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“Orgy Porgy, Ford and fun. Kiss the girls and make them one. Girls at one with Boys at peace. Orgy porgy gives release.”
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CHAPTER 1
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"Honey, I joined the carpool."

I looked up at my wife, Renee. "Mm." My answer was a grunt. Some good news, I guess.

"That's going to save us a lot of gas."

I nodded. Her drive to work was almost an hour and a half. She hated her work but it paid as much as my delivery position at the Do-It-Yourself store.

She plopped down next to me and blew out a breath. "I hate my job."

I had told her to find something closer, but there wasn't anything. She charted imports and distribution to the big-box outlets for KSE Imports. She had looked before and all she could find was data entry and the like for a third less pay.

"Stuck in our jobs," I said. But the pay for both of us was good and we had benefits and vacations and all sorts of goodies to take the edge off the dreariness.

She leaned into me. "Cole, baby, let's move somewhere else."

"I thought you liked our house?"

"I do. Can we pick it up and move it?"

We had picked plan three of the Hardwood Villas, an almost-posh project in the suburbs – almost as much for the name as the floorplan. "Well, that won't happen."

"I don't care anyway." She kissed my ear.

"Maybe I'll start checking around." I gave a shrug. She got in these moods sometimes; I just needed to get her mind off it. "Who else is in the carpool, anyway?"

"Janet and Susan. Clarice is driving."

"Three women? Boring. No hot guys?"

She rolled her eyes at me and said with sarcastic emphasis, "No."

"That's too bad."

She made a disgusted noise. "Your fantasies will just have to remain fantasies. I'm not flirting with some other guy so you can get off."

I chuckled. "Well, I can always dream."

"Dream on."

My wife is sexy, though she doesn't think so. Her breasts are full but on the small side for being on a short, slender body. Her hips were on the skinny side, but I didn't mind. She looked great in her work dresses.

I had told her my fantasy one night when she asked me with exaggerated casualness if I had any fantasies. Sometimes she and her friends at work would chat it up in the lunchroom: my guess is one of her friends introduced her to the idea of talking about them. When I had confessed my fantasy, she had been horrified.

Her fantasy was tame by comparison: she wanted to buy sex toys. I had bought her a bullet and a couple of glass dildos. She had acted as if I was the best husband in the world.

But my fantasy? Too dirty. Bad-bad, no-no.

~ ~ ~
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I was in bed with her, my fingers toying with her pussy. "So, how's Dane?"

Dane Landvik was some Norse god working in the office all the women were hot for.

She sighed. "I'm not interested in him; the other women are."

"He doesn't talk to you?"

"No. Besides, he has a whole gaggle of bitches running after him like squawking Chihuahuas."

"No room for you, huh?"

She frowned ferociously at me. "No."

I pursed my lips. What's a man to do? She was the one that wanted me to reveal my fantasies to her. When I had, they were yucky.

But Dane was going to be joining the carpool and opening up possibilities that I had to pursue.
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CHAPTER 2
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My mornings with my wife were sparse. Cup of coffee, toast, kiss-peck and gone. The only difference was the first morning of her carpool she left before me. Extra time to pick up those in the route. Normally, I left first. But, a few minutes was all it was.

Deliveries of bricks and lumber and roofing tar were the exciting highlights of my days. Sometimes I wished we did just pick up and move.

I was always home before her, but that was usual. It was the second week of her carpool, on a Friday, when she came in with a bemused look on her face.

I lifted an eyebrow at her and my chin. "Too much perfume in the car again? You got that moldy-cheese look." She always looked as if discovering mold on her cheese was like finding Zuul the demon-god in her refrigerator.

She sat next to me and stretched out her back. She looked especially sexy doing it, though she didn't intend to. "What's for dinner?"

"I don't care. What do we want? And whose turn to cook is it?" I knew it was mine.

She gave me a look that said she knew I knew. "It's yours. Grilled cheese is fine. And maybe a glass of wine."

Wine? That didn't happen often. I was a beer drinker – two a night, just to relax. I patted her knee and got up from the couch. "Grilled cheese coming up."

She followed me into the kitchen. "So..."

Uh oh. What's this? She seems embarrassed. "Hmm?" I turned on the burners under the cast iron griddle and opened the refrigerator.

"Clarice told us today that Dane is joining the carpool."

I froze, cheese in hand and swiveled my eyes to her. I felt the grin on my face.

She was standing there, hip against the counter, arms crossed.

I said, "Sounds like fun."

She made a face. "Clarice and Janet will be all over him. I don't know how I'll be able to stand it."

"Fight over him."

She laughed. "Uh, no. They can claw all they want."

"What about the other gal? She..."

"Susan? Oh, no. Not Susan. She's a prune-faced church-person. Southern Baptist-like."

"Does she wear make-up?"

"Heavens, no. She says make-up is Satan's paint."

I rolled my eyes. "One of those, huh?"

Renee nodded.

I shook my head. "God made women attractive, but we dare not notice."

She giggled.

"Honestly, I think some of these church people don't understand freedom."

She waved a hand. "No point in even trying that angle. They're set in their slavery to sin."

"So why did Dane join the carpool?"

"Who knows. He has a nice BMW."

I gave her a wicked smile. "Well, if I was him, I'd join a carpool full of women."

She tilted her head at me. "We're all married."

"So? Could be fun."

"Oh yeah, what? Comparing wedding ring sizes? I don't think he'd be impressed."

I started putting down the non-GMO bread slices on the griddle: we ate healthy. "What amuses the guy?"

She laughed. "Anything in a skirt."

I glanced down and smiled.

She frowned. "Don't get cute or I'll start wearing slacks."

"Slacks are good; they show off your cute butt."

She threw up her hands and stomped out of the kitchen.

~ ~ ~
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I swam in our pool over the weekend, using the cool water and flowing movements to works the kinks out of my delivery job.

Renee stepped out onto the patio. "Cole?"

I stopped swimming and clung to the side of the pool. "Yeah."

"Going over to see Marcia."

She did that some weekends. Friends for years. "Sure."

Who knew what they talked about? I didn't get into the girl-stuff. For all I knew, it was Marcia who had convinced her to ask me about fantasies. Or the girls at her office. I don't know.

Would she tell Marcia about Dane? Did it matter to her all that much?

I swam around a bit more, but was getting hard at the thought that Dane and my wife together in a car might loosen her up a bit. Would she flirt? Probably not. But would he? And how would she react?

~ ~ ~
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Monday's daytime was like any other. Work, then come home and relax. I had a beer in my hand on the couch when she came in.

She looked amused. She eyed my beer.

I frowned at her. Get your own! But she only drank wine. "What's that look on your face?"

She broke into a smile. "Oh, Dane was blabbing about beer."

"Huh?"

"Janet asked him if we could add in a stop at a lounge for a beer or something. He launched into this discussion on beer."

"Oh?"

"He said that beer is highly estrogenic."

"Everything is estrogenic."

"But not like beer. Or soy."

I swigged my beer. "So?"

"So, it causes the body to form estrogenic tissues. And those force your body to store more fat and more and more."

"Huh?"

"Too much estrogen causes your body to store fat. Makes man-boobs and shrinks your man-stuff."

I frowned. "Get out." I looked at my beer.

"Then he went on about how alcohol is not good with food because the body breaks the alcohol into acetones and fat."

I cocked my head. "Acetone is a chemical solvent."

She stretched out her feet. "Oh, maybe he said acetates. Something like that."

I grunted and grabbed a foot to rub it.

"He said that the body turns solely to the acetates for energy and everything else – any food you eat – is automatically stored as fat."

I looked at my beer again. Shit, is that why I have ten pounds I can't swim off? "He sounds like an egghead."

She laughed. "No, he's not."

"Is he handsome?" I put down my beer unfinished. The guy knows something I don't?

She shrugged. "Oh, I don't know."

I rolled my eyes. "Don't give me that crap."

She giggled. "What?"

I shook my head. "I'm sure you can see his face. Is he handsome or is he ugly?"

"I guess he's good-looking. Like you."

Great female-dodge there, Renee. "Uh huh."

"Hey, you asked."

"Yeah and your defensive answers don't—"

"Defensive?"

I covered a beer-burp with my hand. "Yeah. You don't need to act like you've never seen his face before."

She slapped my knee. "So what's for dinner?"
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CHAPTER 3
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It was difficult not grabbing a beer when coming home, but the rest of the week, I did it. No alcohol around dinner. Can't say I noticed much difference, but it had only been a few days. Maybe? I don't know.

Friday night, we were in bed, reading.

I said, "So did Susan ever convince him to go drinking?"

She jerked. "Not Susan, it was Janet."

I rolled my eyes. "Whatever."

"I think Susan would scream in the agony of hellfire if she even saw a bottle."

"How does she get over Jesus turning water to wine to keep the party going?"

"She says He turned it into grape juice."

I snorted. "That's not what my Bible says."

She shook her head. "It's pointless, you know."

I sighed. "Whatever."

"No, Janet didn't convince him to go for drinks, though Clarice was willing to drive us."

"Too bad." I grinned.

She sighed. "It would just mean getting home later."

I smiled large. "That's okay."

She slapped my arm. "Stop it."

"So where does he sit? Up front?" They carpooled in a nice-looking 2010 Ford Crown Victoria.

"Oh no, Susan claimed that spot. Probably so she can curse bad drivers."

"She cusses them out?"

"No, curses them. She shakes her finger and says they're going to Hell."

"Good grief."

"We ignore her."

"Is she really that bad?"

"Only when she talks about religion."

"Goodness. So where does Dane sit?"

She gave him a boggle-eyed look and shook her head as if explaining to the very slow. "In back with me and Janet."

"Mmm, sexy."

She laughed. "Stop it."

"Does he sit in the middle?"

"Erm, no. I do."

"Wow, how does that go over with Janet?"

She laughed and nodded. "Yep, you figured that one real fast. Big problem with her. I've been getting scowls."

I reached over and began playing with her panties.

She opened her legs a bit. "She's even tried waiting to see how we'd pile in, but she keeps getting stuck on the side."

"So who is intentionally unseating whom?"

"Honestly, it's him."

"Dane? How?"

She blushed. "He said he liked sitting next to me because Janet drools on him."

I laughed. "And you don't?"

"Nope." Her hips moved a little, rubbing her clit against my moving finger.

"Why don't we get these panties off you? I think you have a date with a toy."

Her giggle was followed by her stripping off her panties.

I pulled out one of the glass dildos and the bullet. Then I stripped off my boxers. I was half-hard. I oiled the dildo lightly and began toying with it at her pussy. "Sexy woman."

"Am not."

"Yes, you are, and you know it."

"I'm not sexy like Clarice or Janet."

"But Dane only wants to sit next to you."

"Shush about him." She turned on her bullet.

I waited.

She rubbed it lightly to her clit and I began pushing the cock-shaped dildo in.

I said, "I wonder if Dane's dick looks like this dildo?"

She jerked and gasped. "Stop talking about him."

"Well, sure. But I wonder if it does?"

"I don't know. He's never whipped it out and showed us."

"Pity."

She laughed. "Stop it. We just carpool together."

I slid it in deeper. "You've never looked at his lap to see if he's got a nice one?"

She gasped in, holding her breath and quivered a bit. "No, let's stop talking about him."

"Alright, alright." I worked the glass cock in and out of her very slowly.

She relaxed and closed her eyes.

Trying to suppress my smile, I said, "Take a look Monday and let me know."

She laughed, her eyes popping open. "What?"

"Look at his lap Monday. See if he's got anything to brag about."

She snorted. "I'm not going to look at his pants. Good grief."

"Does he look at your legs?"

She sounded perturbed. "How would I know?"

"I thought women noticed men looking?"

"Well, I'm not watching him."

I slid the dildo in and out. "He might have one that looks like mine."

Her hand was on my erection. She gasped and her hips came up. She also jerked her hand away from my cock.

I smiled. I had made her think of another man's cock while gripping mine and I can tell it caused some excitement in her. But would she ever admit it? I'll have to try that again.

~ ~ ~
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Monday evening I was making dinner when she came in.

She said, "Hey, it was my turn."

I shrugged. "Felt like hamburgers." I made extra cheese-gooey dripping messes that sounded perfect after a hard day delivering.

Dinner was delicious, but I was anxious to get her into bed.

When we did, I didn't bother with my book. I snuggled to her and nuzzled her neck. She loves that.

She purred, "In the mood, hmm?"

"Yeah, I saw this chick in a bikini, today."

She slapped my arm and coughed in indignation.

"Okay, fine. It was this hot muscled dude in jeans and a hardhat. Nothing else."

She made a frustrated noise and pushed at me. "Come on."

I laughed. "So..."

"So, what?"

"Did you look at Dane's pants?"

She laughed. "Oh my goodness."

"Well? Did you?"

"Yes." She said it with finality. "Because it was on my mind after you talked about it. It's your fault."

"Mea culpa." I was toying with her panties. "So?"

She put down her book with an exasperated move. "So, what?"

"So, did he have a nice package?"

"I don't know."

"Oh, come on." I reached my hand down her panties. "You looked. Was there a lump? A tent? An enormous bulge throbbing—"

She laughed hysterically and bunched up her legs as if being tickled. "Stop it."

I pulled my hand out and retrieved the glass dildo.

She rolled her eyes, blushing. "Oh great. You're all turned on now."

I held up the dildo and regarded it with mock seriousness. "I wonder if Susan has one like this?"

She slapped her hand to her mouth, eyes wide. "Oh my god, she'd explode with apoplexy."

I turned to her and smiled. "But not my sexy Renee."

She shook her head, laughing quietly.

I oiled it and worked it over her folds.

She said, "Where's my bullet?"

I gave her an eye. "Oh, in the mood, huh?"

"Well, duh. You're rubbing it all over me."

I gave her the bullet.

She arranged herself and reached down to fondle me.

I said, "So what did his pants look like?"

"His pants?" All innocent.

I rolled my eyes. "You know what I mean."

"Why, does talking about his dick turn you on?"

Hmmm, what's a good answer? "Well, what if it did? I'm getting hard."

She giggled, stroking me. "Well... I guess it looked like he had something. I don't know."

"What do you mean, you don't know?"

She shrugged. "It's hard to say. Dress slacks like that bunch up. But there was a lump on the side."

I pushed the dildo into her. "A lump?"

She shrugged again. "It might have been his thing or it might have been his balls, I don't know."

I nodded. A glance probably wasn't going to tell her much. "Did he notice you looking?"

"I don't think so, but he was turned to me, talking. His left knee was up on my thigh."

"Oh? So he touches you?" That made me smile.

"Well, when he turns to talk to me and Janet, he puts an arm over the back of my seat."

"So he does touch you?" I wiggled the dildo in her.

"Sure, my shoulder. It's just the position he's sitting in."

"Uh huh."

"Really."

I was quiet for a few seconds. Was I alright with him touching her? It seemed to excite me. It was kind of flirty. I moved the dildo very slowly. She gasped and moved her hips, the bullet buzzing on her clit. I said, "Take a better look tomorrow."

"What?"

I twirled the dildo. "See if you can tell what shape it is."

She gasped. Her breath was shaky. "That's going to turn you on?"

"Mm hmm."

"You really want me checking out his pants?"

"Just take a look. Nothing more."

"If I look, will you stop bugging me about it?" Her body told me it was on the edge.

"Sure. See if you can tell how thick his cock is."

Her eyes rolled up and she convulsed in orgasm.

