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Prologue

 


I watched Rebecca moving through the big old house, opening cupboards and peering inside. There was an excitement, an energy in her motions that hadn't been there before. I looked out the window, down the cliffs and towards the darkening sea. Something about her expression made me brave.
 

Catching her arm in my hand as she swept past me, I brought her close.
 

"Hey!" she yelped. She let me know she wasn't serious with a smile. I eyed her lovely frame and settled my gaze on those bright, blue eyes.
 

"You know we can do some of this tomorrow? We don't have to clean everything today?"
 

"I know, I'm just excited!" she squealed, pressing towards me and puckering her pink lips up for a kiss. "Besides, what else are we going to do?"
 

I stopped myself from raising an eyebrow, my biggest tell of what I had in mind. It would only make her roll her eyes anyways.
 

"Oh," she purred, pushing even closer and swinging her arms up and over my shoulders.
 

My eyes widened slightly. Something was definitely different about my wife.
 

"You think we should inaugurate the place?" she asked.
 

My mouth dropped open at her candour. Of course that's what I thought. Why did she? Not that I minded. I didn't mind at all. I was thrilled, ecstatic even that she had brought it up. It just wasn't like her.
 

She stepped up onto tiptoes and pulled me closer for another kiss. It was more than just a peck this time. It was a long, lingering thing as she pushed her tongue gently into my mouth.
 

I felt myself start to rise. With her body pressed to mine, so did she.
 

"I guess that's a yes?" she whispered, holding me in her gaze.
 

I nodded. A very eager nod.
 

She pulled away and I pushed off the counter I'd been leaning on, expecting her to pull me upstairs to bed. Instead, she pushed her fingers against my chest, settling me back into position as she sank down to her knees.
 

I glanced at her, then nervously out the windows into what was now an almost pitch black night beyond.
 

"Umm..." I started, wondering how I should word my worry.
 

"What's a matter?" she purred, her hands already tugging at my belt. "Worried someone's watching?"
 

The sentence only intensified my arousal and I throbbed inside my jeans. The memory of words she'd spoken when we met rushed at me from the past.
 

I saw you watching me. 
 

It made me flex again. This was definitely a different Rebecca. One from long ago.
 

Her mouth curled into a sinful smile as she pulled my jeans and boxers down in one motion, setting me free and giggling as she watched me bounce.
 

I gasped as she wrapped her fingers around my throbbing girth, moving her hand along my length and staring, as if she were deciding where to start.
 

"There's no one here but us," she whispered, glancing at the black windows that faced only the ocean. "Besides, if there was someone there, they probably wouldn't mind."
 

I opened my mouth to argue, for some reason, but before I could speak she pushed her soft tongue out of her mouth and let me settle on the tip. The delicious, wet sensation made me melt and shudder. I forgot about the window. I forgot about the world. I hadn't seen her like this in years.
 

Her eyes fixed on mine, she pressed the head of my cock past those pink, delicious lips. I stiffened in her mouth. Her eyes lit up with glee. Glee and hunger.
 

My head rolled back as I reached behind to steady myself on the counter. Closing my eyes, I felt the wet heat of the inside of her cheeks as she pulled me deep into her mouth.
 

Steady John Forrest. Steady.
 

I looked down. She was still looking up. It made me twitch. I groaned as she began sliding along my shaft. Sloppy, wet noises filled the empty kitchen, bouncing off the barren walls. I could feel it pushing through me already.
 

"Rebecca," I whispered, breathless. 
 

She seemed to understand. She didn't seem to care. Wrapping her fingers even more tightly around the base of my shaft, I felt her other hand move between my thighs. It wasn't long before her hot little palm cupped my straining sack. Her fingers found my balls and I felt a gentle squeeze.
 

"Oh fuck," I hissed as I felt cum moving through me. I was pulsing now, with each delicious suck. 
 

She moaned. A low, throaty moan that travelled through my cock into my core. It only pushed me closer. She must have felt it, or tasted the beginnings of it on her tongue. Her mouth began to move more quickly, sliding along my shaft.
 

Something I hadn't thought of in so long came rushing back. As I started to erupt the image that I'd kept all to myself filled my mind.
 

