy to hear her say it, at least. "I don't want to," I whispered.
 

She waited some time before saying anything. "Don't want to?" she asked. "Or can't?"
 

Maybe she already knew what the answer was.
 

I sure as hell didn't. Who knew where that line was?
 

"We should go to sleep," I said, and rolled over onto my side.
 

Katarina was snoring softly a few minutes later as I stared into the darkness, my insides twisting around a knife.
 



***

 


The next day when I got home was no better. Or maybe it was no worse, I don't know.
 

She had another guy there. A different guy. Same bored look, though. Like hanging out at a woman's house waiting for her husband to come home so he could watch them fuck was old hat.
 

The two of them looked bleary, red veins streaking the whites of their eyes.
 

"What did you do?" I asked as she rose off the couch to greet me again. She moved slowly and blinked slower and smiled a Cheshire smile.
 

"He had some dope so we smoked up," she replied.
 

Bang.
 

Of course they had. I looked her up and down. She looked a little dishevelled. A terrible shudder passed through me as I leaned closer to ask the question. "Did you... did you fuck him already?"
 

Katarina narrowed her eyes. "You keep asking me that. Is that what you want?" she asked as she draped an arm around my neck.
 

Fuck. The last thing I wanted was her thinking that's what I wanted. Wasn't it? How terrible would that be? To come home and find out another man had been inside her without me there? "No. I don't want that," I said, sounding unconvinced.
 

Katarina shook her head.
 

"Did you?" I whispered.
 

"I told you I wouldn't do that to you. Unless you asked."
 

Dude on the couch cleared his throat. "Hey. I gotta bounce real soon. We doing this?"
 

Katarina swung her head lazily to look at him before swinging it back to smile at me. "I don't know," she said, studying my eyes. "Are we?"
 

What a question to be asked with a guy sitting on my couch.
 

Do you want me to make you a cuckold, baby?
 

And that fucking smile. She'd never smiled like that before. So... almost evil.
 

Still, I nodded.
 

Katarina smirked. "Then we have to go upstairs. That couch is pretty uncomfortable to fuck on."
 

The guy stood up. He was wearing construction boots and didn't take him off as he followed Katarina upstairs, hands already groping her ass.
 

I let my briefcase fall to the ground and followed them up. Fuck I was tense. At the last moment before stepping into the bedroom, I ran back downstairs, did a shot, then sprinted back up.
 

Katarina was sitting naked on the edge of the bed. She was holding his cock up with one hand, kneading his nuts with the other one between his legs.
 

Guy was standing straight and looking down at what she was doing.
 

Every once in a while she'd glance over, her mouth full of cock.
 

Of course I was hard within minutes, standing by the door just watching all of this go down. I told myself I wasn't going to sit down this time. This time I was going to watch him go into her pussy.
 

She sucked on him until he was good and hard, doing the same nasty slurping sound effects she had the day before.
 

Did I love it? Yeah, of course I fucking loved it. It was like having my own personal porn star. I thought of what I was going to do to her that night.
 

I wanted to do everything. I wanted to fuck her in every imaginable position, to fuck her face, to fuck her asshole and make all of her holes mine again.
 

My little slut.
 

Dude let her suck on his cock a little longer once he was hard, then pulled her off.
 

Katarina rolled back onto the bed, stretching her legs up into the air and pointing her toes straight up like a ballerina en pointe and upside down.
 

He slid his hands down her thighs, admiring the creature he was about to nut into before prying them open.
 

They swung open easily. Katarina reached up and touched her breasts, pinching her nipples with her fingers.
 

Guy spit into his open palm and rubbed it along the head of his cock. Then he pushed his meat against her sticky folds and started to work himself inside.
 

Katarina's head lolled sideways as she looked at me with a smile.
 

What was that expression? What did it mean? Was she happy? Was she happy doing this? Or did she think this was making me happy and that's why she was smiling.
 

It was. And it wasn't. Who the fuck knew? Why was I making her do this? Why had I told her to do this?
 

I started imagining Katarina in the same situation, lying back on a bed with a man about to shove his dick inside her but before she knew about me.
 

How often had she done this? How often had she splayed her legs open, stoned and sleepy and let herself be fucked?
 

The question sent a quiet pulse of lust through me.
 

She didn't even fucking remember all the times she'd been fucked.
 

What a slut. What a fucking slut I'd married.
 

Katarina gasped as he pressed his cock into her pussy. Her soft pink lips split and I watched his meat slide in between them. They clung to his dick, her wetness allowing him to glide in.
 

She arched her back when he was about half-way into her, twisting her nipples and grimacing from the pain.
 

He pulled out slightly, then thrust forward again, driving the rest of his shaft into her willing cunt.
 

Katarina grunted as his balls slapped against her ass. She was still holding her legs high up in the air, his hands running up and down her soft thighs.
 

He started to fuck.
 

She let go of her tits and put her arms down on by her sides.
 

From where I was standing she looked like a fuck doll with her legs up like that.
 

As he thrust against her, her tits bounced forward and back on her chest.
 

I stood staring, my cock straining against my pants, unable to believe this was my wife, that she was doing this in front of me, for me.
 

Unable to accept that she used to do this kind of thing all the time except without me there.
 

Katarina showed no signs of coming. She just lay there staring up at the ceiling, heavy eyelids closing slowly every once in a while as he fucked.
 

His ass started getting tighter and he let his hand drift down to his waist, ready to help out in case he needed it.
 

"Shit, I'm close," he said, his voice tight. "Where you want me to nut?"
 

Katarina's head sagged to one side and her eyes met mine. She arched a brow.
 

Well? Where? she seemed to say.
 

A panic gripped me. Why me? Why did I have to decide? Why couldn't she tell him to pull out, to come on her stomach, or her tits or something? Why did I have to be the one to decide?
 

"Pull out," I mumbled, the frog in my throat garbling the words into an awkward squawk.
 

"Say what?" the guy grunted.
 

"Pull out!" I echoed, louder this time. It was the right thing to do, of course. But damn it if I didn't want to see him nut inside her. Why the fuck would I want that?
 

His fucking got more insistent. He drove himself deep into her. Then, with another grunt, his cock slipped out dripping grool from her filthy pussy.
 