Woo... she came thinking about his cock. That's a huge step. I'll have to keep doing that.
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CHAPTER 4
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It was later in the week before we got back into bed in that kind of a mood. I was pulling out the dildo and bullet.

She gave me a twinkle-eye look.

"So he whipped it out?"

She laughed. "Hell no. Susan scowls at us for just talking. Says we're dabbling with the devil."

"Are you serious?"

"Mm. She's the first one dropped off, though, so we don't talk until she's gone."

"What a wet rag."

"She's nice if she's not being judgmental."

"Which is all the time."

"No, not all the time."

"So did you get a look at his pants?"

She grinned sheepishly. "Yes. You told me to."

"I wasn't accusing you. What did you see?" I handed her the bullet and oiled up the dildo.

"Nothing really. He's got a lump there, but I can't really say what it is."

"A rolled-up sock?"

She snorted. "What a blow to his reputation that would be."

"So he doesn't get hard enough to tell? Outline it or anything?"

She shook her head at me. "You're really interested in another man's cock?"

"I'm just curious what's sitting next to you."

She applied the bullet. "Well, sorry, I can't tell."

"He's still touching you?"

"Yes, but innocent stuff."

I deadpanned, "Innocent, huh?"

"Well, he's not feeling me up." Exasperation colored her words.

"Do you want him to?"

She coughed. "No."

"Hmm. Can't tell what shape he is."

"No." Her breathing was a little shaky; I was inserting the dildo.

"Why don't you wear some of your shorter skirts?"

"Janet would know something's up."

"Who cares about Janet?"

"I do: I have to deal with her glares."

"So what? If she's going to glare no matter what you do, try some shorter skirts."

"What's that going to accomplish?"

I shook my head. Are women really so dense? Or are you covering and acting innocent? "Maybe he might get excited and then you can see what his lump is."

She giggled. "Actually, Janet might like that."

A bright idea popped into my head. "Tomorrow, get Janet alone and talk to her."

"About?"

"Involve her in a plan to see if you can make Dane hard."

"I can't do that."

"Of course you can. You said she drools on him, right?"

"Yes."

"So..." Duh.

"So, what?"

I rolled my eyes. "If you two approach it together, maybe you can both wear some shorter skirts and maybe she won't take it out on you. Do it together."

"I don't know."

"Oh come on. Just wear the shortest of your normal work-skirts."

"Hmm."

~ ~ ~
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Monday she wore a short skirt. I watched her dress in the morning.

"Janet agreed?"

"She was too eager."

"Too eager?"

"She talked about even bringing some casual clothes to change into before getting into the carpool. More revealing things."

I chuckled. "I wonder what her husband thinks?"

"Who knows; I've never met him. Maybe he's super-fat."

I gave her a hug. "Still want to move to the North Pole?"

She giggled. "Sometimes." She sighed. "As fun as the carpool is, it doesn't cover over the long drive."

Hmm. Now it was fun. I smiled. "Is Susan that entertaining?"

She laughed and slapped my arm.

~ ~ ~
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I had to wonder about my sexy wife. Is she keeping secrets from me? Days passed and turned into another week gone by. She offered nothing about the carpool.

She continued to wear her short skirts but barely anything was said.

I had resolved to let her bring it up. We had sex twice in the time since her decision to plan with Janet on the short skirts. But, nothing was said.

Was nothing happening? Did she think I would disapprove? Did she think she needed to hide anything? Or something?

She had been in the carpool a month.

I said, "Maybe we should shop for some nicer skirts."

We were eating dinner: homemade chicken soup.

She looked up at me. "Hmm?"

"Aren't those getting old?"

"Are they?" Worry crossed her face.

"How about letting me order you some?"

She gave me a suffering look. "You'd order me miniskirts, I'm sure. I can't wear those to work."

"Why not? Dress code?"

"No, but I'm not wearing miniskirts. No way."

"Too trashy?"

"What's everyone going to think? A married woman wearing a miniskirt to work?"

"What does Janet wear? A burkha?"

Renee snorted and some soup spit out of her mouth. She clapped her napkin to her face. "No. Actually, she wears miniskirts."

I chuckled. "Does she have a bad reputation in the office?"

She looked uncomfortable. "No."

"But you—"

"I'm not wearing miniskirts." Her raised eyebrow said that was final.

I spooned the last of my soup. "You've never said how the shorter skirts have gone."

She shrugged. "Fine. We're both wearing them."

I waited, but nothing more was said. Are you deliberately not telling me? What's the deal here?

She finished her bowl.

"So, I'll shop for some skirts," I said. Online retailers offered tons of options.

She gave me a look. "No miniskirts."

I held up a hand. "Alright." That didn't leave much wiggle room on the hemline, but I was sure I could get her some mid-thigh skirts. "Stockings?"

"Hmm. Interestingly enough, Dane asked us if we ever wore them. So Janet started wearing them."

"Oh yeah? What kind?"

"All kinds."

"Dane likes them?"

She nodded. "He looks at her legs a lot."

"So I can buy you some?"

She gave me a furrowed brow look of total seriousness. "They better be okay for work."

I grinned to myself. I was going to order some things that would make her blush. But who knows, maybe she would only wear them for me. That was alright, too.
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I wondered if my fantasy would ever go anywhere. She didn't mention Dane much at all.

When the several orders I placed arrived, she had quietly looked at everything, holding them up, tilting her head and considering them. A few things caused her to eye me with that suffering look, but she said nothing.

The stockings were another matter. I got her some nice stockings, totally suitable for office-wear with a hint of sexy. But she held up the fishnets and shook her head.

Well, I had liked them.

After laundering, the first carpool day she wore the new skirts and stockings was a Friday.

I watched her pulling on the stockings and attaching the garter straps. She wiggled into a skirt and zipped it. It was a very nice subdued wool number that came down to mid-thigh. Totally office-gray. Professional with that touch of "oh, yeah."

She looked down and around, making sure the skirt adequately covered the tops of the stockings – which it did, just fine. "Does this skirt make me look fat?"

I slapped my hand to my forehead and heaved a heavy sigh. Shit, the dreaded man-trap question. Any answer is technically wrong or at least potentially wrong. I have to be careful here. I pursed my lips. "Well..."

She glared at me with shocked eyes.

"I think it's definitely understated and very professional—"

"But does it make me look fat?" Some of the glare faded and was replaced by interest.

"What? No, it makes you look great." I hope that's a good enough dodge. Even though she wasn't fat, just saying she wasn't was never good enough for a woman. I also had to be careful not to say she looked sexy. That would kill the whole idea, even though she was putting them on knowing they made her look sexy. You never could win with a woman unless you shut her up by kissing her.

She wore a white blouse with it and put on a simple gold chain. She left the top two buttons undone – one more than usual.

I shifted a little, feeling movement in my pants. No way could I mention the extra button or she would immediately button it. I knew my wife.

This was the day, though. This was the day I was going to break the silence.

~ ~ ~
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All day, I worked with half a hard-on. Was she getting looks? Had Dane mentioned anything on the drive to work? Later, I wondered if he was touching Renee again. His leg on her thigh? His hand on her shoulder? Did his fingers idly tease her?

At home, I showered and changed into shorts. I set out the dinner preparations for her; it was her turn. My dick was mostly hard as I waited for her to come in the door.

When she did, I set into motion my charm, careful about what I said. "There's my beautiful woman." I rose from the couch and hugged her, then gave her the faintest of deep kisses – something that lured her into the promise of something more, later.

She smiled and relaxed.

Later in bed, I pulled out the dildo and bullet.

A slow and sexy grin spread across her face.

I said, "You've never said anything about Dane. Did he quit the carpool?"

"Quit? No. But he's engaged now."

A hint of disappointment drifted through me. "Ah, no more talking and all that?"

She smiled broader. "No, he still talks."

"How did your new outfit go over?"

She paused before touching the bullet to herself. "Very well, I think."

"You think?"

"He complimented me on it. Sitting in the backseat, my skirt wouldn't cover the stocking tops. He kept looking."

"At your stockings?"

"Yep." She blushed. "And trying to look down my blouse, too."

I mocked shock. "What a dirty man."

She laughed. "Isn't that what you wanted?"

I nodded, touching the dildo to her. "Did he get excited?"

She blushed and nodded, her lips held together firmly. 

I raised my eyebrows. "Tell me."

"Well... He's been excited before. Janet's flirting is getting to him, I think. And her skirts and fishnets."

"She's wearing fishnets?"

Renee nodded.

"Wow, how's that going over in the office?"

She giggled. "Just fine, actually. But she's getting attention from the other guys she's not interested in."

I laughed.

"Old men, fat men, gross men."

I shook my head. "But Dane looks at her."

"Sure, but not as much as she wants, I think."

"So he's been excited?"

She nodded. "Mm hmm."

"Well? What's his package look like?"

She tried to suppress a smile. "It's kinda big; like yours."

I smiled. I had a good-sized erection that had pleased a few women. "Thick, like me?"

She nodded faster, blushing harder.

Several minutes later, I slid my very hard cock into her. "His cock looks like mine, huh?"

She gasped, and then moaned with uncertainty. Her eyes were locked on my disappearing shaft. "Yes."

I slid it all the way in. "About my length?"

She dropped her head back with a small moan and closed her eyes. "Yes..."

~ ~ ~
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I watched her choose the shortest of skirts over the next few days. I was very pleased and excited when she wore her blouse with a third button undone.

I was careful to say nothing. This had to seem like her idea or she would immediately stop it all. I merely had to hint and then shut up and be supportive.

~ ~ ~
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The following week, I noted she pulled out a small carry-bag in the morning.

I looked at it curiously. "What's that for?"

She gave me a look that was mischievous. "Change of clothes." She pulled out some shorts and a light pullover. "The skirts and stockings are uncomfortable in the car. I can't wait to get out of them every day."

I was sort of disappointed. "Oh."

"Janet and Clarice both have been bringing a change of clothes. Figured I could do it, too. Maybe it will shut Susan up about our harlot-clothing."

I laughed.

~ ~ ~
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I waited a few days, noting her preoccupation when she got home. Was she thinking about him? Or work? Or my fantasy? Or was something else bugging her? She still gave me kisses and hugs. Friday night I decided to make the moves on her; it would be a good night for love-making.

I pulled out the toys and she wriggled in bed with anticipation. Her smile said she had been thinking of the same thing.

I said, "You sure looked good this past week."

She giggled. "You think so?"

I nodded. Her next words made me hard.

"Dane thinks so, too."

"He said that?" I oiled the dildo and touched it to her pussy.

"Yep."

"Isn't he engaged?"

"Yep."

"Is he still putting his arm around you?"

"More than that, now."

I froze. Why hadn't she told me? "Tell me."

"When I started wearing the shorts, he began putting his hand on my thigh."

My cock twitched. "Wow, that's very cool."

"He's just talking is all, though. It's very innocent."

I shook my head at her.

She looked shocked. "What?"

"Touching is hardly ever innocent and touching a leg just to talk has been used by man for hundreds of trillions of years to make moves on a woman."

She giggled. "Well, I don't know about that..."

"Oh, come on. If you saw me with my hand on Janet's bare leg—"

"Don't you dare."

"See?"

She looked at me sheepishly. "So he's flirting?"

"Can't you tell?"

"And you like it?"

I flexed my erection in her hand.

She laughed again. "Well, okay."

"Does he move his hand at all?"

"Not really. Sometimes he strokes like he's petting a cat, but only when he's explaining something."

"Hot."

"It's just talking."

"He's flirting. He loves the feel of your skin."

"Does not."

"He does." I was working the dildo in and out of her slowly. "Try something."

"What?"

"When he touches you like that, put your hand on his thigh."

"I can't do that."

"Of course you can; he's touching you."

She was quiet for a moment. "But, why?"

"See how he reacts. If he pushes your hand away, you'll know I'm wrong. If he smiles, you'll know I'm right."

Her breathing became a little erratic. "Are you sure you want me to touch him?"

"Of course."

"You're a dirty man, Cole Howard."

"It's just a test."

"Just a test?"

"Yes, just a test." I was careful to leave it at that. Introducing a salacious aspect would cause her to never go through with it. If she viewed it as a test, she would do it.
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CHAPTER 7
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I was home Tuesday night when she came in, already blushing.

I gave her a sly smile, knowing whatever was causing her blush must be good. But other than a kiss, I waited for later; I wanted to be touching her pussy when she told me. The toying would be exciting to her and help her relax and view it as something fun.

And I looked forward to it. Would she be wet? Would she be turned off? Would she react with a concealed lust like she had been? She might think it was wrong to react to an attractive man, but could a woman really ignore those kinds of instincts? I know I sure couldn't when it came to an attractive female.

Most women thought men would look at any pair of tits, but they're wrong. Maybe men weren't as picky or prudish as women when it came to looking, but we had our preferences. For me? Big fake tits? Yuck. Super-fucking-yuck.

Containing myself was not easy. I wanted to know. I wanted to hear. I wanted her hand stroking my cock as she told me.

I don't know if she detected my barely restrained eagerness or not, but she climbed into bed naked before I even removed my boxers.

Her blush was back.

I settled beside her. "So..." My smile said I knew she was holding information I wanted to hear.

She giggled. "How did you know—"

"You've been blushing whenever I look at you."

She blushed harder.

"Tell me what happened."

"Are you sure you want to hear this?"

I'm not sure if she was really asking or not. She had that female-look of uncertainty that maybe hinted she was unsure of herself rather than me. I flexed my hardness in her hand. "I don't know..."

She looked down towards her feet, thinking. "It's not something that'll make you all happy or anything."

"Tell me."

"Well... I put my hand on his thigh like you said. As a test." She added the last part quickly.

I nodded my best sage-judge look. "As a test. Right."

"He didn't do anything right away. I thought maybe I made a mistake because he sort of stopped talking."

"Oh?"

"Then he leaned over and smelled my hair. He said he liked the smell."

I grinned. "He wanted to kiss you."

"What? No way."

I inserted a finger into her. "That's his way of saying he wants to be a little more intimate."

She opened her mouth in a silent gasp as she looked down at my hand. "Are you sure?"

"Yep. No doubt."

"Anyway, his lump was very pronounced."

That made me twitch in her hand. "Oh, yeah?"

"It's big, like yours." She gave my erection a squeeze.

I leaned close to her ear. "Did you touch it?"

She had leaned towards me, as if reminiscing about Dane smelling her hair. But she jerked back at my words. "Hell, no."

"I bet he wanted you to."

"He was just smelling my hair."

I smelled her ear. "Innocent, surely. Like I'm doing now."

She gasped as my fingers played in her. Her nipples were hard pebbles.

I knew then that despite her protestations, she did indeed notice him and was affected by his attention. Why did she feel the need to hold that back from me? I grabbed the dildo and oiled it. "Thick like mine?"

She nodded.

I inserted the toy into her pussy, playing slowly. "How long did you look at his hardness?"

Despite her pretensions, she gasped and then began moaning loudly with the onrush of orgasm. Her body vibrated and shook as she tensed up. Then she cried out in a loud gasp followed by several agonized grunts. Her brow was furrowed in pain and concentration.

I knew when to stop. I withdrew the dildo.

She relaxed in a flopping motion and reached for me. She wanted me in her.

I gladly mounted her, working through my own thoughts. I had succeeded in getting her turned on while talking about a man she found attractive. She had cum a few times as we talked about him over the past several weeks. I knew she had orgasmed thinking about his dick.

My heart and mind swelled with pride that I had cracked her prudish veneer and opened her up to possibilities that excited her – whether she wanted to admit them or not.