My wife, Rebecca Reason, sucking on another man's thick cock.
 

"Ah!" I shouted as I burst hot seed into her mouth. She clung to me, swallowing with greed. I pulsed and throbbed until she'd emptied all I had, then slowed and pulled herself off with a lascivious slurp.
 

She stood up and kissed me. I could smell myself on her breath.
 

"What was that?" I asked, my breathing still laboured.
 

She shrugged. "To our new life."
 

I looked into her eyes. There was mischief there. I smiled. "To our new life."
 





Chapter 1

 


As we stood at the top of the rickety staircase, the salty wind blowing up from the cove, I could feel the energy buzzing inside Rebecca. I let my eyes trace the handsomely proud line of her jaw, dip down towards her neck and finally settle on the full curve of her breasts. Something had changed in her since the move, I could feel it. There was something about the sea air that made her lighter, less concerned.
 

"Well whaddya doin' jes standin' der?!? Go help'm whidis tings!" she cried, flapping an arm down towards the man struggling to pull his bag up the stairs. She couldn't help but crack a smile at the terrible imitation of a Newfoundland accent she'd just attempted. It was often amazing, how little like English it sounded. We both had yet to pick up on the subtleties and often were left puzzling in the local shops when people spoke to us.
 

"Keep practising!" I called out as I jogged down the steps. When I reached the man, he'd made it about a third of the way but seemed relieved to see me. "John Forrest," I said, reaching a hand out to shake his. He stopped and propped the suitcase he'd been wrestling with against his leg. He reached out a hand, barely fazed at the twenty or so steep steps he'd had to climb to get where we were standing.
 

"Andre Williams," he said, cracking a wide smile. His deep voice sounded like it came somewhere from the northeast coast and I wondered what a man like him was doing in a place like this.
 

"Can I help you with your suitcase at all?" I asked, leaning down to grab the handle of the bag.
 

"It's the most exercise I've had all week. To tell you the truth I'd rather be doing this with my day than sitting in another meeting!" he replied, seeming genuinely excited to be lugging the thing up the stairs.
 

I bent down and waved into the cab of the pickup truck that was idling on the narrow dirt road. Sam Fisher's muscular frame barely fit into the red, rusty thing but he'd bought it somewhere for five hundred bucks and now wouldn't let it die. He gave a quick nod and a curt wave before remembering himself and rolling down the window. 
 

"Say hello to dat lovely wife of yours won't ya?" he called out before putting the thing in gear and setting it rolling down the slope.
 

"You sure you don't want a hand?" I asked, turning to Andre who'd made it up five steps in the time I'd been saying hello to Sam.
 

"No sir! I'll handle it okay."
 

"Fair enough," I said, smiling in sympathy and understanding at the plight of hours and hours spent in pointless meetings in beige boardrooms. "Follow me then and we'll get you settled."
 

Rebecca was where I'd left her, at the top of the steep incline, standing on the landing looking like she was getting ready for a photo shoot about life in a seaside town. By the time we reached her, we were both in need of a few moments to catch our breath and even with that, I had to pause every few words for a big gulp of air.
 

"Rebecca," I said, panting and pointing towards the man, "meet our first guest, Andre Williams."
 

She smiled her polite smile, the one previously reserved for friends, one that she'd apparently re-purposed for guests. I watched her press the creamy skin of her pale, white hand into his dark palm.
 

"First guest?" he asked, seeming genuinely surprised.
 

"Very first one!" Rebecca chimed, her friendly smile cracking into a full blown grin.
 

I couldn't help the swell of pride and joy I felt at seeing her that way. It had taken some convincing, to make her come with me, to start this completely new life in a place so far from where we'd made a life for ourselves. Seeing her in such good spirits made it seem like there was a hope that it would work. That my gamble would pay off. That this place would bring us back to what we'd once been together.
 

I waved Andre forward. "Please, after you." 
 

Rebecca stepped aside to let him pass.
 

"There's no turning back now," I whispered, moving behind her and kissing her neck.
 

I felt her smile. "We can always turn back."
 

