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Her Friend's Father

The party room was full with the buzz of conversation and laughter. The sounds of merriment hummed through the air even over the classic dance songs the DJ was spinning. It was a good wedding reception, certainly a joyful one, but Jaime found himself engrossed in something other than the festivities.

His wife, Kristen, was standing at the bar at the back of the room chatting it up with the father of the bride, Howard. Jaime was sitting at his assigned dinner table several feet away, watching them as he nursed a beer. He couldn’t hear what they were saying. Instead he watched the way they interacted, the way they were smiling and laughing, the way a touch here or there maybe lingered a bit too long. He was trying to decipher how their conversation was going, what direction it might be heading, but it was hard to tell if any of what he was seeing meant anything or if he was reading too much into it.

He doubted anyone else at the wedding noticed the pair or thought there was anything odd about them speaking. After all why wouldn’t the bride’s father have a conversation with one of the bride’s oldest friends? Jaime would never have thought anything of it either.

At least not until a week ago…

Leading up to the wedding, Jaime could tell that his wife was getting antsy. He just chalked it up to stress about the trip. But then, a few nights before they were set to depart, she sat him down after they had put the kids to bed and said she had something she needed to tell him. He could tell from her mannerisms and the timing of the conversation that she wanted to relay something serious, but he couldn’t have prepared himself for where things headed.

“I, um…I have something I think I need to tell you,” Kristen had begun, wringing her hands as she spoke. “It’s about Ashley’s father.”

“What? Did he hurt you or something?” Jaime asked, his mind jumping to the worst possible place and the accompanying dread welling up in his gut.

“No! No, he didn’t. He wouldn’t,” Kristen said. She laughed, as if the whole notion was ridiculous, and Jaime felt his tension ease somewhat.

“But I…we…we were intimate,” she said. Her blue eyes searched Jaime’s face for a reaction as she let the admission fall from her lips.

“Wait…what?” he stammered, his mind trying to wrap itself around what his wife had just said.

“It was before we met,” Kristen said. “The year after I graduated from college. I moved back home while I looked for work, but Ashley already had a job lined up in California. She moved out a couple weeks into summer, and Howard was there all alone. His wife had passed about a year earlier and now his only child was moving across the country.”

Jaime sat silently as his wife spoke. He knew clearly where the story was going, and he felt an uneasy churning in his gut as he listened. But there was something else too, an anticipation or an excitement maybe about hearing what his wife would say next, about hearing her describe exactly how this coupling unfolded.

“Howard and I, we were always pretty close. I hung out at Ashley’s a lot when we were growing up. So I decided to drop in from time to time to make sure he was okay. But it took me awhile to find a job, and so I started seeing Howard more often. Most of the people I knew had already moved away after college, and I was sorta lonely and pretty stir crazy.

“Howard and I starting having ‘dinner dates’,” Kristen put air quotes around the words as she spoke. “A couple of times a week I’d go over to his place and he’d cook dinner. It gave him something to do, and I think we both needed the company. On one of those nights I stayed late, and we started drinking, more than usual. He started talking about how lonely it was being in his home without Ashley, without his late wife. He said he should probably sell the place, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it, to leave all the memories behind. I found myself sitting next to him and holding him, trying to comfort him. At some point I remember I felt so bad that I just leaned in and kissed him. And, um…from there it just sorta happened…”

Jaime found himself oddly disappointed that his wife didn’t share more salacious details about that night, though he wasn’t sure why. Perhaps it was because he had always perceived his wife to be fairly straight-laced. He knew she had been with other men before they started dating, but he never thought of her as the type to do something taboo like secretly hook up with her friend’s father. It was like he was discovering a whole new side of her, and he wanted to know more, but he knew now wasn’t the time to press for details.

He wrapped Kristen in an embrace and kissed her gently on the forehead to let her know that he wasn’t upset or put off by what she was revealing.

“So you guys had a night of passion together?” he said. “These things happen.”

“No, it was more than that,” Kristen said, squeezing his hand. “I mean, after that first time we didn’t speak for a couple of weeks. I think we both regretted what we did, at first. But I started to get lonely again, couped up at home and spending most of my time applying to jobs. I wanted the companionship, and being with Howard had been…fun.