Light suggestions, especially during our foreplay, had done the trick. Anything else wouldn't have worked.

~ ~ ~
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I had ample time to ponder the angles of the ideas I was planting in her head. Not that I controlled her, but that I was helping her to explore something she might not have otherwise. I led her through the traps and maze of her own inhibitions to a freedom she had been afraid to know.

This kind of effort required a feather touch. Push a woman and she would resist; whatever idea more firmly guarded against in her mind. Help a woman imagine something, and she couldn't resist it – even if she only thought about it in secret, at first.

That old saying that a woman warmed as slowly as an iron and a man as fast as a microwave was probably coined by a very wise man. When I had told her my fantasy because she had asked, my direct answer had shocked her. She probably imagined me having some fantasy that involved feathers and oil, or something. When her tame imagination was brutally invaded by mine, up went her defenses.

Even the light suggestions caused her spine to stiffen, but they came when she was excited and in the mood – not when she was doing something like cleaning the toilet. This slowly overcame her reluctance to talk about Dane. When that reluctance was overcome, she more easily thought of him while we were playing.

I suppose I could say I was anxious. I wanted Dane to flirt with my wife. I wanted him to fuck her. I think she would enjoy that kind of diversion if she could let go of the inhibitions to her pleasure. I was determined to help her do it.

~ ~ ~
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"Cole?" Renee came out on the patio.

I stopped swimming. "Hmm?"

"What site did you use to order those skirts for me?"

"I have it bookmarked. Why?"

"Maybe you could show me?"

"Want to buy more skirts?"

"And maybe some shorts."

I was interested immediately. Microwave interested. I got out of the pool.

Her voice was overly-casual. "You don't have to show me right now."

"That's okay. I was done swimming. Getting all pruned." I wasn't, but it satisfied her. I think she didn't want to seem overeager. Did she think that would have made her look bad? I wanted her to be eager. Men and women thought so very differently. Did I appear to her as a brute simpleton?

I grabbed my towel and dried off. I wrapped it around me and walked into the house.

We sat at my computer and I brought up the webpage. I pointed out the obvious. "This menu selects man or woman, then by clothing type." I selected skirts. "This dropdown gives you the options." I selected miniskirts.

She glanced at me, but looked at the selections. "Hmm. What about shorts?"

I bit my tongue, not wanting to express disappointment that she didn't want to look at miniskirts. Microwave, iron.

She glanced over the shorts selection but appeared uncomfortable. "Maybe I could browse them? You don't have to help me if you don't want."

Was that a hint to leave? Or was that her just being nice? I carefully said, "I don't mind, if you don't mind me suggesting something I think might look nice."

She pondered that a moment and said, "Okay."

Score, baby. But I was careful not to mention Dane at all. I felt that if I did, the bomb would go off and suddenly the blast doors would slam shut on her developing interest. Instead, I pointed out what might be nice for work and comfortable for carpooling. I made sure to point out the sexiest, mouth-drooling examples I could. Yeah, I'll admit I was shopping for things that would turn me on. Too brutish? I don't know.

She lifted her eyebrows at me a few times, but we put two very short skirts and one item of loose shorts in the shopping cart. "Um..."

I looked at her. "Yes?"

"Where did you get those stockings?"

I nodded at the screen. "Here." I moved to the stockings tab.

She took a breath. "I thought I might try the fishnets." She said it fast.

I was thrilled. I pretended not to be. I said with an air of indifference, "Oh? Nice."

"Janet's been wearing them and Susan finally shut up about it."

"That's good to hear." I didn't want to say anything else that she might use as an excuse to back out of it.

She seemed to relax and become interested in the selections.

My towel did a good job of hiding my hard-on. I knew Dane would be seeing these things and she knew it, too. Her selections were far sexier than she would have made a month before.
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CHAPTER 8
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Renee came in the door looking vibrant and glowing. But her lips were pursed. She was holding something back.

I looked her over in her loose shorts and half-unbuttoned blouse – still only three buttons undone. I doubted she would ever go for more. Not for work. "Hi."

She blushed, that glow brightening on her features. She gave me a sly smile. "Hello."

Dinner was a formality. I think she wanted to be in bed as much as I did.

I didn't ask; I grabbed the toys and stripped naked as she was coming out of the bathroom.

She silently shed her panties. But that blush was in her face. I could tell she was holding back, wanting to tell me, but waiting for bed.

I settled down, trying to hide my eager smile, but not doing very well.

She said, "You've got that grin on your face. Is it that obvious?"

I figured complete honesty in this instant was the best. "I know you. I can tell when you want to talk about something. Your blush tells me it's something I'll like."

That appeared to satisfy her and she relaxed, nodding. "Mm hmm."

I oiled up the dildo and handed her the bullet. Then I toyed with her using my fingers. "So..."

She laughed, nervous and relieved. "Uh, well..."

I inserted some fingers and massaged the insides of her lips.

She took a shaky breath. "I got kissed today."

Knowing she was nervous, I tried a bit of levity. "By Susan?"

A burst of laughter escaped her and she turned redder. "No, silly. Dane."

I acted totally surprised. "Ohhh..."

She nudged me hard as if I was snoring.

I chuckled. "So how did this happen?"

She giggled, the nervousness and blush returning. "He smelled my hair again—"

"Were you touching his leg?"

"Yes."

"His hand was on your thigh?"

"Yes."

I nodded, my smile indicating I was pleased. "Alright."

"Anyway, he smelled my hair and I turned to look at him. And it sort of happened."

"Accidentally?"

"Yes, totally."

Uh huh, right. But I liked it. "I bet that was a surprise."

She smiled large, showing her teeth in amused relief and nodded vigorously. "Yes, very."

"Is he a good kisser?"

She got a tightness around her eyes. "Not as good as you."

I pursed my lips, thinking. Her facial features were guarded. I assumed she wanted to assure me I was her husband and nothing could come between us. She didn't want me being angry or jealous.

But I was jealous; I felt it. I had wanted her to flirt. I secretly harbored the desire to see her get fucked. But we had only ever talked about flirting. Was kissing too far, considering my fantasies? No, certainly not; but there it was, hanging in my heart: jealousy. We hadn't talked about her kissing someone; only someone flirting with her.

I tried to sound casual. "Who started the kiss?"

She stiffened against me.

Crap. This isn't going right.

She said, "Like I said, it was sort of an accident."

I stroked her pubic mound lightly, as if smoothing away her fears. How do I get out of this mental cul-de-sac I just entered? "Yes, I'm sorry; you said that."

She was silent, but relaxed a little.

I could tell she was thinking. Had she enjoyed the kiss? Had Dane? Probably. Had they kissed more than once? In the days ahead, what would happen? Dane would want more, surely. I found my erection firming, pushing back the jealousy. "So you kissed. Tell me what happened after that." I played with the dildo at her entrance.

"You're not mad?"

I shook my head. "No, it was just a surprise, is all. Was he a good kisser?"

"Like I said, not as good as you."

"Okay, okay. But did you enjoy it, at least?"

She hesitated, guarded. "It was alright."

I sighed in my mind, trying to find the correct pathway back out of the maze. "Well, I wouldn't want you kissing him again if it was gross."

She relaxed a little, again. "No, it was alright."

"Good." I wasn't sure I felt it, but I said it. I needed to sort my feelings out without speaking them. I had wanted the flirting and encouraged it. Why was the kiss suddenly bugging me? Reality was different than fantasy? I had never imagined jealousy mixed in with any of my fantasies. I inserted the dildo. "So, tell me what else happened?"

She glanced at me.

I could tell she was wondering what she could tell me. Without any prior thought, I leaned to her and kissed her gently before she could say anything. I gave her a smile and pressed my erection against her leg.

She reached down and grabbed me, giving me a testing squeeze. She smiled back. "He stroked my thigh, too."

Now, I liked hearing that. My cock twitched. Why was that different from the kiss? Because a kiss was so intimate? But a kiss wasn't all that intimate, was it? The jealousy that was lingering at the edges of my thoughts vanished. No, a kiss wasn't all that intimate. People kissed all the time. The image of my wife kissing someone a few hours before now caused an intense hardening of my erection. "How long did the kiss last?" My voice was filled with lust; I couldn't help myself.

"Oh... A few seconds. It was kind of a surprise. But the second one was longer." She blushed.

I smiled uncontrollably. "The second one? Nice. Was there a third?"

She laughed, relief in her voice. "Um, no."

"Did he touch you anywhere else?"

"No, but his fingers were sliding up my shorts."

I groaned and thrust my erection hard into her hand. "Did he touch—"

"No. It was sort of awkward having Clarice and Janet watching."

"I bet they wanted to be in your spot."

"You think so? I would've thought they'd be mad."

I shook my head. "Envious, I bet."

She nodded, thinking. "Yes, I think you're right."

"Did you have your hand on him?" I was slowly working the dildo in and out of her.

"Yes."

"How close to his cock?"

She gasped and arched her back, her hips quivering. "Close."

I whispered to her, "Did you touch it?"

She screwed her eyes shut and grunted, "No."

"The next time he kisses you, touch him."

She convulsed, her body tensing and arching. She cried out, panting and groaning as her orgasm overtook her.

Later, I made love to her gently, kissing her deeply and showing her my love and approval.
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CHAPTER 9
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I was distracted at work for a few days.

She had been in the carpool for almost three months, now. Some days nothing happened at all, except that Dane would always talk to them – flirting, I'm sure.

The kiss faded from my mind as a matter of jealousy. I kicked myself for letting it get in the way and endangering her journey into freedom. The last thing I wanted was for her to be once again a prisoner to her own inhibitions.

I wanted her to love me, to love life, and to love herself – even if allowing herself to feel pleasure included someone else.

My distraction ended when I realized the kiss had been an issue of control. I had thought I could control everything – how everything happened and that she wouldn't progress without my direct suggestions or previously agreed actions.

Stupid. I could no more control her than I could control myself. I couldn't control flirting as if I had written a script. I wasn't there like a director telling them what I wanted and expected. If I was helping to free her, then I should expect the unexpected. Freedom was not something controlled.

That was why the thigh-stroking didn't bother me. That was why it excited me – because I had planned it. Encouraged it. I hadn't encouraged kissing because I hadn't imagined my wife willing to do so, and then when she did, I felt the loss of control.

It was a difficult thing to grasp, but when I had realized how stupid I had been to think I could control it all, then the jealousy evaporated. I knew then that it had to revolve around trust.

Did I trust my wife? I knew I did. The unknown would be the lack of trust with Dane. So, I had to trust my wife to do what was right in her mind – to progress as far as we decided we wanted to explore. Since I couldn't be there to form a discussion committee about what we expected, I would have to trust her to explore the unexpected on her own.

Dangerous? My mind told me so. But my heart knew I could trust her.

As the days went by from the kiss and I relaxed my own fears in my mind, my greeting her every day after work grew more comfortable. I even looked forward to kissing her when she got home.

I think she knew something had been on my mind. She looked guarded those first few days after – we were that connected, soul to soul. Heart to heart, and mind to mind.

~ ~ ~
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The weekend had passed and it was Monday. Not a day to be overly sexual in our habits and routines, but I felt better. I stroked her hair while she prepared dinner. I leaned in and whispered, "How was your day?"

She glanced at me, the hint of a smile on her face. "Fine."

"Dane married yet?"

She arched an eyebrow at me. "Next week."

"Aw, that's too bad. No more fun after that, huh?"

"I doubt it."

I winked. "Enjoy him while you can, I guess."

She giggled.

Later in bed, I asked her how things had gone the past week.

She looked at me funny. "I thought you were bugged about him kissing me?"

I shrugged. I knew I needed some honesty here. Just not too much. "I was, a little. But I wasn't mad."

She was quiet.

I said, "I needed to realize that while I have nothing to base trust on with Dane, I know I can trust you."

She smiled. "Of course you can. I'm not going to do anything."

"I know it."

"Well, except that you wanted someone to flirt with me."

I was nodding. "Right. I'm sorry if it seemed I was mad. I wasn't."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"Because I'll say that it's been kind of fun."

"The flirting?"

"Yes." She was toying with my cock. "I guess the attention is flattering. It's kinda nice."

"Have you kissed since that first time?"

She nodded, looking closely at me. "A couple of times. I think he didn't want to push it."

For that, I felt better about Dane. I gave her a relieved smile. Maybe she wouldn't know why I was smiling, but it apparently set her at ease seeing it on my face.

She said, "I haven't touched him, though..."

I drew back my head in mock anger. "Why not?"

She laughed and shook her head. "I didn't want to hurt your feelings—"

"What?" But her words were there, ringing that love-bell in my heart. "I wanted you to."

"Are you mad I didn't?"

Hmm... Now my female-alarm is going off. "No, I'm not mad. I wouldn't want you to touch him if you didn't want to."

She melted into the pillow, a smile on her face that said she appreciated my sentiment.

Whew, scored on that one. "I'd sure love to hear about it, though."

She laughed again. "We'll see. I don't know."

"Because he's getting married?"

"Maybe. I'm sure all the flirting is going to end."

"Is he backing off as his wedding approaches?"

She glanced around, thinking. "No. He's even kissed Janet a few times."

"I thought you sat in the middle?"

"I do, they leaned across me."

I chuckled. "Really? Did that make you uncomfortable?"

She blushed. "Um, no. It was kind of a turn-on."

"How's Clarice taking it?"

"She watches in the rear-view mirror. I think she's very envious. She mentioned someone else driving carpool a day or two a week."

I let out a laugh. "She wants to get her hands on him."

"I bet."

"He's still touching you?"

She nodded. "He's been reaching farther up my shorts and skirts."

My cock flexed dangerously in her grip and my breathing accelerated. "Has he touched your—"

"He's touched my panties."

I moaned low, lust coursing through me. "I want you to do something." My voice was a ragged whisper. My heart thumped heavily in my chest.

"What?"

"Don't wear panties."

"I can't do that."

"For the carpool. Take them off before."

She leaned back. "Why? Do you really want him touching my pussy?"

I was humping my hips, sliding my erection into her hand. "Just as a test. Try it and see what he does."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"But what if he takes that as an invitation and fingers me?"

Lights flashed before my eyes and an explosive convulsion wracked me without warning. My erection swelled and shot my hot cum against her side in forceful squirts.

She squealed and laughed. "Oh my gosh." She laughed longer and shook her head. "Wow, I guess you really do like that idea, huh?"
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CHAPTER 10
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Tuesday I walked around all day with a hard-on. I tried hiding it; I hope none of the guys I saw that day noticed it. It ain't for you, buddy.

Would they kiss today? What if they didn't? If they did, would Dane put his hand up her shorts, or would this be one of his reserved days? Dane, you dick, you better not be an ice-cube today. Would Renee have the courage to go through with touching him? She had very much responded sexually to the suggestion, but when sitting there face-to-face, would she go through with it? Or would her inhibitions cause her to freeze up?

The lack of answers only increased my anxiety.

I was at home, pacing, when she came in. I looked at her trying to contain an explosion of questions.

She looked back at me horrified.

I said, "What's the matter?"

"I was about to ask that of you. What's that look on your face?"

I blew out a breath. "What look? I was waiting for you to get home is all."

She looked at me while turning her head slightly as if in disbelief. "It looks like you're waiting for the medical verdict on a sick relative."

Was I? The oddity scrambled my thinking and I laughed suddenly. "I guess..." I felt something creep up my neck. Am I blushing? Am I really blushing?