I looked over the cove and towards the ocean beyond. There wasn't a cloud to be seen and the wind was blowing strong up the rocky coast.
 

God I hoped we'd done the right thing.
 





Chapter 2

 


I always loved loud women. I loved loud women because quite often, they did all the work. Not that I mind flirting or courtship, but there is a certain element of risk to approaching a woman not knowing how she might respond. Especially the quiet ones.
 

The loud ones on the other hand, they always seemed much easier to handle. They told you if the thought you were cute. They asked you out for beer. They took care of all the stuff that it was hard to do, as a guy. I always dated loud women. A lot of them did turn out to be a little crazy though.
 

Rebecca Reason was the quietest woman I'd ever met. It was a chance encounter at a huge college. Well it was my chance encounter. I didn't think she knew about me for a while.
 

I saw her walking out of class and couldn't get her face out of my mind for the rest of the day.
 

Now I'm a pretty normal guy. I try not to spend a lot of time lurking in dark corners and staring at women, you know? This time, I thought that would be an appropriate thing to do. Really.
 

So like a creepy stalker I waited outside the same class the next day and watched her leave again. It turned out that being creepy is easier than being brave. Every day she had that class I would wait and follow her to her dorm then watch her walk inside.
 

Gradually, with the panache of a true psycho, I started watching her go to the library, go to lunch in the cafeteria. I'd start building my schedule around her, where I thought she would be and if she didn't show up, I'd be devastated.
 

I started noticing something. She didn't talk to a lot of people, but the people she did talk to were mostly guys. Even though I'd never talked to her, even though I really had nothing to do with her yet, each time I saw her talk to them or laugh at something they had said, a sizzle of anxious jealousy would rush through me. That feeling would always settle in my cock.
 

It was just a loosening at first, the same feeling you get when you see something hot. The more I started obsessing about it though, the more I couldn't stop. I would titillate myself with the initial jealousy thinking of it brought. As soon as I settled into the memory, that jealousy would always melt to lust. It was fucking hot as hell.
 

They were always big guys too. I kind of didn't get it. She seemed like a nerdy type, someone who read a lot of fan fiction and maybe played a little WoW on the weekends. Or a lot. But there she was hanging around half the varsity football team, giggling like a cheerleader.
 

I'd be watching. Outside on a picnic table pretending to read, my dark glasses on like a true creep, I'd watch as she laughed and flirted with these guys and the friction of it would run through me until I couldn't take it anymore or risked being discovered. Then I'd rush home and rub one out thinking of the memory of their big, thick bodies next to her tiny frame. At the time I thought it was just very, very weird.
 

What made act, finally, was that she started talking in particular to one guy. A real beefcake of a guy. A thick, muscled stud. Somehow I felt that if I didn't act then, I was going to lose a chance. At what, I wasn't sure.
 

I made my move. I stopped her as she walked out of that same class.
 

"Excuse me," I'd asked walking alongside her in the hall, "aren't you in my psych class?" I lied. Okay, so I didn't have a lot of game.
 

She seemed shorter up close than from far away. Those bouncy blonde curls cascading over the hood of the sweatshirt she was wearing. As soon as I'd asked it, my heart had started to pound. She was much more beautiful at this proximity as well. I suddenly became painfully aware of how completely out of my league I was.
 

She kind of squinted her eyes at me through her thick, dark-rimmed glasses, as if trying to recall a face from a distant past. I was sure everyone could hear the pounding of my heart in the deathly silence that had suddenly engulfed the hall. With the same look of puzzlement still painted across her brow, she raised and eye and asked,
 

"Professor Patterson?"
 

I wasn't, in fact, her Professor Patterson. I knew Professor Patterson because he was friends with my adviser. The guy was like, fifty years old. I was pretty sure I didn't look that old. Maybe she just had terrible vision.
 

Did I look that old? Maybe I could have worn a nicer sweater that day. Or maybe it was the corduroy pants? My face began to glow a gentle pink.
 

"I...what I meant was, I think you might be in the same class as me. The one you just walked out of?" I said.
 

"Oh!" she said with a giggle of relief, "Sorry! You look like one of my teachers!"
 