“So we started seeing each other again, and it wasn’t long before we…well, you know. It was a regular thing between us up until I moved down to the city a couple months later for my job. I think we both knew our arrangement couldn’t really last, but shortly before I moved out Howard rented a little cottage a few towns over, somewhere no one would recognize us. I told my parents I was going to visit a friend. We met out there and spent a week together, pretending like we were a couple. It was a kind of last hooray before going back to reality.

“Anyway, that was the last time I saw him or really spoke to him outside of the odd birthday message or brief exchange on Facebook,” Kirsten said, sighing as she wrapped up her story.

“And now you’re nervous something might happen at the wedding?” Jaime asked.

“I don’t know,” Kristen said with a laugh. “I don’t think he would try anything. He knows I’m married, and you’ll be there obviously. Plus it’s been more than a decade since we…were together. I know he hasn’t remarried, but maybe he’s found his own special someone by now.

“I guess I’m just nervous about seeing him again, even more so after Ashley told me she booked us in an adjoining room with him.”

“What, why?” Jaime asked. It was a lot to take in at once, his wife’s history with Howard and the proximity they’d be sharing with him.

“I think she just wanted someone close by who’s familiar,” Kristen said. “And obviously I can’t tell her how awkward that is in this case.”

“Well, like you said, it’s been awhile,” Jaime said. His mind was still buzzing over the whole revelation, but he knew in that moment what his wife really wanted was just some comfort and reassurance. He hugged her small frame to him. “He knows you’re married now, like you said. I’m sure it will all be fine.”

“I know. I know,” she said, mostly to herself. Then she kissed Jaime on the cheek. “Thanks for listening to me and…not being judgmental. I’ve just been so anxious about all this. It helps to finally say it out loud.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about this before?” Jaime asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, sighing. “I guess I just never had a reason to, and I thought it was kinda embarrassing. I mean hooking up with your high school friend’s dad? That’s weird, right? I thought maybe you would just me or something, and I guess I just didn’t want you to see me differently.”

But Jaime knew he was already starting to see her differently, if not in the judgmental way the she meant.

That night when he took her to bed all he could think about was an old, wrinkly man rutting with her young, fit body. The thoughts drove him to take her faster, his own thrusts driven with a strange excitement that he couldn’t understand. He didn’t last long, but Kristen didn’t seem to mind. She curled into him that night, happy mainly that he hadn’t been upset by her confession about her past.

Though he was far from upset, the revelation about his wife’s past came to dominate Jaime’s thoughts. Maybe it was the taboo nature of what Kristen had done with Howard, or maybe it was just learning something new about his wife’s sex life, but Jaime couldn’t stop turning it over in is his mind.

He had only met Ashley a handful of times when she was visiting the east coast, and he had never met Howard, but he found himself looking up the man’s profile and clicking through what pictures he could see. He was a large man with rounded features and thinning, gray hair who sported a considerable beer gut. From what Jaime could tell by clicking back through is pictures, the years had given him some more wrinkles and claimed some of his once fuller hair, but his physical appearance hadn’t changed much.

By contrast, Kristen was a petite woman, a cute blonde who stood about 5’2” and had a tight and slim figure. In high school she had been a gymnast and kept herself fit throughout her life with activities like dance, yoga, and aerobics. Entering her mid-thirties after giving birth to two children she was still as slim and fit as ever.

Knowing what they looked like and how they might look together fueled Jaime’s imagination. He would find himself thinking about his small wife straddling the larger man and riding him or imagined her pinned beneath his girth as he drove himself into her. He would come to, his dick hard and his boxers slick with pre-cum. Luckily he was working from home and there was no one around to notice.

But these visions followed him into the bedroom where he couldn’t hide them so well.

Jaime and Kristen had maintained a healthy sex life throughout their marriage, usually making love a couple of times a week, but in the days leading up to the wedding Jaime was eager to go every night. On top of the increased amount of sex, he also became more forceful, going down on his wife until she was ready and then driving into her instead of making slow love like they so often did. A full day’s worth of fantasies drove his lust, and the pent up desire within him needed release. Not that Kristen complained. His attentions and passion were getting her off as well. But she did notice the change.