He squeezed it, choking off the head, then started to pump as hot, thick streaks of his spunk sprayed across her tummy.
 

She didn't moan or do any of that porny stuff. She lay there and took shot after shot of his load across her body, perfectly still and barely looking down.
 

He emptied himself, shook the rest of what was in his cock out with a shudder and stepped back. After a few deep breaths he scooped his clothes up off the floor and he was gone.
 

Katarina looked at me again. "So?" she asked. "What's next?"
 






Chapter 15

 


I staggered toward the bed staring at the cooling streaks of cum across her belly. Looking up into her eyes I noticed that her high seemed to be wearing off.
 

She yawned a lazy yawn. She looked down her body, craning her neck so she could see where he'd unloaded. Her fingers drifted up onto her tummy and she spun them through the cum, making a little circle around her belly button.
 

I stared and stared in jealous lust and wonder at my wife playing with another man's cum.
 

"Are you just going to stand there?" she asked finally.
 

I shook my head, unbuttoned my shirt and yanked my belt buckle free. I stood naked in front of her for a while, my cock flexing and bouncing at the sight of her body covered in his cum.
 

"You want me to clean it off?" she asked.
 

Well? I should have wanted that, right? I should have wanted any evidence of him gone.
 

I shook my head.
 

"You want to clean it off?"
 

What?!?
 

More panic gripped me. Was she serious? She couldn't be serious. That was so filthy.
 

"Have you ever tasted another man's cum?"
 

I shook my head again.
 

Katarina smiled. Crawling backwards, she worked her way up the bed until her head was on the pillows. She spread her legs open again, smiled and reached out to me with her hands.
 

I sank onto my knees on the bed and crawled between her thighs. Leaning forward, I pressed my lips to hers and plunged my tongue into her mouth. I let the head of my cock touch her stretched out puss.
 

"I want you inside me," she whispered. The faint smell of pot still lingered on her breath.
 

I pushed into her, groaning at the feeling of her hot velvet sheath closing around me. His sticky seed squeezed between us as I lowered myself onto her.
 

"Did he make you come?" I whispered.
 

Katarina smiled and shook her head. "I can never come when I'm stoned. Not from sex, anyways."
 

Suddenly I felt sorry for her. She'd done this for me and hadn't even got any pleasure out of it. That didn't feel right. Filthy as it was, I wanted to make that right. "I want to make you come."
 

Her eyes opened a little wider. "That's sweet, Luke," she said, pressing her palm against my cheek. "I don't think I can like this," she added.
 

"I want to make you come with my mouth."
 

Her reaction was unexpected. A momentary scowl, followed by her face relaxing into intrigue. "Are you sure?" she asked softly. "He was just inside me? You don't mind?"
 

Never mind that I didn't mind. I wanted to know what it would be like. "I'm sure. I don't mind. Promise," I said quietly.
 

Katarina's body tensed in the best possible way. The pot induced laze seemed to melt away, replaced by an excitement about what I was about to do.
 

She was looking down her body at me with wide, wild eyes.
 

"Has anyone ever eaten you out after?"
 

"After?" she asked.
 

"After you've had sex with someone else?" I replied.
 

Ever so slowly Katarina began to shake her head, her mouth falling open slightly as I sank down between her thighs.
 

"So this is, like, your first time doing this?" My cock was raging at the prospect that it was. Had I really found something that Katarina hadn't done in her fuck-filled past?
 

"This is the first time anyone's done anything like this," she said softly. "I promise."
 

My cock throbbed as I sank down onto her, suddenly greedy to taste her used pussy with my tongue.
 

She moaned as I pressed my lips against her pussy.
 

I reached up and spread her slit with two fingers, then, plunged my tongue into her cunt.
 

Katarina reacted with a shriek. Her body bucked up off the bed, her legs coming up around my shoulders and almost wrapping around my head.
 

I thought I was going to come just from her reaction, it was so fucking hot.
 

"Oh Luke!" she moaned as I started fucking her hole with my tongue.
 

The smell of pot and pussy juices and the faint, lingering whiff of cum all conspired to make my cock harden again. I wanted desperately to fuck myself into her but the way she was reacting to what I was way to hot for me to stop.
 

"Fuck Lukey," she mewled, her hands drifting down her body and pinching her nipples. "Suck my clit, baby, suck my clit," she panted.
 

Pulling my tongue out of her soft hole, I swept up her slit until I could feel her engorged nub. It was throbbing and hot and lurched as I pressed against it.
 

"Fuck!" Katarina shrieked. Her hands shot down her body and she grabbed two fist-fulls of my hair and yanked me closer to her pussy.
 

It was so violent it was painful but that, too, was kind of hot. Unable to resist, I reached a hand down beneath my legs and started to stroke my cock.
 

Katarina started writhing and wailing, her whole body undulating beneath my mouth on the bed. Every time I thought she was going to come I would stop stroking myself because I would get close, too and I really wanted to finish inside of her.
 

Then, my mouth and tongue would get so sore that I just had to stop and Katarina would come back from the brink of orgasm, forcing me to work her up again.
 

I knew, though, that when her thighs started shaking around my head this was going to be it, this was going to be the big one.
 

With my jaw muscles nearly burning off I gave one last effort of sweeping my tongue in tight circles around her clit.
 

It sent her barrelling over the edge of her climax.
 

Katarina screamed, pinching her nipples and flailing on the bed so much I could barely keep my face on her pussy. She locked her thighs around my head so tightly that I became just another appendage of her body, writhing with her until the climax passed.
 

The whole thing, her fierce orgasm, the way she grabbed me by the hair and put my in a leg lock got me so worked up my shaft was full of seed. I let go of myself as Katarina began to settle down but it was too late.
 

I had started to come.
 

I tore my mouth off her pussy and scrambled up between her legs. I reached a hand down between my legs and started pumping my cock. If I could just make it into her soft, wet hole...
 

Katarina realized what was happening and for some reason this made her smile. She splayed her legs open and even pried her pussy lips apart for me with her fingers, revealing a welcoming pink plate with a hole in the middle.
 