"No..." was all I managed to say before she cut me off.
 

"Where you going to ask me something?"
 

Gathering my courage, I swallowed and opened my mouth to start talking again.
 

Thankfully, at that moment, the guy she'd spent so much time around, a guy I'd nicknamed Biff, happened to pass us by and took an interest in our conversation.
 

"Is this guy bothering you?" Biff-The-Not-So-Gentle-Football-Giant asked, pointing a finger at me but still staring at her. She glanced at him before turning back to me and shrugging.
 

"Not really."
 

Not really. I looked at her. I looked at Biff. An uncomfortable tension started in between my legs.
 

"He was just going to ask me something."
 

My eyes widened as I realized Biff had no intention of leaving. The two of them were staring at me, Biff eyeing her from time to time, his eyes roaming up and down her body. He obviously had intentions, too.
 

Okay. Fine. A foreign feeling swelled inside me. Fuck it. I could do this.
 

"I just wanted to see if you felt like getting coffee sometime?" I asked, astounded at how casual I managed to sound. I saw Biff's brow furrow. A slight smile spread across her lips.
 

"I'm sixteen. Is that okay?" she asked, looking from side to side then back up at me.
 

The words made my heart stop. My mouth dropped open and my eyes went wide. Was I really this bad a judge of age?!? She really looked like she was at least...fuck, eighteen? Did they even have sixteen year olds in college?
 

Biff appeared equally put out by the admission. His mouth dropped open a little bit and he stood there staring his big, dumb stare until something shook him awake.
 

"Uh, I gotta go..." he mumbled, turning and shuffling off. She turned to see him go but turned right back to me.
 

"I..." I began, my hands gesticulating slow shapes as if that would help birth the words that weren't coming.
 

"...feel really bad about hitting on a teenager?" she asked plainly.
 

"I was not..." I began to explain, my arms cutting through the air in slow karate chops.
 

"You're fun," the two words popped out of her mouth with a giggle. "I'm not really sixteen. You know?"
 

At this point I started shaking my head. My eyes got even wider and I just stood there staring at her and shrugging. This was the most awkward moment I'd ever experienced in my life.
 

She giggled again. After a moment, or a minute, or who knows how long, she spoke and saved me from myself again. "Were you going to ask me to dinner or something?" she asked, shaking her head gently from side to side and making those beautiful blonde waves dance along her shoulders.
 

My eyes went even wider and I was worried that if I shrugged any more awkwardly my head would disappear into my torso. So instead, I nodded.
 

Another giggle that bubbled into a laugh. "Okay. Fenn House. West Door. Seven? I'll bring ID." 
 

Wink.
 

She turned her head first and the rest of her body followed as she walked down the hall. Peeking out from just beneath the sweater was the outline of what I would come to know as the most beautiful ass I had ever seen.
 

I was sweating, my pulse was thudding in my chest but I couldn't stop staring at the beautiful, quirky nerd that had wrapped me around her little finger. 
 



***

 


When I showed up a few minutes before seven, she was already there. And she had transformed completely. The black tights and sagging hoodie were gone. In their place was a tight red top and an even tighter black skirt that outlined every perfect curve of her body. Two perfect mounds of cleavage threatened to burst from the low cut of the shirt. Her shape swept inwards to a slender waist, then flared again into full hips and the most beautiful round ass I'd ever seen.
 

I looked down at the faded jeans and button-down shirt I'd decided to wear. From the way she usually dressed, this was the last thing I'd expected. When I looked back up, she was smiling such a confident, sexy, completely disarming smile. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. Again.
 

She laughed. "I guess we should have talked about where we're going?"
 

For the first time since I'd started stalking her, or since we'd talked, I cracked a smile. I'd never felt so played by a woman in my life. And I'd never felt so alive.
 

"I mean...I could change?" I managed to say, shaking my head and chuckling.
 

"Sure. Let's go to your place." she said, with that quirky smile and a firm nod.
 

I raised an eyebrow. Either I was being very clueless or she was being forward. That's the thing with dating loud women, they never made me guess.
 

"I could go? I'd be back in..."
 