“What’s gotten into you lately?” she giggled, as Jaime worked to remove her panties.

It was the night before they were set to leave for the wedding, and thoughts of Kristen and Howard still flooded his mind, even more so with the trip itself so close.

“What do you mean?” he asked, suddenly nervous. Was she onto him? Did she sense that his head had become full of perverse thoughts that he inexplicably found hugely arousing?

“We’ve been going every night, baby,” she replied, opening her legs for him as he pulled the panties free.

“Are you complaining?” he asked playfully, tossing her undergarments over the side of the bed.

“No, I just want to know what’s gotten my man so excited,” she purred, gazing at him with her sparkling blue eyes as she gently squeezed her pert B-cup breasts.

Jaime watched her body squirm on the bed a moment before moving his head between her legs. He kissed her inner thigh, and she let out a soft moan. He considered proceeding directly to her pussy and distracting her from the line of questioning. But he knew she’d almost certainly bring it up later. He didn’t think he could tell her about all the dirty thoughts he was having. It would ruin the moment, or worse. But he could still give her something…

“I think it’s because I found out my wife used to be a naughty girl,” he said. He felt something of a relief saying the words. They were true, and he thought probably the core of why his mind had been so distracted lately. But he’d also avoided bringing up the most damning details.

“Oh?” Kristen said, looking down at him, some surprise registering in her eyes.

“Mm-hmmm,” Jaime said, pressing his lips into her thigh again, this time closer to her most intimate spot. “It’s hot, my wife having a naughty past.”

“I have to say, I didn’t think this would be your reaction to my little confession,” she said.

“Are you complaining?”

“No,” she said, and he could see the lust in her eyes.

He moved his mouth over her pussy, and the conversation came to a close, the only sounds coming from the couple turning into moans of pleasure and pants of exertion. But later as Jaime thrust into his wife his mind conjured up images of Howard doing the same and generating the same little mewls of pleasure from her sweet lips. And we he came inside her, it was with those images swirling in his head.

X-X-X

At the wedding Jaime found his mind overrun with the same wild, dirty thoughts that had plagued him all week. Only now watching Howard and his wife together made them worse. He could actually see them side by side, the way that they looked together, and his mind taunted him with images of them in various states of undress.

As he watched them speaking together, the way that they interacted, he could certainly tell they were getting along, but he couldn’t say if there was anything more. Worse, he knew a part of him was wishing that there was. If the two of them left together, snuck away somewhere secret to reconnect, would he even try to stop them? Jaime wasn’t sure of the answer, and that both troubled and excited him.

“Good to see the two of them talking.”

Ashley’s voice startled Jaime out of his reverie. He nodded in response to her words, letting out a non-committal “uh-huh.”

“I know she spent a lot of time with him after I moved out,” Ashley continued. She stood by Jaime’s chair in her wedding dress, looking over at Kristen and her father. “I think it helped make the transition easier, you know, made him a bit less lonely. I feel like in some ways she’s almost a second daughter to him.”

Jaime turned away from her to hide the involuntary smirk on his face. If Ashley only knew just how much Kristen had taken care of her father. He wondered if she would still think it was so nice to see them talking together then.

“Kristen told me a bit about that,” Jaime said. “She’s always been very kind. Very giving.”

“So true,” Ashley said. “But anyway, the real reason I came over was to try and get you out on the dance floor. You look a little bored sitting over here.”

Jaime gave her a smile. He knocked back the rest of his beer. As he stood up to follow Ashley to the dance floor he adjusted his pants to hide the hard-on he’d developed while watching his wife speaking with Ashley’s father. He certainly didn’t want people getting the wrong idea, thinking he was horny for the bride. Though being horny from thinking about his wife hooking up with the father of the bride was arguably even more shameful and embarrassing.

He let his thoughts go as he moved on the dance floor. He and Ashley danced across from each other for a bit, but it wasn’t long before it became more of a group affair with others, including the groom getting in on the action. A couple of songs in Kristen joined them, and in the midst of the dancing Jaime was able to focus on having fun at a party with his wife and push the salacious thoughts that had been haunting him out of his head.