I had a split second to make the decision. Try to shove myself inside or just splatter her the way the other guy had?
 

I knew I was too far gone to make it in.
 

So instead, I pumped my climax out and watched as seed spurted from my cock onto the pussy lips she was holding open for me. It was a beautiful sight and even gave me a second rush.
 

For some reason, Katarina started giggling at this, who knows why and who cares?
 

Her just lying back holding her pussy open and laughing while I spilled cream all over it was absurd but hot, too and a third climax crested inside me even though my cock was blowing dry.
 

Once it was over I just stayed kneeling on the bed in between her legs, cock in hand.
 

After a while Katarina let go of her pussy and was unabashed about letting me watch her lips seal shut.
 

By that point all I could do was stare at her and grunt.
 

This made her laugh even harder. "Come on," she said, patting the bed next to her, "lie down."
 

I collapsed onto the bed next to her and she rolled over to face me and put a hand on my cheek.
 

I looked up into her eyes. They were glowing with a welcome warmth and it made me smile. "That was... different?" I said.
 

Katarina chuckled. "That was very different," she replied.
 

"You've never done anything like that?"
 

"I told you, I promise I haven't," she whispered.
 

That made me feel... kind of special and also kind of better about us. I'd stumbled on something that, despite her promiscuous past, even Katarina hadn't experienced with anyone else.
 

It filled me with a sense of hope.
 

"That wasn't... gross or anything?" Katarina asked quietly.
 

I shrugged. "I don't know. I guess not. I've never done anything like that either."
 

She smiled and I felt a bond that had almost been severed by what had happened with Esteban, strengthen between us.
 






Chapter 16

 


The next week was much better, but not in the way you might think.
 

We spent the weekend together, just the two of us. We lazed around and watched too much TV and drank too much.
 

And we didn't talk about what had happened. At all.
 

I didn't feel the need to. I guess Katarina didn't either. It was like we were taking a break from all that and we both knew we needed it without one person explaining that.
 

And we didn't have sex. Not once.
 

We cuddled in bed and stayed up way too late just talking about... I don't even know what. It was like we were at the beginning of our relationship again. As if something about what had happened with those other guys, and particularly what had happened between us after the last one, had reset the way we felt about each other.
 

By the time Monday rolled around, I felt like I was in love with Katarina all over again and I was pretty sure that she felt the same way about me, too.
 

As I was ready to walk out the door, Katarina came bouncing up in her flannel pyjamas and handed me a brown paper bag.
 

"What's this?" I asked.
 

"I made you lunch!" she said, beaming.
 

It was the sweetest gesture and not something she had ever done. I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. 
 

I was dying to ask her if we were going to continue what we'd started and if there was going to be another man at home with her that night. "Do you think you're going to... "
 

As if she knew what I was about to say, Katarina pressed a finger to my lips, silencing me in mid-sentence.
 

We stayed like that for a while, staring into each others eyes, an electric energy running between us.
 

When I finally closed the door and got into the car, I was giddy with excitement. I spent the whole day at work checking the clock to see if it was time to go.
 

On the way home I nearly got a speeding ticket on the highway because I was in such a rush.
 

I burst into the the house after peeling into the driveway, my heart racing and barely able to catch my breath.
 

My first reaction was disappointment. Katarina was nowhere to be seen and neither was anyone else. I glanced into the living room.
 

Nothing.
 

I walked into the kitchen expecting maybe a note or some clue as to what was going on.
 

Nothing.
 

That's when I heard it. The dull, rhythmic thuds of the bed moving upstairs, punctuated by the occasional soft moan.
 

My heart jumped into my throat at the realization of what was happening.
 

Katarina was upstairs, in our bedroom, with another man. They'd started fucking even before I got home.
 

My heart pounded against my chest as I raced up the stairs two at a time. There was something so dangerous, so deliciously forbidden about this.
 

I hadn't asked her to do this. I guess maybe we should have laid out some ground rules, or I should have. We'd never talked about her having sex without me there. She'd just done it on her own.
 

I thought of that as I stood at the top of the stairs listening to Katarina's moaning.
 

It had been terrifyingly exciting to come home to her with another man in the house the week before. This felt like a new high, the same fresh buzz of last week with just a little more.
 

What kind of a woman takes a man into her bed without her husband's explicit permission?
 

The answer made my cock hard.
 

A fucking whore.
 

I stepped into the bedroom and gasped.
 

Katarina was on her back on the bed, her ass raised up in the air, her ample thighs splayed. It was a beautiful sight but not what took the wind out of me.
 

What took the wind out of me was the fucking bull of a man between her legs.
 

His skin was black as night and his head was shaved bald. He was built like a fridge with thick chords of muscle that ran down his arms and back.
 

He was kneeling on one tree trunk of a leg, the other balancing him as he shoved his long, dark seeding muscle into Katarina's tight snatch.
 

She saw me standing in the door. It was just a glance but obviously enough to make him look back.
 

The shock in his eyes at seeing me sent a chill through me.
 

"What in the fuck?" he said, trying to pull his cock out of Katarina and get up off the bed.
 

"No. No, no!" she whispered, grabbing his big black paws with her slender hands. She held onto him so tightly her knuckles started turning white.
 

He looked back at her, half his cock still stuffed into her drooling pussy. He looked back at me, then at her again, obviously not sure of what to make of the situation.
 

"It's okay, it's okay, it's okay," Katarina reassured in three, breathless gasps as her hips gyrated up in the air trying to get him to start fucking her again.
 

He took another look back at me out of the corner of his eye. Then, shaking his head, he moved forward again between Katarina's legs and started to thrust his cock into her pussy once again.
 

I could barely believe my eyes.
 

The guy was so ripped and hung it was like watching a fucking Minotaur take Katarina.
 

With each thrust he'd work his cock in a little deeper, hold it inside her for a little longer, like he was trying to stretch her out.
 

After a few minutes of this he'd managed to get about three quarters of himself inside when Katarina let out a pained whimper put one of her hands on his leg. "Wait... " she mewled. "That's all I can take."
 

The guy stopped for a second, his hands on her hips. Then, shaking his head, he muttered "the hell it is, bitch."
 

Squeezing her hips tight, he flexed the muscles in his ass and lunged forward in a powerful thrust.
 