A look of deep concern came over her face and she approached. She put a hand on my head. "Are you okay? Did you strain yourself at work?"

Work? With a hard-on all day? Yeah, I strained it, alright. I laughed again, shaking my head. "I'm sorry; I guess I was excited to see how your day went."

"Are you sure you're okay?" She appeared worried.

I rubbed the bridge of my nose. "Yeah. I've... I've had a hard-on all day thinking of you."

"Has it made you light-headed or something?"

I snorted. "Yeah, or something."

"Are you really okay?"

I sighed deeply. I said pedantically, "Yes. I'm really okay."

She chuckled lightly. "What had you all worked up? Another man in a bikini today?"

"Yes. He was four hundred pounds, hairy as Sasquatch, and wearing a thong. I think I came."

She laughed. "Well, okay. That sounds like you."

We moved into the kitchen. "Well... How did your day go?"

It was her turn to blush. I noticed her standing with that feminine slant and poise that said she was in the mood. Models sometimes did it, or actresses on the carpet trying to look sexy and demure. A slight thrust to the side and forward of the hips with one hand on the waist.

My mind started to connect and think normally.

She said, "Maybe we should skip dinner. Maybe a glass of wine to relax." She got close to me and ran a finger suggestively up my shirt placket.

Oh boy. Now we're talking, baby. I felt my poor cock begin to harden. A tremor entered my limbs as I uncorked a bottle and poured two glasses.

She gave me a beckoning look and went towards the bedroom.

Fun, fun, fun! I absolutely will contain myself this time. I followed after her.

~ ~ ~
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Half a glass sipped - no, gulped - and toys arranged around our naked bodies, I said, "So..."

Her smile was bright, with a hint of sauciness. "Um, I was supposed to test him?"

I fumbled the oiled glass dildo in my hand. I suddenly couldn't talk. I swallowed and nodded. My aching cock hardened fully.

"He kissed Janet today, first, but his hand was on my leg."

"Is that odd?"

"No... I suppose not. Except that he kissed her first."

"Did you get jealous?"

She giggled. "A little. But he slid his hand up my shorts while he was kissing her."

I tilted my head, trying to imagine the odd sensation if I had been in Dane's place. "Did you go without panties for the ride home?"

She nodded.

I felt my breath come hot and heavy. "And?" I couldn't say more, my heart was thumping so hard it was interfering with my vocal chords.

"He touched me..." Her eyes had a sparkle and a faraway look. "He was kissing Janet and his fingers brushed me. I think he was surprised. He stopped kissing her and looked at me with a wicked grin."

"He kept touching?"

She nodded and I saw her swallow.

I grabbed her pussy and inserted my middle finger into a swamp of wetness. "Wow, you're wet."

"He fingered me." Her voice was a whisper.

I dug my finger in deeper. How far did he go? How many fingers? Did he like it? Did she? "Was it fun?"

She giggled nervously. "At first I was unsure..."

"How long did he finger you?"

"I don't know – a half hour?"

I smiled uncontrollably. My finger moved in her more gently in case she was sore. "Did it feel good?"

She moved her hips slightly with the motions of my hand. "Yes."

"And you touched him?"

She gasped and raised her hips, her body quivering almost as much as mine. "You told me to."

I groaned and flexed my erection instinctively. "How did it feel?"

"It was nice."

Nice? What the fuck? That's all you have to say? "Nice? That's all?"

"Yes, I mean, it felt nice."

Oh. "Ah, I see. Nice like mine?"

She smiled, that faraway look on her face. "Yes."

"He was hard?"

"Very." She moved her hips faster against my hand. "Use the toy."

I had forgotten it. I picked it up and moved it over her lips.

She said, "Inside." Impatience was in her voice – and a mixture of lust and need.

I pushed it into her slowly.

She let out a sigh and a small moan.

I said, "How long did you touch him?"

"I don't know – most of the time he was fingering me, I guess."

"Did you just hold him or did you rub it?"

She grinned. "Well, I squeezed it and then rubbed it. I think he liked that."

"It got you all bothered?"

"Not at first, but I sort of got into it. Then Janet leaned over and they kissed again. She started groping him, too."

"Both of you?"

"Mm hmm. He really liked that. As eager as Janet has been, I think it was my move that broke the ice." Her hips were moving to my dildo-play.

"How did it make you feel? Groping him with her?"

"It gave me confidence, I guess. It was a lot easier rubbing him with her helping."

I grinned. "Courage in numbers?"

She giggled.

Our lovemaking was desperate and exhausting.
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CHAPTER 11
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I didn't know that things were going to start happening so fast. I floated through Tuesday, feeling relieved and happy. After a long journey of timely suggestions and hints, I had finally melted that icy exterior and let my wife out of her prison of inhibitions.

I felt successful – even as a delivery driver.

I expected a nice, relaxing night at home with dinner and a great history book in bed. I was mid-way through "The Bad War" by M. S. King and learning more about the real causes of the world wars than thousands of standard history pages I had read in the last two decades.

I was setting out Renee's turn of dinner items when she came in.

She had a wide-eyed look on her face of surprise and wonder. "Um..."

I looked at her curiously. "Hmm?"

"Forget that. Let's go to bed."

Not expecting anything, I was caught off guard. "Oh?"

She was nodding and shifting on her feet.

I looked down at the food preparations. "Well, okay."

She scurried to the bedroom and shed her shorts and blouse. She wasn't wearing a bra.

Wondering what had happened, I undressed and got into bed with her.

She immediately gripped my cock and closed her eyes with relief. She let out a long sigh.

I chuckled. "Uh, what happened?"

Her eyes popped open and she looked at me with that mixture of surprise and wonder. "He took it out."

I half-coughed and laughed. "What?"

"I was rubbing him and he took it out. I stroked him."

I felt dizzy. Wow, what a development! "Are you kidding?" My cock was hardening very fast. My fingers were in her very warm and wet pussy.

"No. He pulled it out and put my hand on it. I thought Janet was going to crawl into my lap to get to it."

I laughed, feeling surprised myself. "No kidding. So, you stroked it?"

She was stroking me. "Mm hmm. Like this."

The grin that started on my face grew until it was a flashy smile. "Did you like it?"

She blushed and nodded. "It was fun."

"How long did you stroke him?"

"Not long. Janet wanted some. She stroked a little bit and then leaned across me. She started sucking him right there in the backseat."

"Across your lap?"

"Yep. She undid her seatbelt and so did he. Clarice kept swerving the car."

I laughed. "Wow. You liked it?"

"Yes. He was fingering me at the same time."

"On a Tuesday afternoon on the freeway."

She giggled. "Yep."

"Hot. Wish I was in the carpool."

She frowned. "Why, so you can get a blowjob from Janet?"

"No, so I could watch."

"Oh."

"Are you looking forward to tomorrow?"

She looked at me sheepishly. "Would you be mad if I said yes?"

"No."

"He gets married next week. It's going to be a lot less interesting."

"That's okay. Have some fun."

"Are you sure you're okay with that?"

I nodded. "If I were you, I'd blow him."

She clapped a hand over her mouth. "Um, I'm married."

"So? So is Janet. Maybe she's kissing her husband right now."

She turned red and giggled. "Oh, that's nasty."

"Eh? Nasty-yuck or nasty-hot?"

"Hot. I hope she is."

That's a new side to you. Interesting. "Blow him for me."

She shook her head in disbelief. "Are you sure?"

"If you want to. But that sounds really hot."

She gave me half a doubtful look.

"Before you can't."

She nodded slowly. "Alright. If you're really okay with that."

"I am."

She pulled at me. "I need you in me, Cole."

And I was very happy to sink my aching erection into my wife.

~ ~ ~
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Wednesday was no relief. I watched her go to work wearing her shortest skirt and the pair of fishnet stockings I had bought her. Three buttons were undone; I think that was her limit.

At least the fishnets counted as another successful chip off the ice-block.

That vision of sexiness was on my mind the whole day. Dane, you better appreciate it, you dick.

Never has a hump-day dragged on so long as this. I texted my wife a kiss an hour before she got off. She texted one back.

Feeling better, I was able to perform my deliveries a little easier. But the comfort didn't last. I texted her again just before she got off.

Me: have Janet vid the bj

She gave back a simple eyeroll symbol.

Renee: >.>

I didn't want to beg, so I left it at that.

Waiting at home seemed almost as long as the entire day. Renee was also late in coming home. I was beginning to wonder what was going on when she finally walked in. I noticed immediately her blouse was unbuttoned to the fourth. The sides of her boobs flashed me.

She gave me a smile and licked her lips.

Naughty woman. I didn't know what to say.

She gave me a saucy eyebrow and said, "What's for dinner?"

You filthy tease; I'm about ready to explode here. "Er, dinner?"

She giggled. "Are we skipping dinner again?"

"I could make something after..."

She laughed and her eyes sparkled. There was a slight blush to her face. "Can't say I'm really hungry for food." She looked down at my bulge.

I followed her into the bedroom.

She undressed.

I noticed right away, a hickey-mark on her left breast. My cock, already half-hard, went into full-blown eager-mode.

She settled onto the bed and smiled at me. She pointed to her pussy. "His tongue was here. Do you want to lick?"

My eyes bugged out. I climbed between her legs and smashed my tongue to her wet pussy.

Her hands gripped my head and she moaned contentedly.

I tried to talk in between licks. "He ate you?"

Her voice was breathy. "Yes."

"Did you suck him?"

"Mmm, yes."

I forced three of my fingers into her pussy. "Did he like it?"

"Mm hmm."

"Did you?"

She hesitated.

I licked.

Finally, she said, "Yes."

I couldn't stand it anymore. I rose up and leaned over her, driving my aching cock into her velvety pussy. I sank in deep and held it there, loving the feel and texture. "How did he come to lick you?" I started slowly pumping in and out of her.

Her eyes were closed and her head back. "Clarice got off the freeway and parked at the Trueside Parking Garage." Trueside was an industrial center.

"Weren't there people around?"

"No, they were mostly already gone. She parked us in a dark corner."

"So, you blew him?"

"We all did. I wasn't sure if I wanted to, but when I saw Clarice sucking him, I had to know."

"To know?"

"Yes. What it was like."

I thrust in deep, holding it there. "And you liked it?"

She clawed lightly at my shoulders. "Yes. It was fun."

"When did he lick you?"

"While Janet was sucking him, I think. I'm not sure."

"Did he cum in your mouth?"

She giggled. "No. He said something about attacking his fiancé when he got home."

"Oh, saving it for her, eh?"

"I guess."

I began moving again. "Did you tell Janet to record it?"

She opened her eyes. "No, not before. But I made a joke about it after that you would've wanted to see a vid of it."

I chuckled. "Oh?"

"Dane was the most surprised, even though I said it as a joke."

I stopped moving. "What did he say?"

"Something like, 'Oh really?' "

"I saw the mark on your boob. He sucked that, too?"

"Yep."

"Nice. How has he been treating you and Janet?"

"He's been really nice when we're not... you know."

"He's charming?"

"Mm hmm."

I began thrusting again. "What are you going to do after next week when he's married?"

Her mouth opened each time I thrust in and partially closed each time I pulled back. "I don't know. It was just getting fun."

I was pleased. This was such a huge change from just three months before. I leaned down and started to kiss her.

She jerked back a little. "His cock was in there."

"That's okay. Makes me love you more."

She giggled. "Why? You'd think you'd hate me."

I kissed her lips. "Nope. I'm glad you're having fun."

"But, aren't I cheating?"

"Not if I know about it."

"Are you sure?"

I rammed in and held it there, close. "Yes. Blow him again."

She laughed nervously. "We'll see."

I was quiet a moment, holding still.

She grew a concerned look. "What's wrong?"

I was busy thinking. What if I told her my deepest fantasy? How would she react? Would she freak out? I couldn't imagine it being that she admitted she liked blowing him. She appeared half nervous and half turned on. Would my fantasy be too much? Or was this the exact right time?

I didn't know.

She drew her eyebrows down and a look of fear overcame her face. "What's wrong?" Her voice held a hint of desperation in it.

I shook my head. "Nothing, I was just thinking."

"About?" She sounded as if she dreaded what might be said.

I started moving again, but hesitantly. "I... Uh..." I just didn't know how to say it or if I should.

She gave me a worried look. "Are you regretting having me be flirty?"

"No..."

"It might be sort of fun, but I don't want to ruin our marriage—"

"You're not."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. I was wondering if I should..." This was difficult for me. I knew if I admitted I held a deeper fantasy, she might be angry I never told her.

She said abruptly, "I'll stop. I can sit up front—"

"No. You're fine. It's me."

"I'll stop. I don't want to be throwing it all away over some stupid kissing."

"You're fine, Renee. I'm trying to figure out how to say..."

She looked up at me quietly, a deep worry etched into her eyes. "You think I'm dirty now?"

"What? No."

She was trembling, scared.

I sighed and pulled out, ready to talk. It was the worst thing I could've done.

Tears welled and rolled.

Oh crap. How do I control this? "I wanted to talk—"

"You don't love me anymore?"

I sighed with aggravation. "I love you, silly. I meant I wanted to talk about something I've been thinking about."

"Divorce? You've pawned me off on some guy and got your way?"

I said forcefully, "No." I snuggled up close to her and held her. I put my hand on her pussy and petted it. "I love you and you're mine. I just have another idea I wanted to talk about."

"Is that why you're not making love to me right now? What I did disgusts you?"

I bugged my eyes out at her. The exasperation was tinged with playfulness in my voice. "Would you shut up? I'm just trying to figure out how to say something to you without embarrassing myself." I got back between her legs and thrust back into her.

She seemed relieved and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her voice was a whisper and she was still trembling. "What, then?"

I thrust a few times, slowly, thinking. "I was wondering if you might go farther with him."

"Farther?" She didn't sound very certain.

"What if he wanted more?"

"More than a blowjob?"

I nodded. "Right. What if he wanted to actually do something with you?"

I felt her grip on my shoulders tighten. "Are you suggesting that I go all the way...?"

"Yes. What if he wanted—"

"I wouldn't do that to you."

"What if I wanted it?"

Her look was horrified. "But why? I thought you just wanted some man to flirt with me?"

I had to be real careful here. What would a woman want to hear? Or what would make that feminine mind accept the reasoning? "I think it would be sexy."

"I'm not sexy now?"

I thrust in and held it there. "You're very sexy."

"So why would you want me to fuck him?"

"Because it sounds hot."

"I'm not a slut."

"Of course not."

"I don't think I can do something like that."

"Why not?"

She looked at me as if I couldn't understand two plus two. "I don't sleep around—"

"Of course not."

"But you want me to sleep with Dane."

"That sounds awesome."

"And you wouldn't think I had a dirty hole?" Her voice was filled with accusation.

"No." I shook my head. "Is it dirty now that I'm in it?"

"No."

"So why would it be dirty if he was in it?"

"Because it's meant for you."

"Wouldn't make it dirty."

"You want some other man to fuck me?"

"No, I think it would be hot if Dane fucked you." I leaned up and pulled out, but kept in contact. I grabbed my erection and rubbed it slowly back and forth on her clit.

Her mouth opened and she was looking down at me playing with her.

"You've kissed him and even sucked him. I loved it. Wouldn't you want to know what his cock feels like?" I rubbed suggestively at her entrance. "Inside?"

Her mouth opened more and she let out a soft gasp as I popped the head into her hole.

I pushed in a little and pulled out.

Her brow furrowed and her hips moved.