They danced for a few more songs, including a slow dance, before leaving the floor for a breather to grab some water and more alcohol. It was at the bar area that Howard approached them.

“Kristen, Jaime, do a shot with me,” he said, clapping Jaime on the shoulder as she approached like everyone else at the party, he was clearly feeling no pain.

The couple indulged him, knocking back a round of whiskey. Then they got to chatting with Howard being curious about their lives, their kids, and so forth. He spoke mostly to Kristen but would loop Jaime into the conversation from time to time.

“Who wants to dance?” Howard asked after a bit. “We don’t have much longer at this reception hall, and we should be celebrating.”

“Well then let’s get to it!” Kristen said.

“You two go ahead,” Jaime said, nodding towards the floor. “I think I still need a minute.”

Howard offered Kristen his arm, and she took it, letting him lead her on to the dance floor. Jaime ordered another drink and watched as his wife and the old man danced with the other merrymakers at the center of the room.

Seeing the two of them moving together, even though their dancing wasn’t sensual, re-ignited the thoughts Jaime had been having about them. Some sickly curious part of his psyche wanted to see the two of them together, to see the past fling his wife had described play out before him, to see the whole taboo mess with his own eyes. It was the real reason he had held back, letting Howard and his wife spend more time together. He didn’t think anything would really happen — though the idea of it simultaneously horrified and aroused him — but he couldn’t help creating a situation to get a little more fuel for his twisted fantasies.

And some more arrived soon enough…

After a couple of upbeat dance songs, the DJ called out that it was the last slow dance of the evening. Jaime stepped toward the dance floor, thinking Kristen would come find him. Instead he watched as Howard offered his hand. His wife took it, and he pulled her close, his other hand moving to her waist as they began to sway together.

Throughout the son Jaime could see that the couple were speaking. What about exactly he couldn’t guess, but he did notice Howard’s hand move lower along his wife’s back. It was hard to keep full view of the pair through all of the other moving couples, but he was pretty sure he saw the old man grope her as they swayed. If it bothered Kristen, she gave no sign, continuing to smile and remaining wrapped in Howard’s embrace.

When the song ended, the DJ announced he had one more track to play and brought on another upbeat dance song to close out the night in celebratory fashion. Kristen and Howard stayed on the dance floor, but they separated and got swept up in a group of dancers that included Ashley and her new husband. Jaime considered joining them but decided against, choosing instead to finish off his drink.

He was still processing what he saw. His wife and her former lover, a man old enough to be her father, dancing closely together, him groping her and she letting it happen. Maybe Kristen was just playing it cool with a drunk old man to avoid making a scene. Or maybe there were still feelings of desire between them. Again Jaime found himself getting worryingly aroused by he possibility of such a thing.

As the song was wrapping up, and the DJ began to close out the evening, Jaime returned to the table he and Kristen had been assigned to start gathering up their stuff. He watched the other guests coming off of the dance floor, and he saw Kristen and Howard standing off to the side, their heads close together as they spoke. Howard was holding her hand as well, almost possessively.

Jaime stared, uncertain of whether Howard was causing Kristen problems, if he should go over and intercede. He saw Kristen shake her head a couple of times and glance over in his direction. He was mustering up the will to go over when the pair pulled closer and embraced. They stayed that way a bit longer than was natural before parting, then Howard walked off and Kristen made her way over.

“Well that was fun,” she said with a beaming smile, taking her purse as Jaime held it out to her. If something Howard said disturbed her, she wasn’t letting on. “We should find Ashley before we head up to the room.”

It took some time to finish with all of the goodbyes and good nights. All the while Jaime burned with curiosity about what Howard had said to his wife when they came off the dance floor. Did he want to sneak off somewhere with her? Did he want to meet up later at some secret rendezvous? Did he want her to come back to his room? Jaime’s suspicious imaginings spun into overdrive. There was a part of him that knew this was all just wild speculation, that he was probably reading too much into an innocent exchange, but until he got some answers out of Kristen, he knew he’d be fixated on it.

“My feet are killing me,” Kristen said, as they entered their hotel room.