Katarina moaned. 
 

As the sound faded into silence, I heard the very distinct wet split of her pussy stretching as he forced his dark cock into the deepest part of her. 
 

Like a ripe peach opening, more of her juices came spilling out.
 

I stood staring, slack-jawed and cemented to the floor as the guy began to grunt between her legs.
 

It didn't take long for Katarina to recover from the shock of what he'd done. Her body began to react to his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
 

From where I was standing, I could see her lips start to squeeze around his cock as her moans got louder with each thrust.
 

This was so different from the last guy. She obviously wasn't stoned because she wasn't just lying there. She was really into it this time.
 

Terrifying and super hot.
 

The moans turned into short, sharp shrieks as Katarina's legs started to shake.
 

The thrusts turned into harder lunges, his cock sinking deep into her flesh.
 

As I stood there, I longed for Katarina to glance at me again, to look at me and tell me to come over and kiss her the way she had the first time.
 

And yet there was something so arousing about how lost in the moment she was.
 

She was staring into this guy's eyes, her face twisted in pleasure as her body flailed around his.
 

Her thighs started to shake. Her toes spread out, then curled up. Her hips bucked against his groin. She started to scream.
 

The sheer terror of watching Katarina come so hard from such a huge cock in her pussy nearly made me faint. My heart was palpitating so hard I thought it was going to jump out of my chest. 
 

It's impossible to say how long it lasted.
 

When she finally came down off the orgasm, her body sort of flopped back, one leg dangling over the guys knee as he rutted into her, her head tilted to one side, eyes fluttering open and shut.
 

The guy drove three more completely unceremonious thrusts into her before his balls tightened up between his legs.
 

"I... " I let out the most miserable sounding squawk as my hand reached out.
 

The guy turned around and scowled.
 

"Not... not inside," I grunted.
 

He shot me an angry stare and turned back to Katarina. Yanking his cock out of her pussy, he crawled off the bed and over to the side she was facing. Pumping himself up, he stuffed his cock into her mouth.
 

It was a paralysingly beautiful sight.
 

Katarina let out a slight gurgle as he started to spurt into her mouth.
 

I gazed at that dark, flexing muscle intruding into her throat, delivering its load. After she'd taken all her mouth could handle, it started dribbling out down the side of her face.
 

She was so limp from being fucked so hard she looked like she barely noticed what was happening to her.
 

The guy grunted, signalling it was over, before pulling his cock out. A thick river of cream followed, oozing past Katarina's lips. He pinched the head of his cock and squeezed, releasing the last drops on her cheek before stepping back.
 

He didn't acknowledge me as he put on his shirt and his jeans. Didn't even look back at Katarina before walking out.
 

The only way I knew he was gone was because I heard the door slam downstairs.
 

I stood staring at Katarina laying limp on the bed for the longest time.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. She smiled. She lifted her hand and crooked her finger, beckoning me to come.
 






Chapter 17

 


Her face smelled like stale spunk. What she hadn't swallowed had leaked out of her, forming a dark stain on the purple sheets.
 

I eased myself down onto the bed next to her, my eyes darting between hers and her nude, used body. "Who was that?" I asked in a furtive whisper.
 

With another faint smile, she shrugged. "Just some guy I saw at the grocery store."
 

A jealous shudder ripped through me making my cock hard. "You just... you just... how did you get him here?" I stammered.
 

Katarina smirked. "You know, it's not too hard getting a guy home if you're a woman. I just asked him if he wanted to fuck."
 

A panic gripped me, making my chest tight. "You just walked up to him and asked him if he wanted to fuck?" I wondered in disbelief.
 

Katarina giggled. "Yup. You'd be surprised how receptive men are to that."
 

The memory of watching his fat cock unloading into her mouth filled me with fresh lust. "Are you going to do this every day? Every day after I come home from work?" I asked.
 

Katarina looked up, her eyes focusing for the first time since dude had left. She looked sharper now, more awake. "Is that what you want?"
 

Geez. I didn't know what the hell I wanted. I didn't know what the hell half of the feelings inside me were called, let alone whether I wanted to feel them again.
 

But I was pretty sure I didn't want this to stop. Not just yet, anyways. "Can I fuck you?" I whispered.
 

Katarina shook her head and chuckled softly. "It's always the same with you guys isn't it?" she teased.
 

I was starting to feel desperate. I wanted to, no, I needed to consummate this with her. I needed to take her back and feel like this was about us again and not just her getting fucked by some big black dick. "Please?"
 

Katarina sighed. "Okay. But you're going to have to be gentle. I'm so fucking sore from that guy. And I don't know how much help I'll be. I might just be a wet hole for you."
 

Sometimes that's all a guy needs. Sometimes that's all a guy wants.
 

I tore my pants off and started unbuttoning my shirt but didn't have the patience so I just tore that open too, sending buttons flying across the room.
 

I eased Katarina's thighs open, staring at the wavy lips of her swollen pussy when she cringed and sucked in a breath.
 

"Ouch!" she said, closing her legs.
 

My stomach sank at the thought that she was too sore for me to fuck her. Just as I started coming up with a plan to at least get a hand job, she rolled over onto her stomach.
 

"There," she whispered, "that should be easier." She glanced back at me over her shoulder. "Can you make it quick?"
 

Oh fuck.
 

This guy had just taken his sweet time stuffing his huge cock into her for as long as he liked and now she was telling me I had to make it quick?
 

What the hell was wrong with me that that made my cock throb?
 

I peeled her ass cheeks apart and lowered myself gently down, pressing the head of my cock against her soaked pussy lips.
 

I shuddered at the sensation of popping the head of my cock into her cunt. I started thrusting slowly, hoping she wouldn't be so sore that she was going to make me stop.
 

As I worked myself up, all I could think about was what she'd looked like splayed open for that black guy. I wanted to memorize every terrifying detail of it so I could have it in my mind forever.
 

My cock bulged and flexed inside her as she lay there barely reacting to what I was doing. If I didn't know any better, I would have thought she was sleeping.
 

I was just getting close when Katarina lifted her head and turned it to one side. Her face looked pained. "Baby, it hurts too much. I'm sorry but I'm going to have to get you to stop."
 