It was her turn to raise an eyebrow. Both of them actually. She started shaking her head slightly from side to side, still smiling.
 

"Or we could both go. Whatever."
 

The shake swung up into a nod and I realized that this stunning creature was...hot for me?!?
 

We started walking and I felt the bead of perspiration starting on my forehead. Okay so I liked it when women took charge but this was takey-chargey in a quiet, unsettling way. I couldn't think of what to say. I could feel her eyes on me, waiting for me to break the silence. I just couldn't think of what to say!
 

"I'm Rebecca," she piped up cheerfully after a while, just when I'd given serious consideration to running the other way.
 

Come on man, pull yourself together. I stopped, turned to face her and stuck out my hand.
 

"Okay," I said, trying to pull off a "man voice". "Let me try this again. I'm John. John Forrest."
 

"Pleasure to meet you John Forrest," she answered with a little curtsey. 
 

It all felt better now. The idea of her was less intimidating somehow.
 

"I'm sorry about what I did," she said, putting her delicate soft hand to my arm.
 

"About what you did? What did you do? This is me, by the way," I said, pointing to the apartment building in front of us.
 

"About the thing at school. Telling you I was sixteen." She let out another little giggle at the memory.
 

"You're not though, are you?"
 

"No," she shook her head, still smiling. Her wavy blonde locks that she'd tightened into curls bounced along her shoulders. 
 

I couldn't help but smile. There was a weird knot forming in my stomach. A very warm, very pleasant knot. "Why'd you do that anyways?"
 

"I had to get rid of Mr. Football."
 

Get rid of Mr. Football. The memory of him standing next to her, of her talking to him, sent another bolt of delicious agony through me.
 

"Are you two...?"
 

"Nope," she answered before I could finish.
 

"Oh."
 

She let out a guffaw. "Sorry to disappoint you!"
 

It made me realize how dismayed I'd sounded at her reply.
 

"No! No, no...I just..."
 

She raised an eyebrow, her eyes searching mine.
 

"I just didn't want to...you know..." I trailed off, hoping she understood.
 

She nodded but something in the way she stared made it seem like she didn't believe me.
 

A silence settled around us and it started to feel awkward, just standing there.
 

"Why don't I...why don't I go get changed?" I whispered, most of me not wanting to leave her there but a part of me feeling inviting her upstairs might be too forward.
 

"Why don't I come with you?" came the reply.
 

"I saw you, you know?" she said, standing in my hallway as I closed the door. It sent a shudder through me and set my mind racing. I turned slowly to face her, clutching at terrible ideas about what to say before I finally settled on one.
 

"Saw me what?" I asked, feigning innocence.
 

She smiled and shook her head. Letting me know she could see right through my terrible acting.
 

"I saw you watching me."
 

My eyes went wide and I put my hands up to protest, to defend myself, to explain I wasn't a serial killer. "Look, I think it's my turn to say sorry I..." 
 

She just stared up at me, her head cocked to one side, those big, blue eyes wondering what I was going to come up with by way of explanation.
 

"Were you going to say something?" she asked, her face long and innocent after too much time had passed in silence.
 

"I guess I just wanted to explain..."
 

She began nodding slowly, still waiting for what I was going to come up with, not letting me off the hook.
 

"It wasn't stalking." Why?!? Why John Forrest, why did you have to use that word?!? 
 

"I...I don't know..." I blathered, my mind coming up blank. 
 

Why had I thought I'd been so stealthy and discreet was the real question? Why had I thought she would have no idea what I'd done? I should have had a plan, come up with something, been smarter about it than this.
 

"So why did you..." she paused, bit her lip, her eyes moving, searching for the words. "Why today then? Why did you stop me today? Why not just keep watching?"
 

My heart was racing. This was crazy. It was like she was playing some crazy game. "I guess I thought...I might miss my chance?" I offered.
 

She pressed on. "Miss your chance, with me?"
 

"The guy. The big guy," I explained, gesticulating with my hands, my eyes on anything but hers. "I thought you guys were...a thing."
 

That uncomfortable silence began to seep into me. Her stare didn't help matters. Before I could do anything about it, I felt my cock flex.
 