“The price of too much dancing,” Jaime said. He watched as she took a seat on the bed and pulled off her heels, tossing them onto the floor. He’d forced himself to remain quiet until they had made it back to the room, but he couldn’t stay away from the topic any longer. But he didn’t really want to approach it directly either, at least not right away. “It looked like you and Howard were having fun.”

“Yeah, it was nice to see him again,” she replied.

Jaime could tell by the lilt in her voice that she was holding something back. He also knew that whatever it might be she wasn’t going to volunteer it. It seemed he couldn’t avoid going directly after the information that he wanted.

He sat down behind Kristen on the hotel bed and rested his hands on her shoulders. Then he moved to unzip her dress in the back.

“I saw you guys talking as you came off the dance floor,” he said, as he pulled the zipper down to her waist, revealing her back the straps of her cream-colored bra.

“Oh, it was nothing,” she said, a little too quickly.

“I saw him groping you on the dance floor too,” he said, laying his hands on her back. He felt her tense beneath him. Leaning forward he kissed her on the back of the neck. “You can tell me what happened,” he said, whispering in her ear.

“We were just…reminiscing,” she said, her voice soft and breathy. “And it got a little too heated. He, um…he wanted me to come see him in his room for a nightcap.”

“And what did you tell him?” Jaime asked, as his hands moved back to peeling away his wife’s dress.

“I said no,” she said.

“Why?” he pressed.

“I’m pretty sure he wanted more than just a drink.”

He guided Kristen to her feet, her back still to him, and pushed her dress down. She kicked it off, standing only in her bra and panties. He pulled her back gently so that she was standing at the edge of the bed between his legs, and he reached his arm around front of her. His fingers slipped under the waistband of her panties, and he quickly found his way to her pussy, slipping one of his fingers into her already wet folds. She let out a sigh and leaned back into him.

“I think you should get that drink,” Jaime said, the words spilling out of his mouth before he could think.

“What?” Kristen asked, the question coming out in a surprised gasp.

“I said I think you should get that drink,” he repeated, this time more forcefully, more sure that he meant what he was saying. He kissed her on the back of the neck even as he continued to finger her.

“Wha — why?” she moaned.

“I like my wife being naughty.”

Kristen pulled Jaime’s hand away from her. He let her do it, waited as she turned to face him. He didn’t know what was going to happen now that he had let all of this desires flood out into the open. He felt himself tensing into a ball of nerves and arousal as he waited to see what she would do.

“Are you serious?” she asked, her voice earnest.

Jaime nodded, unable to speak.

“You want me to…be naughty with him?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice hoarse. He could barely believe he was saying any of this out loud. “If you’re okay with it…I want you to.”

Kristen looked at him, her eyes searching his. Then she bent down to pick up her dress. He reached out and put his hand on her arm, stopping her.

“Like you said, this isn’t really about a drink.”

“This is crazy,” Kristen said breathlessly, but she dropped the dress and stood.

Jaime watched as she walked over to the door adjoining their room to Howard’s. He lost sight of her when she opened their side of the door inward, but he heard her knock on Howard’s side of the door. A moment later he heard the door open.

“What’s this?” Jaime heard Howard ask.

“I thought I’d come say goodnight,” he heard his wife say, her voice sultry.

“Well, you better come in then,” he heard Howard say.

Jaime briefly heard the sound of them kissing, but then it faded as they moved into Howard’s room. He sat on the hotel bed unable to move, his mind still battling with itself over what he had just allowed to transpire. Not only allowed, initiated. He felt lightheaded, his gut heavy with anxiety and regret. But his cock was rock hard, straining against his pants. He had been fantasizing about this all night, all week, not thinking it might actually happen, and now that it had he found himself frozen.

It was his wife’s moans that finally roused him from his reverie.

He stood and moved to the adjoining room doors, both of them still open. His mind was still churning and full of conflict and unease as he stepped into Howard’s room, and it took him a moment to fully absorb the sight in front of him.

Kristen lay naked on the edge of the room’s bed, her bra and panties discarded on the floor. Howard was kneeling on the floor by the bed, his head positioned between her spread legs. One of her hands stroked his balding head as his mouth worked over her pussy, the other played over her exposed breast. She looked up when Jaime entered and stared at him with lust filled eyes as he stood in the doorway watching Howard go down on her.