She sounded sad about it but not as sad as I felt.
 

I looked down as I pulled my cock out of her pussy. Her winking back hole was teasing me, pulling me towards it.
 

"Baby?" I whispered, stroking myself and praying.
 

"What's up?" she asked.
 

"Can I put it in your ass?"
 

There was a moment of silence before she replied. "I... you know I don't like that."
 

A red rage drenched my body in heat. Didn't fucking like it? What about when she had three fucking guys in all her holes? She'd told me herself she had a guy in her ass!
 

I was so pissed and fuming and hot. I was straddling her, pumping my cock, staring at her pussy and ass, images of the black guy and every other guy I could imagine stuffed inside her racing through my mind.
 

A thick wad of sperm shot out of my cock and slapped onto her ass. As I groaned from the orgasm, Katarina looked back again.
 

She reached her hands back, both of them, and put one on each cheek of her ass. She pried herself apart. "That's it baby," she whispered, "blow your cum all over my ass."
 

I groaned as I watched the last shots of spunk splurt out of me and land in thick streaks along her ass. Some of it dripped down her crack, covering her hole.
 

When I was done, Katarina let her hands fall back down beside her.
 

I couldn't stop staring at the mess I'd made.
 

After a while, Katarina broke the spell with a question. "What are you doing back there?" she said. I could hear by her voice she was smiling, ready to cover any awkwardness between us with a giggle.
 

I couldn't stop looking at her cum-covered ass. I was overwhelmed by the filthiest thought I'd ever had. I leaned forward over her so I could whisper into her ear. "Hey," I said.
 

"Hey what?" she whispered back.
 

"Has anyone... have you ever let anyone eat out your ass?"
 

Again the question seemed to fill her with fresh energy. "What?"
 

"Have you ever let anyone, you know, kiss your asshole. Like, with their tongue?"
 

There was a long silence and she didn't turn to look at me. "Um... no."
 

This made me start to go hard again. Here was a thing, another new thing that only the two of us could share. But how was that possible? With all the guys she'd dated, how could none of them have done that to her? "Why not?"
 

"Why not, what?" she asked, her body stirring to life at what I'd suggested.
 

"Why did no one... " I left the question dangling, knowing she would get my meaning.
 

"I never really... fucked those kinds of guys," was her quiet reply.
 

Those kinds of guys? What kinds of guys? The kind that would do that? What did that mean?
 

"Are you asking because... " She sounded different. Impatient and intrigued.
 

"I'm asking because... can I?"
 

She turned her head to look at me. "Can you what? I want you to say it," she said, biting her lower lip.
 

"Can I lick your ass?"
 

Her eyes rolled back. She groaned and her hips rose up off the bed, lifting her beautiful ass up into the air.
 

My cock lurched and I scrambled up to my knees, unable to believe we were going to go to this new place, this crazy, filthy, nasty place. 
 

Just the two of us.
 

I leaned forward, holding onto her ass for balance and spreading her cheeks again. Pushing my tongue out of my mouth, I closed my eyes until I felt the tip touch her tight, puckered hole.
 

The dank musk that rose from it was tinged with a hint of her juices and a heavy layer of my own spunk. Daring myself to go further, I lashed up and down her crack, slathering it with spit before sinking the tip of my tongue into her ass hole.
 

Katarina moaned.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw her grasping for something. I gave her my hand.
 

Satisfied, she lifted it and pressed my fingers between her legs and against her soft pussy that had started to leak again.
 

"I thought you were too sore?"
 

She moaned. "It's... I'm fine now. Just... please? I really want to come again."
 

An uncomfortable jealousy-laced pleasure settled inside me, hardening my cock.
 

Fine now?
 

Just a few minutes ago she'd been too sore to take me, her husband, into herself and let me come. Now that I was licking her ass she wanted me to finger her so she could get off again?
 

It was almost... wicked, what she'd said. Was she doing this on purpose? Was this part of the game? Or was she really too sore until it was time for her to get off?
 

"Baby," Katarina's whispered whimper dragged me back into the room. "Please?"
 

I couldn't resist. With her ass swaying beneath my mouth, I pressed my fingers against her pussy and started to rub.
 

"Oh fuck yes," she groaned, her hips bucking back, pressing her ass even more firmly against my mouth.
 

My fingers were covered with her seeping liquid and the nastiness of what we were doing had me rock hard all over again.
 

Her ass was dripping with my drool and thoughts of what it would be like stuffing myself into it came drifting through my mind as I brought her closer and closer to coming.
 

With my fingers spinning between her legs, Katarina rose up onto one hand and reached the other around behind herself. With a shriek she mashed my face against her asshole and squeezed her legs around my hand.
 

I felt her pussy start to drool and squirt as she screamed through her orgasm above me.
 

When she finally collapsed onto the bed in a fit of giggles, burying her face to hide it in the pillows, I was ready to blow.
 

Red-faced, I started pumping my cock above her, eyeing the hole I'd just licked clean as it winked back at me open and shut, open and shut. "Baby, I'm gonna come again!" I grunted.
 

As the first swell of climax rose up inside me, Katarina turned around still giggling and eyed me as I released myself all over her ass again. Even though I was the one on top, it felt as if Katarina were completely in control.
 






Chapter 18

 


"Luke. Lukey!"
 

Katarina's whispered voice drifted at me through the darkened bedroom and the haze of sleep that hadn't fully lifted. "What's up baby?" I asked.
 

"I'm going to do it."
 

I rubbed my eyes, turned and looked at the light green digits on the alarm clock to see I still had a few minutes before work. Then I turned to face Katarina again. "Do what?"
 

"You wanted to see me with more than one guy, right?"
 

A jolt shot through me like someone had injected caffeine straight into my veins. "What?"
 

"You wanted to see me with more than one guy, right?" she echoed, giggling.
 

"I... I... "
 

I... had no idea what to say.
 

Of course I thought I wanted to see her with more than one guy but did I really?
 

"I thought you said you didn't want to do that?" I asked.
 

Katarina shrugged. "Meh, I thought about it. It wouldn't be that bad."
 

Wouldn't be that bad?!?
 