"Wouldn't you want to feel it? On your clit?"

She groaned lightly and her hips moved with my playing. "I don't know."

"I think your pussy would like it." I angled it down and pushed back inside her. "Wouldn't you want to feel him sliding it in?" I did it as I said it.

Her eyes rolled up and closed and she ground her teeth together. Her body went from a slight tremble to a convulsing shake. Her hips bucked up at mine and she grunted with each buck.

I had made her cum thinking about Dane's dick entering her. Though I didn't know it at the time, it was the key to all the rest.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]











CHAPTER 12
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Thursday was another very aggravating day for me. I wasn't sure how she had taken my ideas from the previous night. She had appeared pensive and worried, even though she had orgasmed on my dick thinking about Dane's in her.

Was the fantasy enough to ignite her desire for the real thing? Or would she dismiss it all as pillow talk? Was she going to cut off all activity with Dane?

I texted her at lunch.

Me: don't let poor Dane think you don't like him

I could almost hear the frustration in her texting.

Renee: what?

Me: if you clam up he'll think you hate him

Renee: i'm not going to start anything

Me: let him do it then

She gave no answer.

I wasn't sure what she had in mind; she had left wearing a rather normal skirt, though her blouse was unbuttoned three down.

Renee didn't have the time to waffle. I figured Dane would be off-limits after he got back from his honeymoon. But I knew pushing her would be like pushing against a brick wall. The more I pushed, the more stubborn she would become. I wasn't sure if it was so much that she would resent the attempt to control as it would be that it might cement more firmly in her mind that she shouldn't because maybe we hadn't fully explored the consequences of a fantasy turning to reality.

As it was, at least she now knew my deepest desire. If she had been pensive, then wasn't that good? She was thinking and thinking was good. I'm sure she had to work through in her own mind what had developed. At the very least, we had both progressed to enjoying her sucking Dane's cock and him eating her pussy. I was very happy.

I'm sure Dane was, too. By her description, he seemed sensitive to what the women thought in the carpool – even Susan. He made no moves until she was dropped off. Considerate of her prudish sensibilities, he offered nothing but talk until she was gone.

Without having met him, I rather liked him.

Figuring nothing might happen, I coasted through the day wondering if I had done anything wrong in presenting to my wife my fantasies. Had I chipped away at her ice-wall that blocked fun with other people? Had I sabotaged the whole idea? Would she reject my fantasies as something she would refuse to entertain?

Would she love me enough to try them? Or not? I didn't have high hopes that she respected me so much that she would.

Then again, were my fantasies so alien that they violated her sensibilities? She had worried she'd be a slut for just taking on one additional man outside her marriage. It didn't seem to matter to her that she had fucked a number of different men and older boys over the years before we were married. That didn't make her a slut. But now, sharing a little sexual passion with just one other man would?

Even though I told her it wouldn't?

I didn't want to push something like this, not knowing what thoughts were going through her mind. Forcing her to do something was the last thing I wanted to do. She had to want this as much as me for this to be good for both. So far, she had come to enjoy the attention and flirting. She had even enjoyed the intimate play without going all the way.

I was happy for that. Maybe she wouldn't be so reluctant to have a little fun with a guy in the future. I wanted to share with her the thrill and joy. I wanted to erase the doubts in her mind and enjoy together something exciting.

At home, I set out dinner preparations. It was her turn. Not knowing if anything was going to happen, I let my growling hunger decide my actions.

My phone chimed.

Renee: Clarice is parking again

A thrill coursed through me.

Me: have some fun

Renee: i don't know

Me: HAVE SOME FUN! ha

Renee: lol

I began to harden a little. But not knowing what she was going to do left me with little excitement.

I was going to be disappointed.

~ ~ ~
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I watched Renee come in, looking occupied in her mind elsewhere. I said, "Hey."

She gave me a very brief hello-type smile. "Hey."

Her clothes didn't look messed up, but she was late like the previous day. I said, "You don't look all too happy."

"Hmm? No, just thinking." She glanced over the dinner preparations and turned on the stove's burner.

I said with a tone of exaggeration, "Anything you care to talk about?"

She shot me a quick look and looked back to the frying pan. "We parked again, but I didn't do anything."

I sighed inwardly: defeat. What had gone wrong? What had stopped her? The idea of being a slut? "Talk to me."

She clenched the handle of the frying pan harder than necessary and gave it a useless adjustment over the burner. Then she turned facing me and leaned against the counter. She crossed her arms and frowned at me with that look of concentration. "They did things; I just stood by."

"Why?"

I saw her swallow. "I don't think I'm ready to go all the way..."

"But you were having fun."

"A little flirty teasing is one thing—"

"But you had his cock in your mouth. You liked it."

"Yes, fine." She rolled her eyes. "Sure, but fucking is so much more involved."

I wasn't sure if now was the right time to push that. "So you stood by?"

She appeared relieved that I had changed the direction of the conversation. She nodded. " Yeah, I felt a little uncomfortable, too."

"Why? You were fine with seeing Janet blow him before."

She shook her head. "No, not that. Clarice was all over him. She rode him in the backseat."

My eyebrows shot up. I crossed my arms and leaned against the counter, mimicking her pose. It was a psychological trick used in hypnotism that caused the other person to more readily share and agree with what you say. "They did it?"

She nodded and appeared to relax a little. "It was kind of awkward."

I tilted my head. "Why?"

She shrugged and looked away. "Janet filmed it on her phone."

"Dirty woman."

She giggled slightly.

"What's wrong?"

She looked back to me, something in her eyes. "I guess it was what he said that made me a little uncomfortable."

"What, did he call Clarice some other name?"

A flash of a smile crossed her features. "Uh, no. Later in the car he whispered to me that he had joined the carpool because of me."

"Really?" That gave me a thrill of pride.

"He said he was sort of disappointed it was Clarice and not me he had done."

I gave a quiet chuckle. "So he was interested in the one woman who paid the least attention to him. No wonder he wanted you in the middle."

She blushed.

"Do you regret not being involved today?"

She chewed on her lip. "I don't know."

"You did the right thing." It's not what I wanted to say; it's what I needed to say.

She gave me an appreciative look. "You think so?"

I phrased my response carefully. I needed to stress want instead of thought. "Certainly. You shouldn't do anything you don't want to do." I knew she probably felt the desire to do more, but her inhibitions were blocking her. She needed to choose her desire rather than fall back on her blocks.

She nodded, but appeared thoughtful. Her eyes roamed, deep in thought and feeling. She finally looked back at me. "You're not mad?"

"Mad? No."

She paid attention to the dinner. "Are you sure?"

"Of course. It's not all about me; it's about you, too."

I saw her smile, but she said nothing.

~ ~ ~
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In bed, later, she said, "If nothing more happens, would you be happy?"

I put my book aside and hugged her, stroking her head. "You've had some fun and I'm happy."

She was quiet.

I reached down and toyed with her through her panties.

She reached over and gripped me, squeezing.

Moments later and naked, I was inserting the oiled dildo into her pussy. Knowing that if I wanted her to concentrate on desire and not retreat into her inhibitions, I said, "I wonder if Janet is watching her vid of them?"

She giggled. "Wouldn't that be odd?"

"Why? Maybe she's fingering herself over it."

"Uh..." She laughed.

I pulled the dildo and climbed over her. I put my cock on her clit and rubbed. "I bet she was drooling, wanting to be the one feeling him."

"Probably." Her body was trembling in that build-up to orgasm.

I slid in and pushed deep. "I bet she wanted to be the one riding him."

She gasped.

Knowing she was close, I started pounding hard. My hips slapped down into hers. "I bet she wanted to be the one getting fucked."

I had played her right. Her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth opened in a pained gasp. She cried out beneath me, grunting and gasping through an intense orgasm.

I knew that she had cum again thinking of Dane in her. Those were the moments when desire overcame inhibitions and she wanted most to experience it.

But events weren't going to go exactly my way.
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CHAPTER 13
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Friday was a Friday like all others. The sameness invited no thoughts of difference or expectations out of the norm.

My wife dressed in a normal skirt and some stockings, her blouse buttoned down her daring three. The look on her face was one of great thoughtfulness.

I worried Renee's inhibitions were kicking back in, but I let her go without confronting what I thought was the issue. Best to let her chew her own thoughts without me wrecking it. I had to allow her to remember the previous night and her sensations of pleasure without her inhibitions.

Would it be enough? I held no high hopes. Today was the last day; Dane would be gone all next week on his honeymoon after being married Sunday.

In fact, as the day progressed, I became a bit despondent. Her window of opportunity would be closed. End of fun. At least we would have the memories. That I had helped loosen her up at all was a huge step. She had always been sexy, but now she had the extra sexiness of salacious play that sparked no end in my imagination. I loved her for it, all the more, and looked forward to occasionally reminding her that she had once held Dane's cock in her hand and stroked it. She had even caressed his cock with her lips and sucked him.

It was a huge step forward in our marriage that could never be matched by a dildo. I think she knew it, too. Not that we would ever get rid of her toys; they were fun. But the addition was new and added to the menu of enjoyment.

At lunch, I sent her a text.

Me: love you!

A few minutes later I got her response.

Renee: love you too

Me: give Dane a goodbye squeeze

Renee: lol

Me: tell him we'll miss the fun

Renee: lol

Ah well, maybe she would, right? Maybe they'd get a last kiss in or something – if Dane wasn't over-occupied with his impending marriage. But he had fucked Clarice the day before. Sowing his last wild oats? Lucky woman who landed him, I guess. She scored a hot one.

At home I made dinner preparations. I expected her home at the normal time, but the normal time came and went. It was only then that I began to realize Dane was thinking this was his last chance, too.

What were they doing? Kissing? Was my wife involved? Or just watching like the previous day? I paced, wondering. Was Dane giving his cock to Janet this time? Was Renee watching and wishing she had the courage to be the one? The last one? Would she come home depressed that her inhibitions had robbed her of the final opportunity? Would this be something she regretted the rest of her life?

I was startled by a chime from my phone. I didn't expect a text from my wife. But it wasn't from her.

Janet: lucky

There was a video attachment. I downloaded it and opened the vid. The screen shook a little and I could see a dim image of the back door open on Clarice's car. Dane was in there, his butt moving up and down between feminine legs.

Clarice again? Or? Janet was obviously recording it, so... My heart began to speed up.

I tried to make out in the dim lighting who the woman might be. It couldn't be Renee, could it?

I heard faint gasps and moans. It could be her. It could be Clarice for all I knew. But Janet's text message hardened me. She had said, "Lucky."

I opened my mouth in a convulsive gasp. I felt light-headed and dizzy.

I concentrated more on what I was seeing. As if knowing my thoughts, the view moved in closer, shaking a little. Then it became clear again. Dane's naked butt flexed and moved and I could see his balls ballooning as they pressed deep.

Then I saw what confirmed my desire: the stockings I had bought Renee.

I almost collapsed. My cock went into full alert mode and strained at my shorts. With shaking hands, I removed them and sat on the couch. My erection felt like it was going to burst. My heart was racing so fast that I was panting. The dizziness did not pass. I grasped my cock and began jacking it to the video. My world swirled around me. She was doing it! Or had. The video ended and I immediately played it again.

That was my wife there, in the car, with another man's cock in her. Her legs and hips moved with him and I noticed the car rocking.

This is awesome.

I stroked my cock in time with Dane's thrusts and felt the onrush of orgasm. I stopped and just let my erection throb in the air. But I had to touch it again; what I was seeing was too hot.

Did she like it? Did he? I couldn't see their faces. Were they whispering to each other? The sounds only picked up an occasional moan and gasp. And the video was incomplete. It started and ended in what looked like the middle of everything. Had he finished? Had she? Or had he pulled out and given the nod for Janet to take my wife's place?

I replayed it again, my breath coming in sharp gasps. I stroked more, feeling the oozing of precum coating my shaft in copious amounts.

I stroked faster, wishing I had been there. Wishing I could've heard and witnessed it in person. My erection was bulging and swollen with blood. I felt the onrush again just as the front door opened.

My lovely wife came in, looking worried.

My cock erupted, sending squirts of cum into the air.

~ ~ ~
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Later, in bed, she said, "I was worried you wouldn't like it."

"The vid?"

She nodded.

I laughed. "You caught me at a bad time."

"Oh, I don't know if it was all that bad. Will it wake up again?" She had a hopeful look on her face.

I looked down. "It's halfway there."

"So you weren't mad, then?"

How can you think that? Walking in and finding me shooting cum all over the place? Sometimes simple answers were the best. "No."

"Janet wasn't sure, but I told her to send it."

I turned to her, pressing my half-hard cock against her leg. I ran my fingers lightly down her pussy. She did not feel especially wet. "What made you decide...?"

She shifted her eyes around, thinking. "I don't know. Maybe that it was my last chance or something. I just didn't want to make a mistake."

"Mistake? Like what?"

"Like hurting you."

I dipped a finger in gently. "I almost passed out."

"Shock?"

"Yes, but a good shock. I wish I could've been there."

She looked at me as if I were strange. "Whatever for? Why?"

Why can you not understand this? "Because you're my wife. We belong together – doing things like this together."

"You'd really want to stand there watching me with another man?"

"Of course. The video was just a tease. I missed out on the sounds. All the sighs and moans and grunts – everything that paints the picture of passion. I didn't even get to see the end."

"It wasn't anything special."

"But it's the sharing between us that wasn't satisfied."

"What do you mean?"

I frowned, thinking. "It's like the difference between riding a rollercoaster and being told what it feels like. Being there and being told about it are two different things. The best of being there can't be expressed. Does that make sense?"

"I guess so." She was nodding, slightly.

My fingers played. "Was it fun?"

She barked a short laugh. "It was embarrassing."

"What? Why?"

"Would you want to do that with an audience?"

I pursed my lips. "Probably not."

"I'm not into having sex and having other people watching."

"So you didn't enjoy it?"

She shrugged. "I guess it was just sex. It was okay."

"Did he cum in you? You don't feel very—"

"He wore a condom."

I frowned. "Bah, so you didn't get to really feel him?"

"No, not really."

"That's like he didn't really fuck you."

"He was in me."

"A condom was in you. Boring."

She coughed in exasperation.

I chuckled.

She gave me a suspicious look. "Would you really have wanted him doing me without one?"

"Well, of course. How else would you feel the skin of his shaft in you?"

She shook her head. "It might have been okay. This isn't my fertile time."

I sighed. "Too bad there won't be a next time."

She glanced at me and then away. "I don't know."

"Hmm?"

"He hinted he'd be back after his honeymoon."

"He'd still want to screw you gals after being married?"

She shrugged. "Not sure. He hinted at it."

I moved over her, hard enough for penetration. "I hope he does." Sliding into her, I thought of Dane's cock sliding in there a few hours before. I hardened fully.

I kissed her and thrust deep, enjoying the connection to my wife.

Our lovemaking was passionate and satisfying.
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I downloaded the vid to my computer. I watched it in the mornings and in the evenings before Renee got home. I never tired of it. But I came to curse the thing: it kept me wanting more.

The week of Dane's honeymoon passed. I wondered what would happen.

It was the Monday of his return that Renee texted me her news.

Renee: he quit the carpool

Me: why?

Renee: his wife made him

Me: oh brother

Renee: didn't want him riding with 4 women

Me: she sounds smart

Renee: too smart

Dane was now off-limits, taken, claimed, guarded and barred. Oh well, it was fun while it lasted.