“Is this what you wanted?” she purred.

Surprised by the statement, Howard turned away and looked at Jaime standing in the doorway. The two men stared at each other for a moment, both uncertain of what to do next. Then Jaime felt himself give a nod. Howard returned it, then moved his face back between Kristen’s legs. She let out another soft moan as he began to work her again.

Jaime moved in a daze until he found himself sitting in the room’s desk chair which had been placed against the wall. From there he had a good view of the bed, of his wife writhing on it slowly as her lover tasted her. He unzipped his own pants and fished on his hard cock, stroking it slowly as he watched.

It wasn’t long before Howard stood up and positioned himself between Kristen’s legs. He was a large man, and she opened her legs to accommodate his girth. He place his cock at her entrance, and then Jaime watched as he large hips began to thrust forward.

“Oh! Yes!” Kristen gasped as he began to enter her. She was looking up at him now.

Howard pushed into her, his hips meeting hers. He held her by the waist as he began to establish a rhythm, sliding himself in and out of her. The room filled with the wet slapping sound of their bodies meeting and coos of pleasure that escaped Kristen’s mouth with each thrust.

“Oh I’ve missed this,” Howard groaned, as he continued to thrust. “I always hoped you’d come back to me.”

“Yes…it’s nice,” Kristen moaned, gazing into his eyes.

“You’ve missed this cock, haven’t you?” Howard said, getting bolder. “That’s why you’re here tonight, isn’t it?”

“Uh-huh,” she gasped. “It feels so good.” Then she reached out a hand and gripped his arm. “Let me ride it.”

Jaime watched as the pair stopped their rutting and change position. He paused in his own masturbation was well, waiting as they repositioned, Howard laying on the bed now facing him. He watched as Kristen straddled Howard, her back to Jaime, and reached down to grab Howard’s thick cock. She maneuvered it until it was aligned with her entrance, and then she sank down, impaling herself on it.

Jaime began stroking himself again in rhythm with his wife’s movements as she built a rhythm riding on Howard’s cock. He saw her getting penetrated every time she brought her hips upwards, watched the length of Howard’s manhood slide in and out of her soaked hole. It was mesmerizing.

“Oh! Yes! Oh fuck! Yes!” Kristen moaned as she picked up the pace, riding Howard more quickly. He began grunting with pleasure, his hands grabbing her waist so he could thrust up into her. Her moans continued to get louder, rising to a passionate din as their bodies slapped together.

“I’m getting close,” Howard said gruffly, his voice thick with exertion.

“Oh don’t stop! Don’t stop!” Kristen wailed. “I’m close!”

Jaime watched as she bounced on her lover’s cock crying out with joy. He sped up his own ministrations, trying to match the increasing pace of the lovers on the bed. He was beyond thinking now, wrapped entirely in the eroticism of the moment.

And then it happened.

“I’m cumming!” she yelled, her head rolling back as she continued to bounce up and down on Howard’s cock. Jaime stroked even faster, a wave of excitement washing over him at seeing his wife cum, at seeing her reaching the heights of pleasure in such a taboo way.

“Oh God, here it comes!” Howard yelled out. He grabbed Kristen by the waist, thrusting upward with a bellow and held her in place as he began to empty himself inside her.

Jaime knew that Kristen was on birth control, but seeing another man finish inside her, claim her in that way still triggered something primal at the back of his head that pushed him over the edge. He let out a gasp as his penis pulsed in his hand, firing ropes of semen across the dress shirt he was still wearing.

As her orgasm subsided, Kristen fell forward, laying against Howard’s beer belly, her small frame still shaking from the aftershocks. Jaime slumped back in the chair, and let out a sigh. It had happened, the thing that had been wracking his mind all week, leaving him uncontrollably aroused. But now that it was over, and he was spent, and his wife had been with her lover again, he wasn’t sure how to feel. Moreover, he wasn’t sure what to do. And so he sat there as everyone seemed to be regaining their breaths.