I was starting to freak out. Who says that? It wouldn't be that bad to let your husband watch you get ganged?
 

"Baby... I... "
 

"Did you change your mind?"
 

I could hear that she was smiling in the darkness and that nearly paralyzed me. She was enjoying this!
 

"I didn't... I mean, I want it, it's just... "
 

"Just what?" she whispered.
 

"Who... I mean, how are you... how would you get... "
 

Katarina started laughing. Her hand crept down my body beneath the covers until she found my cock. She wrapped a tight fist around it. "You leave that to me," she said giving me cock a pump. "Go get ready for work or you'll be late!"
 

I fell out of bed and stumbled across the floor of the bedroom to the sound of Katarina laughing at me. I don't know how long I was in the shower but it felt like a long time.
 

I stood there under the hot water thinking about what she'd said and whether I could really handle it or not.
 

When I finally got out and walked back into the bedroom, Katarina had already gone downstairs. I glanced at the clock and realized I was twenty minutes late.
 

I threw on whatever clothes I could find and raced downstairs.
 

Katarina was standing at the foot of the stairs in her bathrobe holding a brown paper bag with my lunch. "So?" she asked as I pecked her cheek, "You sure you want to do this?"
 

I looked into her eyes and nodded.
 

"Okay," she said with a sly smile. "But after this it's over, okay? After this I want to go back to being us again. The old us."
 

It was as reassuring to hear her say that as it was disappointing. I loved this exciting new sexual adventure we were on. At the same time it was nice to know she missed what we'd had.
 

I nodded again and gave her another kiss.
 

Katarina reached around and squeezed my ass, then patted it to send me out the door. "Go. You're already late."
 

I spent the day in a daze wondering whether I was really going to come home to my wife surrounded by other guys that night. I barely got any work done because I couldn't stop thinking about whether she was really going to go through with it or not.
 

By the time I pulled into the driveway that night my stomach had twisted into a tight knot and my throat had gone completely dry.
 

There was a big, black SUV parked in the driveway and I had to park on the street.
 

My heart bounced against my rib cage at the thought of whose it might be and what they might be doing to Katarina inside the house.
 

I stepped out of the car and walked slowly toward the house.
 

The sound of laughter greeted me as soon as I stepped inside. I could make out Katarina's high-pitched giggle drowned out by the baritone of two, maybe three other guys.
 

I stood in the hallway staring at the floor as I tried to make out what they were laughing about.
 

The place smelled like rye.
 

A moment later a big, black guy walked out into the hall from the living room and jumped as he saw me. "Whoa shit!" A second later he doubled over in a laugh. "Shit man, you scared the shit out of me!"
 

I gave him a weak smile and watched him cross the hall and close the door to the bathroom behind him.
 

Katarina came stumbling around the corner, smiling, her eyes a little glassy from the booze. She crashed into me, wrapped her arms around my neck, tilted her head and opened her mouth.
 

When I kissed her she plunged her tongue into my mouth. She tasted like candy and rye.
 

My jealousy started to burn inside me, hardening my cock as her hands drifted down my back.
 

She pulled away and took my hand, giving me a devilish grin. "You ready for this?" she whispered. She didn't wait for me to answer.
 

Pulling me into the living room, she flopped down onto the couch between two other black guys.
 

Both of them gave me a nod but didn't seem concerned about who I was. They were much more interested in Katarina and turned their attention back to her right away.
 

I moved off to one side, toward the door that led to the kitchen. Almost every light except the standing lamp in the living room was turned off. I slipped into the shadows to get ready to watch what would happen.
 

The guy who'd gone to the bathroom walked back into the room, glanced at me, then looked over at Katarina. "Guess this is the guy, huh?" he said with a chuckle.
 

Katarina looked over at me still wearing her devious smile, fingers pressed to her forehead and replied, "Yup. That's the guy."
 

The guy.
 

I wondered what she'd told them? Had she really just told them that I was her husband and wanted to watch them fuck my wife? What did they think about that? What did they think about me?
 

Did they think I was a cuck?
 

"Aight, if we gonna do this let's do it," the guy who'd come in from the bathroom declared. Walking straight up to Katarina, he yanked his cock out of his pants and pointed it right at her.
 

A pulse of jealousy and adrenaline raced through me. The guy was fucking hung. The big piece of black meat between his legs was easily ten inches and thick.
 

The other two guys let out a low laugh but Katarina kept her eyes on me. She reached out and wrapped her little white hand around that big slab of black cock.
 

"That's it bitch," the guy in front of her said.
 

Another rush of nerves tore through me at hearing my wife called a bitch by some stranger.
 

Katarina opened her mouth and the guy stepped forward. He started feeding her that dark python, inch by inch. Three inches in, Katarina gagged on the tip at the back of her throat.
 

The guy let her get adjusted to his size. He stepped back, pulling out most of his hardening cock and letting Katarina catch her breath.
 

She wrapped her fist around him again when she was ready and he fed his muscle into her mouth.
 

This time she didn't choke on his cock. I saw her throat relax, then I saw the distinct shape of the head of his cock stretching through her neck as he drove his shaft toward her gut.
 

He'd gone about half-way in when she tapped him on the stomach letting him know that was enough.
 

I was floored. My cock was stiff and I my mouth was hanging open at how much cock Katarina could take into her throat without choking.
 

As I looked on, she started kneading the head of it with the muscles in her throat.
 

The guy on the far side of her got up off the couch and dropped his pants to the floor. Standing in just his t-shirt, he started to work his cock up stiff to take his turn.
 

Take his fucking turn!
 

With my fucking wife!
 

Katarina pulled her face off the guy she'd been blowing to get some air. A thick strand of drool clung to her lip and the head of the guy's cock. Katarina slurped it up then started bobbing on the head of his cock again, twisting her fist around the shaft.
 

The guy just stood there, one hand keeping his shirt off to one side so he could enjoy the view.
 

I couldn't move. I still couldn't believe I was about to watch this happen, three guys and my wife.
 

Katarina popped off but kept stroking him with her fist. She looked up at him, her lips twisted in a porn-star look of hungry lust.
 