Our lives would return to normal and we would at least have the memories of some fun times. I had the video and I knew our love-making was already enriched. My love for her was as strong as ever and more so for her having engaged my fantasy.

~ ~ ~
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Wednesday evening, Renee came in looking as if she had something to say. "Cole."

"Hmm?" What's that look on your face?

She sat next to me on the couch and placed her hands in her lap. "How much would you like Dane to..."

"To?"

She tilted her head, obviously trying to find a way to say something.

"Spit it out." I gave her a lift of my chin in challenge.

She made a face and said, "He cornered me in the cafeteria today and said he'd like to maybe visit me."

I raised an eyebrow at her choice of words. "Maybe?Visit? Who? What? Fuck?"

She shrugged helplessly, clearly not sure what to say.

"Are you saying he's offering to be with you again?"

"Yes."

"I thought he was off the carpool?"

"He is."

"Then...?"

"He wants to meet me somewhere or come here."

I sat up straight. "Here? That would be awesome."

"What? Why?"

"So I can be here and watch it in person."

She looked away. "I don't know if..."

"What?"

"I don't know if he wants an audience."

I lifted my hands and let them drop. "So, ask him."

She whipped out her cell phone and began texting.

I was surprised and somewhat pleased they had exchanged numbers. She hadn't mentioned keeping any kind of contact with him.

A few minutes of bleeps and chimes and she looked over at me sheepishly. "He was wanting some privacy."

Let down a little, I didn't want to miss out on the opportunity she had. "He can come here."

"Our bedroom?" She sounded doubtful.

"Yes. It has a door. No reason to pay for a motel."

She texted some more. "He says that's good. Tomorrow."

I smiled. "Awesome."

"He says it can't be too long; his wife will expect him home."

"Quickie, huh?"

"I think he means there won't be much chat. He has about an hour."

A few hours later in bed, I was horny as a teen boy. "Do something for me."

"Hmm?" She was curious.

"Don't use a condom."

She blushed. "Are you sure about that?"

"Yes, I want to feel his cum in you."

She chewed her lip. "Not my fertile time. I guess I can suggest it."

I made love to her gently; I didn't want her to be sore for tomorrow.

~ ~ ~
[image: ]


Thursday was an agonizing day of total distraction. My deliveries suffered, and I had to drive back out having forgotten to load a full order. I couldn't think of anything except that my wife was going to take another man in our bed after work.

Our marriage bed was going to be christened, the welcome lust of another man permeating our sheets and mattress. It would be the dash of salt in our marriage giving our bedtime memories that perfect touch of flavor.

I had this vision of cum everywhere and my cock throbbed all day at the image in my mind.

Renee sent me a text after lunch.

Renee: You're going to be okay with this?

That she had typed it so carefully and with proper capitalizations told me she considered it a very important question.

Me: very. can't wait

I ran through what I might say in my mind. What does one say to a man who comes into your home to fuck your wife? Talk about sports? Share a beer before the event? Sit down and discuss ground rules?

~ ~ ~
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At home, I became nervous. Would the guy come or not? Would I have to console the hurt feelings of my wife? I paced in the bedroom where they would be fucking. I glanced at the closet, but dismissed trying to hide in there. There was no way to do so without being obvious.

Besides, I had to greet him at the door, right? Sort of a man-to-man understanding? A pass the baton kind of thing? I couldn't just dash into the bedroom after and hide in the closet, pretending no one noticed.

I walked out into the living room and paced there until Renee came in a few moments later.

She gave me a bright smile. "Hi."

I returned the smile. "Hi. Everything still on?"

She seemed rushed. "Yep. He should be here in about fifteen minutes. I need to get freshened up." She hurried back into the bedroom.

I followed, watching her wash her face and brush her teeth. She ran a brush through her hair.

She said, "Do I look alright?"

"Beautiful." I was half hard watching her prepare to receive another man. 

The doorbell startled us both.

Her eyes widened and I saw some fear there. She said, "He's early."

I gripped her shoulder and said, "Don't worry. Just relax." Then I went to answer the door.
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I'm a man. My name is Cole Howard. I pride myself in thinking things through and pursuing logical plans of action that produce the most beneficial results.

I think of myself as a thinker.

Renee claims I don't think enough.

Normally, I would laugh at her.

In this case, she was right. I opened the door and realized there were many things I had not considered.

What was presented to me at the door – at our first face-to-face meeting between myself and the man who had come to fuck my wife – was not anything I had imagined or bothered to imagine.

Dane Landvik was not a tall man; he was about three inches shorter than my six foot frame. He didn't stand there with a prideful twinkle in his eye that said he was here to claim my wife.

In fact, he looked very uncertain. Not in a scared way, but curious. He looked at me with searching eyes, a slight tilt to his head.

I said, "Dane." I moved back to let him in. When he did, I shut the door and we turned to each other. I stuck out my hand.

He appeared surprised at that, but shook it with only a second's worth of hesitation. He said, "You're Cole, then?"

I nodded.

"She's talked a lot about you."

That made me smile. My wife talked about me?

He was handsome, like Renee had said. A very sharp looker with a cap of unruly blonde hair and some striking blue-gray eyes. He was clean shaven and neatly dressed. He said, "I guess I wasn't sure what to expect."

You and me both. "Oh?"

"She said you were okay with this..."

"I am." I was looking very directly into his eyes. "As long as you treat her well."

The man actually gulped. "Of course. Women are treasures; I don't ever mistreat a woman."

I gave a single nod.

Renee was there in the hall, standing and looking nervous. She waved her fingers when he looked.

Not knowing if I should be saying anything else, I simply motioned him towards the hall and my wife.

He took a faltering step at first, then squared his shoulders.

I noticed he was trying to hide his wedding ring. Why would he do that? We all knew he was married. Some sub-conscious guilt because he hadn't even been married a month yet?

I watched her lead him to the bedroom. She didn't look back at me, but rather at the floor, as if in thought. The door shut quietly.

I stood there, not knowing what to do. Go for a swim? Sit on the couch and have a beer? There was no way I was hungry to eat; my stomach was doing some strange twists and flips. If I ate anything, I would probably throw it up. But I was excited, and my heart was racing.

They were in the bedroom alone.

Were they kissing? Undressing? Talking?

I moved to the hall, a dozen feet from the door to the master bedroom. We had upgraded the carpet when we bought the plan and the better cushion hid sound. Not hearing anything, I moved slowly to the door.

Renee hadn't said anything about listening, and it wouldn't really be an intrusion, would it?

I heard bits of murmuring interspersed with silence. His mumble was a deeper rumble where Renee's was a soft purr. I couldn't make out words. I moved all the way to the door and tried to listen.

A long silence followed the mumbling, and then I heard the distinct creak of the bed.

My wife was climbing into bed with another man.

My heart began thumping so hard that it was almost all I could hear.

Were they kissing? Playing with each other? Was she blowing him? The questions stabbed through my mind.

Renee's voice suddenly floated through the door in a loud and breathy moan. It was her sound when she was being licked.

I guess Dane was okay with licking her knowing she was married. I had cum in her last night but by the sounds, he was giving her a good licking.

Her moans made me feel happy. They were so familiar and identical to when I was with her. Perhaps a touch louder and more insistent – something new and dirty, and right in our bed.

I wanted her to enjoy it. I wanted her to like it and want more.

Silence drifted from the room. Then there was some talking. Renee was saying something.

Dane said, "You sure?" His voice was low through the door, but clear.

I heard her giggle and the bed creak.

There was a pause and then I heard my wife moan in pleasure while Dane's voice groaned with relief.

My wife was getting fucked.

"Wow, that feels awesome," he said.

She said something I couldn't make out.

Dane said, "Oh... fuck..."

The bed began creaking fast and rhythmically.

Spots swam before my eyes and suddenly I was undoing my shorts and pulling out my very hard cock.

Renee's gasping moans drifted through the door and Dane's grunts followed them.

I stroked my erection to the creaking of the bed, my breath coming in gasps. This was far better than anything I had imagined, and my cock was leaking all kinds of pre-cum. I don't think I've ever felt it harder than at that moment. It felt like it was going to split open it was so swollen and stretched.

I heard the faint slap of skin on skin and the creaking of the bed became more pronounced.

Her moans became muffled and his grunts went away.

I had to let go of my cock. The image of him ramming his cock into her and kissing her at the same time filled my head.

Her moans and gasps returned and so did his grunts and groans.

They exchanged breathy words I couldn't make out. The frantic slapping continued.

I wanted to be in there, watching. Asking Renee if she liked it. I wanted to see Dane's cock pistoning in and out of my wife's pussy. What look was on her face? Concentration? Open-mouthed pleasure? Were her legs wrapped around him? Her arms? Had she kept her wedding ring on? Had he? Were they laying in her spot on the bed? Or mine? Or were they passionately laying across the bed? Was her head hanging off the edge of the bed, her hair swinging as he forcefully fucked her?

I found my hand back on my erection, stroking the shaft in time with the sounds. Suddenly, I was shooting long squirts of cum out, splashing the opposite hall wall and carpet. I fumbled up, trying to catch the cum, but it was too late.

Crap. I hustled into the guest bathroom and grabbed a hand-towel. I ran some water and wetted it. Coming back out, I cleaned up as fast and as quietly as I could.

While wiping the carpet, I heard Dane's grunts get louder and more forceful. Then they quieted and the slapping became erratic. I could hear him panting and my wife moaning in one continuous groan.

The skin-slapping stopped and so did her moans. All I could hear was him panting.

Dane chuckled and said, "That was fantastic."

Renee said something.

He said, "Much better without the rubber."

She giggled.

My wife had another man's cum in her.

The bed creaked.

I moved away from the door, fast. I ditched the hand towel onto the washer in the laundry room and hurried back out to the living room. I plopped down on the couch and tried to figure out how I should act.

A few minutes later, the bedroom door opened.

I was overcome with the immediate desire to kick Dane out as fast as possible. I wanted to be alone with my wife. It was Dane who came out first, adjusting his shirt collar.

He paused and looked at me, a look of uncertainty on his face.

Yeah, I know. I don't know what to say, either.

Renee came out behind him, wearing her blouse and nothing else. She leaned against the corner of the wall at the hall. There was a flush on her face and a glow of sexual satisfaction.

I stood. Was I supposed to say anything? "Need to get back... eh?"

He nodded and his left hand curled to hide his wedding ring again. He pursed his lips and went to the front door.

I let him out and lifted my hand to wave, but he didn't look back.

Renee was standing just behind me, looking around my shoulder.

I shut the door.

She looked at me, her eyes searching mine. There was a hint of curiosity on her face.

My smile could not be stopped. She was standing before me after just having had sex with another man. "Did he cum in you?"

She nodded, returning the smile. "Didn't seem like very much, but yes."

My breathing turned into panting again. I gripped her arm and led her to the bedroom. The sight that greeted me was almost mundane – as if she and I had just gotten out of bed. There was nothing to say that Dane had just been here fulfilling my vision of cum all over the place.

The bed and sheets were rumpled. That was it. Her shorts and stockings were on the floor next to the bed.

I sat her down and pushed her back.

She had a blushing grin on her face and she watched me as I knelt between her legs and probed her pussy with my fingers.

I said, "Are you sure he came in you?"

"Mm hmm. I felt it."

"There's nothing leaking out..."

"Yeah, I said it felt like he didn't cum a lot."

I guess I had wanted to see overwhelming visual evidence of her tryst if I couldn't see it in person. Had I really expected him to pump half a gallon of cum in her and have it all sloshy and pouring out of her? Cum all over the sheets and pillows? I had to adjust my expectations a little more to reality.

I climbed over her and laid on her, kissing her lips where Dane had kissed a few minutes before.

She wrapped her arms around me, kissing me back.

"Did you have fun?" I said.

She shrugged. "I guess so. I was wondering what you were doing."

I chuckled. "Listening. I couldn't help it. And I made a mess out there that I had to clean up."

"Oh... Is that why you don't seem excited?"

I nodded. "Yep. I came."

"Shoot. Oh well, at least you're not mad."

I shook my head. "Mad? Hell no. I got so excited I hosed down the wall."

She giggled. "Eww..."

I rolled my eyes. "I cleaned it up."

~ ~ ~
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It was a little later before my cock was ready to go again. I was quivering with lust needing to be in her. I slid it in, relishing her wonderful feel. Her pussy lips parted to accept me and my erection slid neatly into her welcoming hole. Dane had felt this a couple hours before.

Our lovemaking was almost feverish.

I said, gasping, "You liked it?"

Her hips were bucking up to mine. "Yes."

"His cock felt good?"

"Yes."

"Do you want to fuck him again?"

She said the words I wanted to hear. "Yes, is that okay?" Her body was trembling, on the edge of orgasm.

I pumped harder and deeper, feeling the slight bit of extra wetness in there. I wanted to take her and make her mine again – to reclaim her pussy and passion. "Yes, you can fuck him all you want."

She closed her eyes and moaned out in need. "I want him to come back."

I panted, "And cum in you?"

She scrunched up her eyes and her body shook beneath mine. Her mouth was open in a grimace of tension. Then she let out a blast of breath and said, "Yes." Her body bucked in her orgasm, driving her pussy up to the thrusting of my bulging cock.

I couldn't hold back. That deep tickle of a second orgasm in a day was inexorably increasing. I was going to be worn out. I pushed hard, as deep as I could, and cried out. My cock shot what it could, sending my seed into her to mingle with Dane's.

I collapsed on her, feeling her pussy clamp on my cock. I kissed her and she returned my kiss with all the love and passion I had previously known.
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The next several days, I totally wore my cock out by either giving it to Renee or jacking myself silly.

When she told me Dane was due over on Tuesday, I sighed with relief. We had never had so much sex all at once and as often as we did the few days after his visit. Let Dane pick up the slack.

She was wild in bed, and so was I. The deep love we had for each other was stoked and stirred, bringing out a burst of passion and sexual satisfaction that strengthened an already strong bond.

Renee said, "What's wrong? Why the sad look?"

I sighed. "Eh, not sad, just wondering when I'll get to see it."

"Mmm."

"Ask him, again."

"He doesn't want an audience. He wants to fuck me with a little bit of privacy."

"That's nice for him—"

"He's a part of this and this is what you wanted."

"Yeah, but I wanted to see it. I want to experience it with you."

She made a thinking face. "I'll ask him again, but..."

"But?"

"I don't know if I want an audience, either."

What? This is blowing my mind. "I'm your husband."

She rolled her eyes. "I said I'd ask. But I don't want to say anything that ruins it all."

"The worst he can do is say no."

"We'll see."

"Maybe I can set up a camera or something."

She tilted her head at me in a suffering look. "Great, so I can perform for the camera? That's worse."

I sighed. I guess camera shyness wouldn't be all that sexy. Then I thought about a portable intercom system. Hmm, I could place one under the bed on send... I figured I might have enough time to buy one the next day and then plug it in before she got home. Best not to tell her.

She touched my arm. "You can listen outside the door, again."

I made a wry face. "Great. I can listen to my wife getting boned silly but can't see it."

She shook her head; I knew that look. She was thinking I just didn't understand.

I frowned. What the fuck? Why don't you understand? I'm giving Dane a great gift and all I ask is that I can watch. The prick wants privacy? Well excuse the fuck out of me.

~ ~ ~
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I was half angry still about not getting to be involved and half excited over my intercom purchase. For a cool sixty dollars, I got a four box system that had lock-send features.

I tore open the box in the guest bedroom and shredded through the never-ending plastic wrap that wrapped the unit, the cord, the plug, the instructions... Sheeeit, China. Use less fucking plastic when you package this shit.