My eyes darted up to hers, hoping desperately the motion hadn't caught her eye. Surely that would be the last straw and she'd be gone. What a horses ass I was!
 

I saw her eyes shoot up and meet my gaze. She had seen it. She'd looked down and seen my cock move.
 

I sighed and stepped to one side, giving her a wide berth and a clean line to the door. I was sure that she was just about to leave. I couldn't believe it when she pressed herself against me, her hand drifting down and grazing across the shape of my cock inside my thigh. I flexed again and looked at her.
 

"Rebecca," I started, breathless and still unsure of what to say.
 

"You want me to stop?" she asked. Her lips puckered into a pout.
 

"I just..."
 

...had no idea what to say. About watching her. About what she was doing now. About how...crazy this was.
 

"I wanted to tell you that I saw you watching me, John Forrest," she whispered, her hot breath on my ear sending a shiver down my spine and making me even harder
 

"I wanted to tell you because I thought it was kind of hot."
 

I flexed in her hand and almost groaned. When I look at her, the smile was back.
 

"Good," she whispered. "I'm glad you don't think that's crazy."
 

A surge of heat washed through me and settled in my stiffening cock as she swept down the length of my body, her fingers pulling at the buckle of my belt. The buckle freed, she let it go and it settled, together with my pants, loudly on the floor. She pulled at the elastic of my boxers until the passed the point of most resistance and I came bouncing out in front of her.
 

She flipped her hair to one side and pressed her lips to my cock, leaving a hot, wet spot there. 
 

I groaned. I couldn't believe this was happening but I in no way wanted it to end.
 

"I guess you liked it too, then?" she asked, her lips poised to take me in that sweet little mouth.
 

Cum was already pooling at the base of my cock. I'd never been this aroused this quickly. She was staring at me with hungry eyes, like she knew how close I was and couldn't wait for my eruption. I shook my head. Surely what she was saying couldn't be what was turning me on so much? Could it? She didn't wait for an answer.
 

Still holding my gaze, she opened her mouth and pushed the head of my cock past her lips. Those perfect, plump, rosy lips. She watched me as I sank into her mouth, a quivering, confused mess. I flexed again and felt the prelude to an orgasm rush through me. Her eyes sparkled at my reaction as she sank onto me deeper still. 
 

I tried my best to hold on. I wasn't sure whether she wanted me to finish, or tell her I was going to, or what? But the words she'd spoken wouldn't let me go.
 

I saw you watching me.
 

Three quick strokes with her lips wrapped tightly around me was all it took for me to erupt inside her mouth. Hot jets of my seed pulsed from the end of my throbbing cock and she guzzled them down greedily, the whole time staring at me, wide-eyed and obediently sucking me until I was completely drained.
 

When I'd spent everything I had, she kept sucking until it became almost painful, until I had to push her away. She came off and crawled back up my body, I could smell myself on her breath. She kissed me on the cheek.
 

"My turn." 
 

The two words were all I needed to hear. Dropping to my knees I pushed the fabric of the skirt up over her waist, exposing the thin strip of underwear that covered her bare pussy. I yanked it aside, the fresh scent of her sweetness invading my nostrils and making my head swim.
 

I pushed her thigh and she raised a leg, parting her lips and letting me invade her with my tongue. She was soaked, a sopping wet mess of excitement that drooled from her pussy onto my chin as soon as I started eating her.
 

She moaned. I felt her fingers in my hair. I felt her pussy tighten slightly. Moving my tongue up to the taut nub of her clit I pushed a finger in between her legs. She moaned again, louder this time and her body sank onto my hand.
 

As I fucked her with my finger, my tongue lashed at her tender bit of flesh, the way her body moved around me making me hard even though I'd just come. I looked up to see her lost in bliss, her eyes closed, her back arching out from the wall.
 

Her pussy squeezed around my finger, once, twice. The third time, her fingers tightened around my hair as she sank even lower and sang another moan. As her climax rippled through her, I did my best to keep my pace. 
 

As soon as she was done, she crumpled onto me, almost sending me crashing against the wall. I lowered her slowly down and we both sat there on the floor until we'd caught our breath.
 