I wondered if she was actually enjoying this? Did she enjoy being treated like a slut? Had she enjoyed it before we'd met, or was there some other reason for her promiscuity?
 

The guy slapped Katarina's hand away and started pumping his cock in front of her face. "Open your mouth, baby. Open your mouth."
 

Katarina did as she was told, opening her mouth and sticking her tongue just a little ways out.
 

A moment later the first splash of hot spunk shot from the head of the guys cock, straight onto her waiting pink tongue.
 

Katarina stuck her tongue back into her mouth but kept it open, making a nice cave for him to shoot his seed into.
 

Fuck that guy had a lot of cum to give.
 

Spurt after spurt kept shooting from his cock until her mouth was full of it.
 

When he'd finished coming he shook his cock out a few times, draining the rest of his cum before stepping back and letting his buddy have a turn.
 

Katarina rolled his sperm around for a while, looked over at me, closed her mouth and swallowed.
 

I nearly gagged at the thought of all that semen in her belly.
 

"Come on baby, get up," the second guy said, stepping into place in front of her. He'd wanked himself up to standing but didn't want her mouth.
 

Katarina stood up and let him pull her t-shirt off, then wiggled out of her jeans so she was standing naked in front of him.
 

She grabbed his cock with her hand and started stroking him but he slapped her hand away.
 

"Come here girl," he said, reaching around and grabbing her ass.
 

Katarina wasn't sure what he was doing until he started to lift her up off the ground. She shrieked and giggled but wrapped her legs around his waist as he started to lower her onto his shaft. "Wow," she said, her hands pressed against his chest. "You're strong."
 

The guy holding her smirked, let go of one of her ass cheeks making her grab onto him to hold on, and used the hand to push his cock head against her pussy.
 

As soon as he lowered her onto himself, the smirk left Katarina's face. His thick cock split her wet folds with a noisy slurp and made her gasp.
 

"Oh fuck," Katarina whispered, "I forgot how thick that junk was."
 

Erm, what?
 

Dude just kept lowering her onto his cock until he was about halfway inside.
 

Katarina stiffened and her hands turned into claws. "Okay. Shit," she said, panting. "I think that's all I can take."
 

The guy cracked a wry smile and looked over at the last guy who was still sitting on the couch, playing with himself now. "They all say that."
 

He let her settle onto his cock.
 

Katarina started wiggling, her feet sort of clawing at his sides like she was a cat trying to scamper up.
 

I could tell his girth was making her uncomfortable and a part of me wondered if I should step in to help.
 

"Seriously, that's all I can take," she said, more panic in her voice this time.
 

The guy didn't react at all. He just kept lowering her onto his shaft, watching her get more and more panicked as he stuffed himself deep inside.
 

Maybe I should have said something. I don't feel bad about it now but maybe I should have. The truth is, there was this sick, twisted fascination keeping me rooted to the ground and silent about what was happening to her.
 

Suddenly the guy let go of her weight.
 

With a wet slurp Katarina slid down the rest of his pole. Her mouth popped open and her eyes bugged as she settled onto the root. Her legs tightened around his trunk.
 

"See?" the guy said, still grinning. "Feel good?"
 

Katarina moaned and pressed her face against his chest. "Oh fuck yes!"
 

With his powerful arms the guys lifted her up a bit, then lowered her down onto his shaft.
 

Katarina started trying to grind against him, grunting each time she was stuffed full of his cock.
 

I'd never seen Katarina experience whatever she was going through with this guy. She was always fun in bed but I'd never seen her lose herself to the moment so completely.
 

I was happily jealous for her and couldn't wait to get her back.
 

The guy sitting on the couch got up and knelt down on the floor. "Come on man, let's get this done."
 

Katarina spun around just as he guy on the floor shoved a finger into her ass.
 






Chapter 19

 


"Hey!" she yelped, trying to swat him away.
 

"Hey, what?" he said, slapping her hand away. "Ain't nothin' goin' into that hole without a little stretching out."
 

Katarina, suddenly flushed, glanced over at me, looking a little scared.
 

It made me realize how lucky I was to have found a girl like her. How many guys wives would do this for them, just because they asked?
 

The finger came out of her ass with a pop as the guy standing and holding her knelt down on the ground.
 

Katarina was sandwiched between the two guys now, her full frame looking as small as I'd ever seen it before.
 

The guy behind her spat on his hand and rubbed it over the head of his cock before shuffling closer to her and pressing the head of it against her tight ass hole.
 

Katarina stole another glance at me.
 

It was the most lewd look she's ever given me and I won't forget it until I die. 
 

I was about to watch her do the one thing I'd never done with her. She looked so fucking hot in that moment I almost creamed my pants.
 

"Go easy," she whispered to the guy behind her.
 

"Yeah," he said, chuckling together with his friend, "right!"
 

With that, he sat up, plunging his black meat into her tight, white ass.
 

Katarina grimaced.
 

I gaped at the way her ass hole stretched to swallow that dark snake deep into her insides.
 

As the length of it slipped into her, Katarina started mewling and grinding even harder on the two guy's laps.
 

The two of them laughed. The one in front slapped her tits around a few times before pinching both her nipples at once. "Bitch in heat!"
 

As the three of them found a rhythm, they rocked Katarina back and forth between them.
 

I stood and stared, mesmerized by the shapes of their dark hands moving along her pale body. Every once in a while I'd look at the way their cocks looked moving into her and my own cock would stand stiff.
 

The first guy, the guy that had dumped his load into her mouth, stepped up, tilted her lips open with his finger on her chin, then stuffed his half-hard cock back into her mouth.
 

There it was, the moment I'd been waiting for since I found out about my wife's crazy ex-life. The thought of Katarina doing this all the time on her own, you know, just cause, was making my cock too sore to take.
 

She looked so filthy stuffed with those three black cocks. I did my best to sear the image in my mind for later.
 

The guy in her mouth got hard and started grunting a few minutes it. He kept touching her chin and staring at her as she rocked back and forth on his cock.
 

It wasn't long before he pulled out and started stroking another one out.
 

Another mess sticky white goo shot from his cock, this time landing in thick streaks across her cheeks and hair.
 