I crawled under the bed and plugged in the unit. I placed it near the edge of the bed back by the nightstand. It would not be seen. I pressed the lock button and crawled out.

In the guest bedroom, I plugged in one of the other units and adjusted the volume. There was an air noise, but I wasn't sure if it was working.

I ran back into the master bedroom and turned on the clock radio, setting it fairly low. Back in the guest bedroom, I could clearly hear it. I adjusted the volume a little higher and was pleased.

Turning off the clock radio in the master bedroom, I heard the front door open.

Renee came in, smiling, and hurrying. She had a few minutes before Dane showed up. She said, "Hi." Her smile was bright.

"Hi. He still coming?"

"Yes. He, uh... mentioned something." She scurried into the bathroom.

Duh? "Mentioned what?"

She washed her face. "I guess he talked to Janet. She's going to join us next week."

"And you're okay with that?"

"I don't know. He arranged it with her and asked me after. I sort of had to say yes. Now let me brush my teeth."

I came up behind her and rubbed her pussy up under her skirt. Her panties were warm.

She mumbled around her toothbrush. "Stop that."

I said, "That's my pussy. I get to play with it."

"Fine, but after he comes over. I don't want it all sore."

I made a face she couldn't see. "I'm your husband; I'll make it all sore if I want."

She was pulling a brush through her hair and sighed. "Later. Don't ruin this."

"Ruin it?"

She turned and pecked my lips. "You know what I mean."

No, I don't. Ruin what? My confusion must have been obvious.

She rolled her eyes and turned back to the mirror. Checking herself quickly, she appeared satisfied. "Do I look alright?"

"Yes. Sexy, ready to fuck."

She giggled.

He was a little late compared to the previous week. He came in, giving me a nod and a "Hey." But he was past me and into the hall before I could say anything.

A smiling Renee followed him and gave me an over-the-shoulder wink.

I heard the bedroom door shut.

Yeah, okay. But I was smiling, feeling my still rejuvenating cock begin to stir. I went into the guest bedroom and closed the door.

Turning on the intercom unit, I heard them undressing and talking.

"...okay with her?" Dane's voice.

"Yep, he said fine."

"Good. I sort of felt sorry for her that we never got to do it in the carpool."

"I think she was pretty ticked." Renee sounded non-committal.

"I wonder if Clarice would—"

My wife's voice sounded perturbed. "I'm not going to be hosting some line of women in and out of here—"

Dane laughed. "Yes, sorry. I didn't mean to suggest that. I just thought the carpool—"

"Janet is fine. I already agreed to it though I'm not all too comfortable with it."

Dane sounded concerned. "I can arrange something else...?"

"No, that's okay. Janet's fine."

The bed creaked and there was silence and wet sounds. They were kissing. I heard her moan slightly in the kiss.

The bed creaked again.

She said, "Uh, Cole and I had sex last night."

He chuckled. "That's alright."

She cried out softly with a sigh and I heard the wet sounds that told me she was getting licked. She said, breathily, "Just thought you might want to know."

The licking sounds stopped. "Did he eat you after I was here?"

"Uh, no."

He made a sound as if surprised.

"What?"

He said, "I understand some men who share their wives like that."

"Oh... I don't think he's like that. But he did me the same night after you."

He chuckled. "Good man."

The bed was creaking. Then there was silence. A second later he chuckled again, low. Renee hummed and stopped. There was a very brief pop like a sucking sound.

She was blowing him. I stroked my aching cock, trying to visualize it.

Dane said, "Hey, do something for me."

Her mouth full, she hummed, "Hmm?"

"When we're finished, give him a big kiss."

There was a loud sucking sound and her mouth was free. She laughed. "What?"

"Give him a big, sloppy kiss."

She giggled. "Uh, why?"

"Because my dick was in your mouth."

"Umm..."

"Do it."

"Alright."

I stroked, listening to my wife agree to kiss me after sucking Dane.

The silence returned with the occasional sucking sound and his quiet sighs. I wasn't sure if or when they stopped until he said, "Okay."

Okay what?

The bed creaked and Renee giggled. Then she let out a long sighing moan. He groaned low in relief.

They were fucking.

She whispered, "Did you miss me?"

"Yes." His voice was a whispered gasp.

She moaned low and it went muffled. Kissing? Or face in shoulder? I didn't know.

Just a room over, my wife was naked under another man, moaning with pleasure while he thrust his cock into her. I stroked my erection, wishing I could be seeing it. I was careful this time to not over-stroke. I wanted to save it for her.

I listened to fifteen or twenty minutes of gasps, moans, and whispered words. I listened carefully for any words of betrayal but heard none. She never said she loved him or planned leaving or replacing me. The only mention of love was not of the heart.

He was grunting harder and the slaps of skin and creaking of the bed were loud. He said, "Agh, I love your pussy."

Renee said, "Yeah?" Her voice sounded happy.

"Yes, I'm glad he's sharing you."

She half gasped and half laughed. She was getting close. "He wants to see us."

"Eh... Maybe. Yeah, maybe. Do me another favor." His grunts were getting breathier.

"Hmm?"

"Ask him if he wants to eat you right after I leave."

She barked a single, low laugh. "Uh..."

No, Dane; I don't think so.

"Ask him."  It was whispered desperately and was followed by several seconds of fierce growling and grunting. My wife's gasps accompanied his, but not in release.

I was safely tucked away and sitting on the couch when they came out several minutes later. I stood to let him out.

Renee practically hopped over to me with a sly grin on her face and planted a very large kiss. Surprised at her enthusiasm, I hesitated only a second. I didn't mind kissing my wife at all, and only wondered what sort of titillation Dane was getting out of it. We kissed for several seconds while he watched and smiled.
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Renee came home with Janet on Friday.

We had fucked the last three days since Dane's visit, though she hadn't asked me about eating her Tuesday after he had left. That was fine with me since I would've declined.

Our sex was fun, feverish, and fantastic. But I knew it couldn't last; we were both beginning to walk funny. Sore, used, and wore out. But it felt good. I knew we would both back off a bit and settle into something more accommodating and pleasurable.

Janet was a vivacious-looking woman with raven-hair. She had gray eyes and was slightly on the plump side. When she saw me, her eyes went large in surprise.

Renee said, "This is Cole. Cole? Janet."

Janet's mouth was hanging open. "Oh my god, Renee. You're keeping him all to yourself?" She came over to me while I stood there slightly amused.

My wife shrugged. "Well, he's my husband and he doesn't work with us. You've never shown us a picture of yours."

Janet grabbed my arm, hugging it to her possessively. "My, oh my. You didn't tell any of us you married such a hunk."

I smiled at her.

My wife began frowning.

Janet reached down and lightly ran a hand over my crotch. She pressed and squeezed. "Maybe I'll let you have Dane today and I'll—"

Renee's voice was a snap. "Cole!"

What the fuck? I'm not the one groping her. Do you see my hands on her tits? "What?"

Renee was scowling. "Janet. We're not here for him. I don't want him getting anything out of this."

Janet sighed, her eyes looking at mine with resignation. "Oh, fine." She let go and shook her head at Renee. "Whatever."

My wife motioned her to the bedroom. Then she scowled at me.

I scowled back. "What?"

"I don't want you mauling my friends."

"I didn't touch her."

She fumed. "Just let Dane in when he comes. Don't be causing problems."

Problems? Why did she have to destroy days of fun and love with accusations that I was a hindrance? My scowl did not lessen and my glare was met with hers.

I threw my arm in the air in dismissal. I was pissed; there was no denying it. I didn't want to be in the house.

Her voice snapped again. "Cole!"

I whirled on her. "I'll let him in. Get in the bedroom and get ready to be fucked."

She blew out an angry breath beneath angry eyes and spun towards the bedroom. She stomped down the hall, shaking her head.

I went out the front door and eyeballed a few weeds that would have to be pulled. Can't have the homeowners' association all pissed and writing letters.

Dane pulled up in his snazzy-looking BMW. He got out and flashed me a smile.

I indicated the door. "Go on in; they're ready."

He gave me a curious look, but went inside without a word.

I didn't go back inside; I left. I didn't feel like being the good little butler boy waiting for my wife and Janet to have their fun while I sat listening.

~ ~ ~
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I came in the door a few hours later.

Renee's voice was very angry. "Where the fuck have you been?"

I tossed the hardware store bag down. My shout was angrier. "Excuse the fuck out of me, but I was getting a weeding tool!"

She came up to me and thumped her palm against my chest. "What did you do, go see some old girlfriend?"

"I told you. I went to the hardware store—"

"For almost three hours? Who was she?"

I leaned down into her face. "It was Susan. She needed a good cock."

"What? I'm being serious." Renee looked confused.

"All the religion got to her and she—"

"Cole."

I said pedantically, "Renee. I went to the mall and wandered. I didn't want to sit around like a little puppy dog waiting while you and Janet had all the fun. Then I went to the hardware store."

"So you're mad you didn't get to fuck Janet."

I shook my head. "I don't care about her."

She sighed, looking upset. Not so much at me anymore. "I didn't want you making problems—"

That flared my anger again, but I kept it tightly under control. Through clenched teeth, I said, "That's the issue here. I'm a problem and this was supposed to be my fantasy. My idea."

"What?"

"What would you think if I took all your toys, shoved them up my ass and didn't let you use them?"

"Don't you dare. Those are my toys."

I raised my eyebrows at her in a knowing look.

She blew out a breath. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me. "I got scared when I didn't see you out here."

"Scared of what?"

"I don't want to be without you." Her words were anguished.

"Except when you fuck him."

"No, I brought it up again. Dane said we could all be together. He wanted to try something."

The anger melted away from me and then I felt like a fool – overreacting when I should have been listening and thinking. I heaved a large sigh, trying to settle my nerves. "Alright. What's this new thing?"

She sat with me on the couch. "Is this a good time to talk about it?"

I shook my head. "I'm sorry I blew up."

She stroked my arm. "I'm sorry, too. I was frantic not knowing where you were. You left your cell phone and—"

"I just needed some air. It was nothing. And I do need to pull a few weeds or the HOA will be all over our asses."

She was quiet for a moment. "He's been pushing me to do or say things... I wasn't sure how you would react to it all."

"Like the big kiss?"

She stifled a laugh and blushed. "Uh, you heard that part, huh?"

I nodded.

"Well, he said today he changed his mind and wants you to be involved."

"Is this all up to Dane?"

"I don't mean it that way, but I did keep asking?"

I nodded and patted her arm. "Yes, thank you."

"Anyway, he wants you to have me and then he wants me."

"Oh?"

She nodded.

"I guess that's alright. Did you tell him I don't cross swords?"

"I told him."

"So now it's my turn to perform for an audience?"

She chuckled. "And mine, too."

I leaned back, letting my head rest against the couch. I felt drained from the anger and frustration. "Well, okay. That sounds fine to me."

She hugged my arm and snuggled close.
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CHAPTER 18
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I got over my resentment at what I thought was her attitude. I came to realize she was dealing with the stress of it all, too. While it sounded fun to me as I was listening, I failed to consider she dealt with the aftermath of the act in her own mind in ways that were silent.

Guilt, doubt, confusion – they all plagued her in ways I was not aware.

By talking them through, we came to reconnect again in a deep way that was missing in all the sexual excitement and of which we did not recognize.

Dane was due. It was Friday again.

Renee was brushing her hair. "He talked about adding Clarice into his schedule." He had already reserved Mondays for Janet.

I shook my head. "He's playing Russian Roulette and stacking the cylinder against him."

She gave me agreeing eyes and a nod. "I wonder what Mackenzie knows or thinks?" His young wife was rumored to be suspicious.

I made a face. "You know this isn't going to last."

She made a face, too. "I think you're right."

The doorbell brightened the mood with anticipation. I let Dane in with a smile. He had one for me, too.

"Joining us?" he said.

I nodded. "Mm, yep. Took me many months to convince her to do all this."

He paused. "Huh?"

I glanced at her and back at him. "Wasn't easy convincing her to loosen up."

Renee laughed.

Dane looked confused. "You had to convince her?"

"Yeah, she wasn't interested in anything involving other people."

He looked bemused. "Wow, I thought it was me that cracked her exterior."

I smiled. "You helped. I was the one who pushed her to test you out with touches or more revealing clothes."

"You?"

I nodded.

He said, "You and I are going to have to talk."

I raised an eyebrow. We are... "Oh?"

"Maybe you can tell me exactly what you did. I'd like to try it on Mackenzie. I was going to ask both of you to come over tomorrow for a barbecue."

We went into the bedroom.

Renee said, "A barbecue? Around your wife? Wouldn't she be suspicious?"

He gave a sly grin. "Not if you're both there."

I shrugged. "Nothing planned. Why not? As long as my wife agrees."

Renee appeared hesitant. But she said, "I guess we can try it."

I was watching them undress while they talked. It made me realize I was supposed to go first. I undressed quickly and climbed onto the bed. I felt quite awkward, even if in my own bedroom, with another naked man watching. At the same time, it was such a normal event for me to be naked on our bed that the oddity didn't seem out of place. Just something new.

A smiling Renee joined me and I kissed her for a moment before leaning her back and moving my hand to her folds. I toyed there, kissing her, and getting her ready for some action. She seemed a little stiff, too, compared to how we normally acted.

I said, "Feels strange, eh?"

She giggled. "Yes."

Dane said, "Mind if I record this?"

I frowned at him. "As long as it remains private. I don't like the idea of finding my ass on the internet."

He was shaking his head vigorously. "I wouldn't do that. And I hide the files under nomedia so they're only accessible on my own computer."

"Nomedia?" I hadn't heard of that.

"Yeah, you just rename a folder dot-nomedia and it won't show up. You have to use a computer to access it."

I grunted. "Interesting. Guess if I ever wanted to hide pictures of Janet's tits—"

Renee slapped my arm.

I chuckled. Then I climbed over her and positioned myself. If he was going to record it, it was up to him to catch it.

Dane grunted in surprise when he saw my erection. "Thought you might be smaller."

I glanced at his cock, half-limply hanging there. Renee had been right, he was just about my size, maybe a touch smaller. But on his shorter frame, it looked large. I gave him a smile. "I guess she likes what pleases her."

He said, "Huh?"

"Since we're about the same."

"Oh."

I slid into her and felt her trembling slightly. I said, "You okay?"

She nodded vigorously. "Just never thought you and I would have an audience."

Dane moved around to get a better angle. "Don't mind me."

I lifted a little on my hands so he could get a good shot of my shaft sliding in and out of her. I kept it pretty vanilla; I figured this should be more about them with me included than about us with him included. I didn't try to hold back and within about five minutes let loose a flood of my cum into Renee with several grunting gasps. It felt good and natural being with my wife, even with a naked man watching.

I felt proud to climb off of her and be the one allowing Dane to move in. The move had all the rightness of sharing and caring.

I was a bit surprised when Dane didn't ram his erection into her. He was stroking his cock and looking at my wife's pussy with bright eyes.

He gave me a wink and smile and scrambled down to kneel at the edge of the bed between her legs. Lightly stroking her pussy with his fingers, he toyed with the leakage of my cum. Then he pushed his face into her and began licking like a mad man.

I didn't know what to do. It sort of caught me off-guard and I could see it did Renee, too. But she moaned out in surprise and moved her hips to his licking. It was a very awkward moment for me, watching a man eat my cum out of my wife's pussy. Go for it, Dane. I shrugged at my own thought.