It was the most stunning first date I'd ever had.
 

"You're fun," she finally said, when we were all done mulling over what had just transpired. "Pizza?"
 

I sat there staring at her, shaking my head, a stunned smile playing along my lips. "Marry me", is what I wanted to say. All I managed was a groan of "Of fuck, please, yes!"
 

She burst into laughter and pressed her cheek against my arm.
 





Chapter 3

 


"Way'll all be focked wit dis fockin' starm comin' in I'm tellin' ya!" Sam Fisher yelled up at me over the gurgling of the engine at the back of his boat.
 

I looked up at the gulls playing in the breeze against a clear blue sky. "Maybe they're wrong?" I countered.
 

He jumped onto the dock, mooring line in hand and threw it around the bollard. "Nah, they're not wrong. Have you seen the radar?"
 

"Not today. Our internet's out again."
 

"Yer what?"
 

I shook my head and smiled. I was pretty sure he'd made that same joke the first time we'd met. And every time I'd seen him after that.
 

"It's the glowing thing Sam. The one you're scared of."
 

"Oh dat ting!" he called out, climbing the gangplank and packing his pipe. 
 

Yep. Sam was a fisherman, sailor, tour boat captain, east coast kind of guy. He was born with a pipe in his mouth. 
 

"Come on ya silly bugger. Ye can use mine."
 



***

 


Sam Fisher was one of the first people we'd met when we'd arrived in Port Clareton. He was our age, maybe a few years younger, and had grown up there. He'd worked the oil rigs for a while before coming back, buying a boat and settling down here on his own.
 

We had come to Port Clareton on his boat. The place was accessible by road in the summer only, but it was much easier just to boat in. The real estate agent had recommended Sam when he'd sold us the house. It wasn't long after we were sitting at his place over rum and cheap beers, laughing at his barely understandable banter and off-colour jokes. 
 

Sam had helped us fix the place we'd bought up during the winter to get it ready for the tourists who would hopefully be coming in the spring and summer.
 

It had been a crazy move, a crazy decision to change our lives like this. See, Rebecca and I were great together. We'd started dating after that first night and we'd gotten married a year after that. Everything was perfect. We both liked staying in, we both liked booze, we liked each other. Nothing, though, had ever lived up to that first night. Which was fine, except when it wasn't.
 

I often wondered if we'd met too young. She'd actually been nineteen that night, to my twenty-five. I always knew I'd want a family, she was not so sure. The first few years were good and then...then we just started trying our best.
 

But it didn't seem good enough for either of us. She didn't know what she wanted. At first it was a career in journalism, then a PhD, then maybe writing. I was practising as a psychologist by then but not enjoying it as much as I had thought I would. I ended up too busy she ended up too bored and one night after a particularly vicious fight it looked like it all might end.
 

That's when she got the email. Her great-uncle had died. He had a house in Newfoundland. The attorney needed to know if anyone in the will was interested in buying the others out or if it should go up for sale.
 

"Where?"
 

"Newfoundland," she said, her voice softening after our quarrel. "Oh, they sent pictures."
 

I sat down next to her on the couch and leaned in over the tablet. That house had brought us closer already. When she turned to me, there was a glimmer in her eye, the shadow of a smile playing along her lips and a question on the tip of her tongue.
 

I don't know how I knew, I just knew what she was thinking. "You want to move to Newfoundland and live in the house, don't you?" I asked calmly.
 

"I mean, kind of. Don't you?" she replied.
 

I looked at her and she already seemed transformed. Just at the possibility.
 

"I mean, yeah. I do."
 

Her smile, a smile it felt like I hadn't seen in years, widened across her lips. I felt that energy, the same energy I'd felt the first night we'd met, humming in between us. She put her tablet down and pressed her lips against mine.
 

My cock hardened immediately. We hadn't had sex in a while. Feeling her that close to me again, that willing was the perfect rush.
 

I sank onto her, pressing her into the couch as my hand fumbled under the hoodie she was wearing. When I found her breast, I cupped its perfect curve in my palm, relishing the delicious heat it gave. She moaned, just a tiny little sound as I kissed her deeper, hungry from being starved. When I found her nipple it was already stiff and ready.
 