Kristen and Howard began to whisper to each other after a few moments, but Jaime couldn’t pick up on their conversation, and he felt too exhausted and too awkward to try and butt in. After a moment, his wife pushed herself up from her lover, his cock sliding out of her slick hole with a pop. He could see the stream of cum that began to run down her leg as she stood on the bed and made her way over to him.

“Are you okay?” she asked, as she leaned in closely to him.

Jaime could smell the scent of sex strongly on her. It was all so surreal, what had just happened, what he witnessed, his wife now standing over him in a caring manner while full of another man’s cum. He felt himself nodding.

“Howard wants me to stay with him tonight, so we can…be together more like we used to be,” she said, whispering to him and squeezing his shoulder. “Is that…is that okay?”

“I…yeah,” Jaime heard himself say, the word slipping from his lips.

“Mmm…baby, thank you,” Kristen said, kissing him on the cheek. “Come on, let’s get you up.”

Jaime stood, pulling his pants up. He let Kristen guide him towards the doors that led back to their room. He was moving in a daze, unsure of why he just agreed to letting his wife stay with her former lover. He’d wanted to watch, that was the fantasy. But with the cat out of the bag, it felt hard to refuse the request.

When he stood on the other side of the door, Kristen pulled him in for another kiss.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” she whispered in his ear. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She kissed him again, gently on the lips, then she was slowly closing the door shut. The click of the lock coming into place brought with it a heavy finality. Jaime stood staring at the door. Now that he had actually seen his wife with Howard, now that he had cum watching the two of them fuck, he was starting to come back to Earth. Without the arousal to keep him hungry for more of the taboo he’d been craving, he felt empty standing in the bedroom alone.

He raised his hand to knock, then thought better of it. He had pushed Kristen to sleep with Howard again to fulfill his own urges, and now she’d made a decision about wanting to stay with him, at least for the rest of the night. It was something he had to live with, that they would have to live with together.

Assuming that she still wanted to stay together.

Jaime shook his head. That was too dark a thought.

He began to strip off his clothing, tossing his cum-covered shirt on the floor. Then he headed to the bathroom to shower. He stood under the warm water for much longer than he normally would, trying to let himself relax. By the time he got out, he did feel better, if not wholly at peace with the situation. There was no way he could push what was going on out of his consciousness, not entirely, but he hoped that he could let it go long enough to get through the night.

But when he left the bathroom, he knew it wouldn’t be that easy.

The sounds of sex could be heard coming through the wall of the adjoining room. He could hear his wife’s loud moans of pleasure as her friend’s father took her for the second time that night. It was a stark reminder of how things had spun so out of control, and he felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. But as he listened, Jaime felt himself getting hard again.

“Uh! Uh! Oh! Yes! Yes!”

He picked his already soiled dress shirt off the ground, as he began to stroke himself. He closed his eyes, listening to his wife as Howard took her. He recalled it in his mind what he had seen earlier that night, replaying those events, the way Kristen had mounted her lover and rode him.

“Oh! Uh! Oh God! You fuck me so good!”

Then his mind began filling in new images, images of Howard driving his member into his wife’s slick pussy from different angles and in different positions, ravaging her in new ways.

“Don’t stop! Fuck! So close! Oh! Nng!”

Precum coated his cock and he began to work himself faster to the increasing volume of his wife’s moans as she built towards her impending orgasm and he built right along with her.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oooohhh!”

Jaime shot his load onto his dress shirt again for the second time that night as he heard his wife cum yet again on Howard’s cock. It was even more surreal the second time, cumming to the sound of her orgasm, not even being in the same room to witness it.

He stood alone in the hotel room holding the shirt, unsure of what to do for a moment before he tossed it to the floor and sank onto the hotel bed. He sat there for awhile listening for more sounds that might indicate what Howard and Kristen were up to. When he didn’t hear anything else, he let himself lie on the bed and pull the covers over himself.

Even with the turmoil that had run through his mind earlier, sleep found him quickly.

X-X-X

Jaime woke the following morning to the sound of a door opening. He turned in bed to see Kristen slipping into their room through the door adjoining it to Howard’s. She was naked, undergarments in hand. She smiled at him sheepishly when she caught him looking at her.

“Hey,” she said, as she closed the door and dropped her underwear on the floor. “Are you okay?”