Dane pressed his tongue in deep, moving it and sucking. He was stroking his cock with a shaking hand, his moves desperate and feverish.

Renee was very much enjoying it.

Feeling somewhat impressed now, I grabbed my own cell and began recording. I would want to see this all later.

When he had made a wet mess of his face and her pussy, he climbed up over her. He kissed her deep and brief, then moved up farther to kneel by her.

She took the cue and gripped his erection in her hand.

I moved the cell to a better angle as she took his cock into her mouth. It looked really good. I wasn't sure if I would be super-turned on or revolted, but I didn't expect the feeling of normalcy. I watched her lips slide along his shaft and it looked normal. It looked like that was what should be happening.

My cock stirred as I filmed it. She blew him like she would suck me. Her tongue twirled around his head and then she would take as much into her mouth as she could. Then she would draw slowly back, her lips leaving wetness on his erection.

Dane was sighing. "That feels good." His voice was a whisper.

She pulled off and stroked his cock with her right fist. She smiled up at him. "Like it?"

"Mm hmm."

She started to take his swollen head into her mouth again when he said, "Okay." His hands were making stopping motions.

This is where I get my wish, as if this weren't enough to satisfy me for a lifetime.

Dane moved Renee up on the bed and climbed between her legs. My wife spread them for him with a smile – such a natural move I had seen many hundreds of times before with me.

I moved to the side and turned on the lamp for better light. I angled the phone and caught him rubbing his swollen head on her clit.

Just stick it in. But I liked what I was seeing. Butterflies swirled in my stomach. I had half a thought to call it off. But they had already fucked. Shouldn't I at least see it?

But I was not prepared for the feelings that came next.
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My name is Cole Howard. But you know that already. I want to stress that I thought I knew myself. I expected flashing lights, a swelling in my cock, a burst of sensation. Something amazing.

I watched Dane's cock slide into my wife's pussy and disappear. And that was it. It was so normal that I gasped at the lack of emotional shock I had expected. This was what I had wanted, but nothing struck me as being the most sensational moment of my life.

Instead, I watched Dane's cock appear and disappear as if I was watching myself. Nothing exploded in my brain. My butterflies vanished. It was so normal.

My wife was moaning and I liked that. He was sighing, mumbling something appreciative, and I liked that, too.

Renee reacted with him just like she did with me.

I moved around to their feet and captured his shaft sliding smoothly in and out of her pussy. His balls ballooned when he pressed in, and then his wet shaft appeared – smeared with her juices and my cum – as he pulled back.

There was a faint wet sound from their union but most of it was their sighs and moans.

Then he leaned up, moving his hips, his cock still sliding in and out of her. He lifted her left hand and began licking her wedding ring. He licked her juices and my cum from his tongue all over it. Then he sucked her finger down over her ring.

My cock twitched and a huge glob of pre-cum began oozing out. I gripped it and stroked it all over my shaft. I captured his erection in her now that he was leaning up. His cock looked great sliding in and out of my wife. His tongue on her wedding ring sent a thrill through me.

My cock began to harden again, though not fully.

Dane put her hand down and leaned over her, thrusting harder. His hips began slapping against hers and the bed began creaking. His grunts came more forcefully and his eyes were intent on hers.

I was happy. I guess I can say that without reservation. Everything looked right and normal. It wasn't disgusting or crazy; it was just right. He was treating her well and I appreciated that.

Renee moaned louder to his more vigorous thrusting. Her eyes were closed and her mouth open. Just like with me. She was enjoying it and I was glad.

Yes, fuck her, Dane. Fuck her hard. I found myself stroking a mostly hard cock again. Amazing.

Dane kept going, grunting harder and louder. His thrusts were slamming into her, his cock a blur as it pistoned in and out of my wife's pussy.

I was at their side, getting it on cell when she reached out and gripped my hand. She was looking at me, smiling, as her body jerked to his thrusting. I squeezed her hand back.

She and I had talked the day before. It was getting near her fertile time. She had mentioned she might ask him to pull out, but she wasn't sure.

He was straining, his muscles bunching up on his back.

I could tell he was close, but she didn't say anything. She released my hand and pulled on his shoulders, her hips moving with his and taking him as deep as she could.

I don't know if it was me being in the room and showing her my love or what, but she tensed up in that agonized look of pleasure and then began bucking wildly beneath him, her body writhing with convulsions and release. She cried out in pain and orgasm.

Dane squeezed his eyes shut and gasped out. Then he began ramming her pussy fast and hard.

Renee's head moved side to side, her eyes shut in a delirium of post-orgasmic dizziness.

Are you going to ask him to pull out?

But she didn't. She clutched at him and pulled.

Dane pushed his cock as deep as he could and held it there, his muscles standing out and straining. His butt clenched over and over, his orgasm shooting his sperm deep into my wife's pussy to mingle with mine.

I liked what I was seeing. A lot. It was the fulfillment of everything I wanted.

I watched him pull his dripping cock out of my wife's pussy. Her hole gaped open and she smiled at me with a searching look in her eyes.

I smiled happily back.

~ ~ ~
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"You really liked that, huh?" she said.

We were driving to Dane's.

I nodded. "I hope he wants more of all of us together."

She giggled. "I think he will."

"Good. I'd rather watch than listen."

We were pulling up to their house. It was an older home not in a tract. Maybe not as nice as ours, but still nice.

She said, "Remember to be nice to Mackenzie. I think he wants to have us all be friends so she doesn't get suspicious about me."

"Sure, I suppose."

Dane let us in. Mackenzie stood behind him, a curious look on her face. He said, "Meat's marinating. We can swim first."

We had brought our swim clothes.

Renee said, "Sounds nice. It's hot out there."

Dane motioned to his wife. "My wife Mackenzie. Zee, this is Cole and Renee."

Her smile was a slice of sunshine. She was a short one, maybe five-two. She had frizzy blonde hair over blue eyes. She said, "Hi."

She was cute. We both shook hands with her.

Dane showed us to a bedroom. "You can change here."

Renee said after he closed the door. "She's cute." She shook her head.

I knew what she was thinking; why would he be fucking around with her if he had such an adorable wife at home?

I kept my voice low. "Yeah. You have to wonder if he's so horny to sleep around why he'd marry. He must love her."

"He can't respect her all that much."

I shrugged. "I respect you and I share you with him."

"But you don't sleep around."

"It's the same thing."

"Cole, it isn't. She doesn't know anything whereas in our situation we both do."

She was right. I frowned and nodded.

We came out in our swimsuits. Renee had elected to wear her one-piece. It had a faux-skirt attachment on it that didn't reach down to cover her crotch. I was wearing shorts, no big deal.

Dane was waiting for us in the living room. He gave a smile and pointed to the sliding glass door.

We picked up two towels he indicated and moved over to the lounges.

"Lemonade?" he said. "Iced tea?"

"Iced tea for both of us," Renee said.

Mackenzie came out wearing a two-piece bikini.

I was sort of dumbstruck. The tiny thing looked even tinier on her small body. It made her look like someone just out of high school. She was practically flat-chested and barely there. If she had been nine feet taller, she could have been a runway model. She looked like a stick.

Dane handed us a glass each, me first, and then settled quickly down next to Renee on the adjacent lounge.

Being robbed of the lounge I had expected, I moved over to the others several feet away.

His wife frowned, but sat next to me and offered me a smile.

She was so small and young-looking, I had a hard time thinking of her as an adult. I gave her a grin, unsure what I was supposed to be doing or saying.

She said, "So you work with Dane?"

I paused with my glass halfway tilted to take a drink. Had that been what he'd told her? As in she didn't know he and Renee had been in the carpool together? "Well... I make deliveries and meet a lot of interesting people."

She nodded. "I'm a receptionist at Days Inn. I meet a lot of people there, too."

"Ah? How long?"

"Three years now. Right out of high school."

"So you're twenty-one?"

"Twenty-two the day we were married."

I sipped. "Ah, well. Congratulations on both. Dane's a good-looking man."

Her eyes glanced over my shoulders and chest. Then she looked over with a frown at Dane and Renee. "I know. I think I need to keep an eye on him." Frowning deeper, she got up and sat on my lounge, next to me.

I could read it in her face. Uncertainty, jealousy, and a tit-for-tat play that reminded me of high school antics. She was trying to show Dane that she could do what he was doing and he better watch out kind of thing.

We talked about her work and she chattered about the people and the odd things she had seen. I kept her talking about her work instead of mine; I didn't know what Dane might have said. Jerk, you could've warned me.

She smiled at me, her face a foot away from mine. Her blue eyes sparkled. "Swim?"

Clearing my throat at my own discomfort, I nodded. What was Dane expecting? He was sitting there talking to my wife and making no moves. I assumed he just wanted to break the ice with us meeting, but I would've thought he'd want my wife talking to his. What was he angling for? If she was suspicious about him and made him quit the carpool, I couldn't see her agreeing to some kind of swap or something.

I didn't know. Can't say I cared. I was just bewildered.

We got into the pool and swam around.

Mackenzie said, "Wow, you're a good swimmer." She was watching me with water dripping from her hair and nose.

"We have a pool at home. It's really nice to swim after work sometimes. But mostly on the weekends."

Renee and Dane joined us, but they began playing and splashing each other.

Mackenzie tried to get involved by splashing Dane. He splashed her back with a happy smile, but most of his attention was on Renee.

Taking up the slack, I started splashing her. I caught what looked like a glance from Dane that might have been a wink; I wasn't sure. Alright, Dane. Whatever.

It seemed like she liked the attention. Her face lit up and we began splashing furiously. She squealed and after a moment launched at me to stop me from splashing. She gripped me in a hug that surprised me, but I detected no motive other than play.

Laughing, I lifted her out of the pool and set her on the ledge. She was giggling like a tickle-doll. Using her feet, she kicked water into my face and went into another round of little-girl giggles.

I coughed on a mouthful of water. Serves me right, I guess. I waded over to the steps and she followed.

Dane had Renee sitting up on his shoulders; he was trying to charge around the pool while spinning her.

Mackenzie met me coming up out of the pool. She was giving her friendly smile. But I caught her gaze dipping down to look at my shorts and the very outlined package I had there. Her eyes moved away quickly, but I saw it.

The girl actually turned red and bit her lip. When she looked back, she very carefully looked only at my eyes; she seemed very embarrassed.

~ ~ ~
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We were driving back home after having what amounted to a fun little barbecue and swim.

Renee said, "That was nice."

"I guess so. I don't know what Dane was trying to do."

"What do you mean?"

"Don't you think if he wanted us all to be friends he would've pushed you and Mackenzie together?"

She turned away to look out the window. "Hmm."

I said carefully, "She looked at my dick."

She gave me a look that I couldn't read. "Are you sure?"

"Yes, when I was coming out of the pool. She blushed about it, too."

"I guess I can't blame her for looking."

"But what was Dane going for?"

She shook her head. "I don't know. I'll text him later to see what was up."
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Dane's story indicated he hadn't thought out very well what he wanted. That he hadn't told us didn't make anything easier.

Turns out, he wanted to have Mackenzie doing what Renee was doing. Later, during one of his last visits to our home, he intimated that he really wanted to eat his wife after another man had cum in her.

It all clicked together for me, then. He had wanted me to be the man and was trying to get me and Zee together.

The more shocking thing was my wife's response. She had pursed her lips, tilted her head pondering it, and then said, "Maybe. We'll see."

However, events in that direction did not progress as everything came to a halt.

It was a Sunday, two months later and seven visits from Dane tucked away in our bedroom, when she said, "I'm done."

"Huh?"

Her look was troubled. "I don't want to be one of Dane's screws."

"I thought you liked it?"

"I do. But he's got Janet and Clarice, too. I don't want to be the Friday slut."

I went quiet. This must have been bothering her for a while.

She said, "I don't want to be just another sperm-dump."

"I think he likes you more than that."

"Then why does he have Janet and Clarice?"

I nodded. Why did he? If he had joined the carpool for Renee, why was he with the other two?

~ ~ ~
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Dane was flabbergasted.

I figured he deserved what he had coming. We had been over to his place a few times since that first barbecue and we had gotten somewhat close. Mackenzie hugged me as if she were my wife. The hugs were long, but never went any further. I still think she was trying to show her husband.

The end of the Friday trysts opened up a different line of relationship. Dane began texting and talking to me.

He was apologetic and regretted a lot. He also talked to me about his wife. He wanted to know exactly what I had done to loosen Renee up: he wanted to use the same tactics on Zee.

I told him everything. I left nothing out. Much of it confused him; he expected something more direct. I had to tell him that the direct approach was the sure way to failure.

Eventually, he grudgingly tried my way.

During all the no-tryst months that followed, he invited us back to his house a few times. Renee rejected at first, but ended up relenting.

Mackenzie was overjoyed to see us and Dane corralled my wife away from us almost immediately. Zee's hug was long and her hand came up to my neck. I felt her press her hips forward.

If Dane was using me as her tease, then it was beginning to work.

By the third visit, she was sitting on my lap, her arms around my neck and looking at me without that high school tit-for-tat looks to her husband. She blushed, but smiled at me with those sparkling blue eyes that said she was having fun.

~ ~ ~
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"Cole." Renee appeared troubled.

We were in bed, reading. "Hmm?"

"Dane cornered me at work, today."

"Yeah?" I gave her my attention.

"He said he cut it off with Janet and Clarice."

I raised my eyebrows. "Really? That must've taken a lot of effort. Or did Zee find out—"

"No. He said he misses being with us."

I gave her a slow smile. "So it was all about you."

"What?"

"Everything. Him joining the carpool and everything that followed."

"But—"

"He just couldn't control himself. A willing Janet and Clarice. He was like a kid in the candy store."

"But I didn't want to be one of his girls."

I nodded. "And you were right. But when he realized he lost the one woman he really wanted, the rest of it soured for him."

"You think so?" She sounded doubtful.

"I've been talking to him. He was very apologetic about how it all turned out. He's been telling me the same thing; he misses being with us."

"Should I believe him? I mean—"

"Yes. He dumped Janet and Clarice. That's a huge leap for Dane."

"Because he wants me back?"

I nodded.

She frowned.

I said, "Look, the guy grew up a bit. He was out of control but it looks like he's straightening out."

"Maybe."

"His fantasy is similar to mine, but a little more... extreme."

"You think that's why he likes you?"

I nodded. "But he wants me to cum in his wife so he can eat her." I shrugged. I was leaving that up to her if she wanted to risk seeing him again and have that angle advance.

She surprised me. "That sounds... kinky."

"It does?" This was new to me. "Does this have to do with him eating you out after I've cum in you?"

She gripped my boxers and gave a squeeze. Her voice was a whisper. "That sounds perfectly nasty. I might want to see that."
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EPILOGUE
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Dane began coming over again and the reunion was happy. I made love to my wife and he eagerly ate my cum out of her pussy. Then I got to watch him fuck a happy Renee.

I didn't know if his other plans were ever going to work out. He told me his and Zee's sex life was getting very interesting and satisfying, whatever that meant. I wasn't sure if my wife would ever go that far, but she began using Mackenzie as a tease subject during sex.

All I can say is, I got my fantasy and it took careful work to get it. I loved seeing Dane's cock in my wife's pussy. Almost every Friday I got to see him fuck her with a driving passion and to hear my wife call out his name.

I got what I wanted and it was everything I had hoped for.






Thank you for reading Honey, I Joined the Carpool. Reviews are always appreciated.
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 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