Katarina stuck her tongue out like a welcoming slut as he pumped his load out onto her face.
 

He let out a loud grunt when he was done, this time slapping her across the mouth with his cock a few times before slipping it back in so she could clean him off.
 

She licked up every last drop and cleaned his cock off so it came out slippery wet.
 

The guys inside her had started rocking her a little harder between them, staring down between their legs watching their cocks slide in and out of her.
 

Katarina's back arched and a moment later she yelped as she came again.
 

The two guys grunted on either side of her as her pussy and ass clenched down hard on their dicks.
 

The one in front, up in her pussy, gave her nipples another twist making her scream again, then groaned as he started to unload.
 

I shoved my hand into my pants at the sight of Katarina's bare pussy taking a hot load of another man's cum.
 

The thought that I'd never been that deep inside her, that his seed was swimming in a place I could only dream about made my whole body tighten.
 

As the guy in her ass started to come my mind moved into a place I'd never known before.
 

My wife was going to be filled with these guys come in every hole. What should have made me insanely jealous was making me as aroused as I'd ever been. 
 

The guy unloaded into her ass with a loud shout.
 

Katarina looked like a rag doll rocking between the two men, her face covered with come.
 

The guy took his time coming down.
 

The guy in front let his cock fall out of her pussy, stood up and started getting dressed.
 

Then the one in her ass pulled out. He helped her up onto the couch, then, eased her mouth open and shoved his cock into it so she could clean him off, too.
 

She was a little more half-hearted about this one.
 

I could tell she was spent. I wondered if I was even going to get some with everything she'd been through.
 

As he pulled his cock out of her mouth, Katarina slumped onto the couch a filthy, leaking mess.
 

I stared at her as the guys got dressed.
 

"Aight, we out," one of them said. "Hit us up any time!"
 

They all started laughing as they made their way into the hall. I felt a faint twinge of humiliation at what I'd just watched them do, now that they were laughing. It faded as soon as the door slammed closed behind them.
 

I stepped out into the pool of light in the living room.
 

Katarina turned to look at me, a slow, sly smile spreading across her mouth.
 

I was so horny and angry and jealous and in love in that moment, I can't even describe it.
 

"So?" she whispered. "Was that everything you hoped it would be?"
 

Rivulets of semen were trickling out of her, running down her legs and dripping onto the couch. We'd have to get a new couch, for fuck's sake, from what these guys had done to her!
 

"I... " I moved closer to her, still somewhat unable to believe what she'd done and that she was mine. "I can't believe you just did that," I whispered, touching a finger to her cheek. "Where did you find those guys?"
 

Katarina smirked. "Those be my boys, hon!" she replied.
 

"What? What do you mean?"
 

She shook her head. "I used to hang out with those guys all the time back in the day. We were... you know, fuck buddies."
 

My insides went cold and hot with jealousy and lust. "You mean... they used to use you like that all the time?"
 

Katarina giggled and shrugged, her eyelids lazy from the booze and sex. "If that's what you want to call it then, yeah, I guess."
 

I clenched my jaw as the incredible urge to take her back, to make her mine again overwhelmed me. Maybe she'd been theirs in her past but this was now.
 

I spun her over onto her stomach, her legs sprawling awkwardly to the sides.
 

"Hey!" she yelped, looking back and trying to get up. "What do you think you're doing?" She erupted into a fit of giggling as soon as the words were out of her mouth.
 

I had my eye on exactly what I was doing.
 

I knew I had to take the one thing she'd never given me, but had obviously given to plenty of other guys. If she could be a slut with them, she could be a slut with me.
 

Yanking my cock out I pressed it against her still-leaking back hole.
 

Her smile vanished as she craned her neck back to see what I was doing, then look up at me. "Lukey?" she asked, bewildered by my sudden assertiveness.
 

I sank down onto her, the head of my cock pressing into the oozing spunk running from her ass hole as I sank into her dark tunnel.
 

"Oh Luke!" she moaned, "Fuck, yes! Fuck my ass!"
 

I drove my shaft in and out of her. I could already feel the first spits of pre-cum spilling out. My head was spinning as I held onto her hips and drove myself in over and over.
 

Katarina reared up and started thrusting back, pounding her ass against my pelvis and squeezing my cock.
 

I started to groan and as the orgasm filled my whole being it turned into a roar.
 

My cock started to pump, draining load after load of seed deep into Katarina's ass. I bent over her, reached out and twisted her nipple at the peak of my climax making her scream and clench around my cock.
 

I fell down onto her, still balls deep in her ass, burying her on the couch beneath me as I twitched out the rest of my pleasure.
 

I lay inside her like that for a long time, like having my cock in her ass somehow made me feel like I owned her again.
 

Then reality dawned. The regular me came back. I started feeling bad. I scrambled up and pulled out of her, already worried that I'd gone too far. "Baby," I whispered, turning her so I could look into her eyes. "I'm sorry. Are you alright?"
 

Her eyes went wide. "Are you fucking kidding me? That was hot!" Katarina scrambled up on all fours like a hungry animal and grabbed my cock, making me grunt.
 

Staring up into my eyes, she opened her mouth and started to eagerly slurp my shaft.
 






Chapter 20

 


We went back to normal after that, whatever normal is. If it had been for me, Katarina would have been chained to the bed with a steady stream of lovers dropping by the house at all hours of the day.
 

I still have a hard time understanding what it is about watching her with another man that makes me so hot but I've stopped worrying about it so much.
 

Sometimes you just have to go with what feels right.
 

Katarina didn't want that life back, though. She really was telling the truth when she said she didn't miss it.
 

And she really did like us for who we were. Caring and loving and all that.
 

Do I still get jealous about her past? Sure. It's not easy knowing that your wife has fucked so many guys she can't even remember all of them.
 

There's a stigma about that, right? If a guy does it, it's alright. If a woman does it, she's a filthy slut. It's all so fucked up.
 

Anyways, sometimes when we've had a few Katarina will indulge my fantasy and tell me about some wild night or other she had and giggle at how much it turns me on.
 

I can live with that. I just feel so lucky to have found her.
 

I don't think I could have found anyone that would make me happier and I know we'll always be together. For better or for worse.
 










***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

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?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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