Jaime just nodded, still groggy from sleep, his mind still catching up with the reality that last night had really happened and only now was his wife returning from her lover’s room.

She got into bed with him, getting under the covers and moving her warm body next to his.

“Hold me,” she said, and Jaime complied, wrapping her in an embrace. He kissed her on the forehead as she pressed herself close to him. They lay like that for awhile, neither of them speaking until Kristen broke the silence.

“Do you still love me?” she murmured.

“Yes of course,” Jaime said, squeezing her gently.

“Ever after…last night?” she asked.

“I told you I wanted you to be naughty,” he said. The truth was things had gone further than he expected, but he knew he was complicit in what happened, and he knew right then that what he needed to do was comfort his wife, to reconnect with her and let her know that things would be okay.

But he did still want to know exactly what had transpired between his wife and Howard while they were together without him.

“I heard you last night,” he said. “Through the wall.”

“I’m sorry,” Kristen replied.

“It’s okay,” he said. “It made me excited. I got off again listening to you.”

“Mmm…really?” Kristen purred, looking at him with a light in her eyes. “I didn’t realize this sort of thing made you excited.”

“I didn’t either,” Jaime replied. “Did you do it with him again?”

“This morning,” Kristen said. She spoke more confidently knowing now that Jaime wasn’t mad at her. “I went to take a shower before coming back, then Howard got in with me. He started helping me soap up my body, but it turned into more than that pretty quickly.”

Jaime felt himself harden as images of Howard caressing his wife in the show appeared in his head. With Kristen pressed against him, his arousal was immediately noticeable. He felt her hand wrap around his cock and begin to stroke it gently.

“He got me all hot and bothered, touching me all over, then he bent me over and took me from behind with his nice, big cock,” Kristen purred into Jaime’s ear as she stroked him. “He was fingering my clit while he slid in and out of me. It felt sooo good, baby, letting him fuck me like that. So fucking good.”

Excited by his wife’s dirty talk, Jaime moved positioning himself over Kristen. She smiled at him as she opened her legs and guided him inside her. They both gasped in pleasure as he entered her, and then he quickly established a rhythm, rocking his hips as he took her.

“Oh, yes, that’s right, baby,” Kristen whimpered. “Take me. Reclaim your naughty wife.”

Jaime began to move more quickly, pistoning in and out of her, spurred on by her words and the images of what she’d done with Howard that still floated through his head. Unfortunately the excitement of it all was overwhelming, and it wasn’t long before he felt the pressure building to release.

“I’m close,” he grunted.

“It’s okay, baby, let go for me. Let me make you cum,” Kristen cooed. Then she pulled in and whispered in his ear. “Howard already made me cum plenty.”

The words set Jaime off and with a moan he began to cum, his cock pulsing inside his wife’s wet folds, his seed shooting inside her to join what Howard had already given her.

When he was done, he rolled to the side. He felt Kristen curl next to him, then felt her lips press against his cheek.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” he replied, turning to face her. They shared a kiss and moved into a loving embrace. They lay like that for awhile, enjoying their closeness and exchanging kisses.

“Thank you…for letting me be with Howard,” Kristen said at length. “It was fun to be with him again.”

“I bet,” Jaime said, smiling at her wryly.

“Oh I think you had some fun too,” she teased.

Truthfully, having come out the other side, Jaime had to admit that he did enjoy it. The taboo nature of the whole thing and the arousal it gave him was exciting. He wasn’t sure what pushed him to so fully give into it, but he was glad he had, now that he and Kristen were back together and in a good place.

“I suppose I did,” he replied.

“Well Howard asked this morning if he could see me again some time,” Kristen said, a twinkle in her blue eyes.

“Oh? And what did you say?” Jaime asked.

“I told him maybe,” she said. “But after this morning I’m thinking the answer is yes. I’m thinking this is something we might both enjoy.”

Jaime looked at his wife. He was surprised that she had gone along with his suggestion to sleep with Howard in the first place and now he was surprised that she was bringing up the possibility of doing it again. But he found he wasn’t surprised in a bad way. In face he was more than a little excited.

“I’m thinking you might be right,” he said.

The End
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