Pulling her hoodie over her head, I watched as those two perfect, delicious breasts tumbled out. I sank my mouth first onto one, then the other, kissing them and tugging at the nipples with my teeth.
 

When I pushed my hand past the elastic of her tights she didn't push me away. She spread her legs and I watched her hips rise to meet my hand. When I found the patch of hair above her mound, it was soaked.
 

She moaned louder this time as I pressed my fingers in between her sopping folds. She hadn't let me handle her like this in weeks but I didn't care. Pushing further, I felt myself slip inside her hot tunnel as I watched her feet rise off the ground.
 

"Oh John," she whispered as I impaled myself inside her and plundered her breasts with my mouth. I was desperate to taste her.
 

She spread for me eagerly as I pulled the tights from her legs and threw them to the floor. Her pussy smelled perfectly sweet and I felt my cock harden completely as I sank my mouth onto her folds.
 

She put her hands behind my head, grinding against me until I found her clit. It was hot and stiff and ready I felt her shake a little as I took it between my lips and sucked it a little. Nothing compared to eating her. I loved it almost more than sex.
 

Her back arched up off the couch as we found a common rhythm. She was tugging at my hear now but I didn't care. Looking at her eyes closed and the beautiful strain across her face, I felt the first twitches of a climax in her thighs.
 

I pushed a finger up under my chin, found the hole and pushed myself inside. She moaned. Her body curled even higher as I felt her legs rise in the air. Curling my finger, I touched her upper wall.
 

"Oh John!" she called out, her eyes popping open at the suddenness of my intrusion. She started rolling back and forth in time with my furious lapping and the curling of my finger. Before long I felt the gentle clenching of her pussy as a climax shook her and made her moan.
 

I was so hard by the time she'd finished it was all I could do to keep myself from coming with my pants on. Pushing them down without bothering about the belt, I sprang out and took myself in hand. She opened for me slowly, her eyes lazy from the orgasm. I pressed my throbbing cock to that soaked pussy. She was so wet I easily drove myself inside.
 

It didn't take long. Eating her out always did that to me. It always pushed me to the edge. As my shaft slid inside that sopping tunnel I watched her look up at me and smile. That smile drove me over the edge. With a shout I felt my cock pulse, splashing seed across her pussy walls. I rammed myself hard and deep inside her until I was spent completely. I fell out of her and collapsed beside her on the couch.
 

She didn't move or try to put on her clothes. We lay there for a while holding hands, like we'd used to do. When she looked at me again, she was smiling.
 

"Still want to do it?"
 

"We just did..." I replied in mock surprise.
 

She giggled and slapped me on the arm. "Move, stupid."
 

"I absolutely do."
 

So we did. We started trying to figure out what we could do there, how we could make a living. Turned out there wasn't a hotel or bed and breakfast for miles around. We decided to go and check it out. The place was fucking beautiful.
 

Rolling green hills with low shrubs turned into sheer white cliffs that sank into the sea. The air smelled like salt and fish and wind. We hit it off with Sam right away. We signed the papers to buy the others out as soon as we got home.
 



***

 


Sam had helped a lot that first year, even through the winter. He was kind of scraping by making ends meet this way and that and the prospect of a tourist trade in tiny Port Clareton had him very excited.
 

We'd almost frozen fingers off together, had a wall fall down on us and nearly exploded a tank of propane. By the time spring rolled around again, we were pretty good friends.
 

Sam was always there when we needed him and we tried to be there for him, too. One night over drinks we figured why not try selling package deals like fishing vacations together with the bed and breakfast. I put the website together and we started getting bookings just a few days after that. Now that summer was on its way, things were about to get busy.
 

"So whatcha think of that there Andre fella I delivered to you earlier?" Sam asked as we were stepping into his house.
 

I shrugged. "Seems like a good enough guy. What's he out here for? You going fishing with him?"
 

"No," Sam answered, "that's why I ask, see? I don't know what he's doing all the hell of the way out here."
 

"Well, whatever it is, it's his business."
 

"I suppose..." Sam had a way of not finishing a sentence that made it clear there was more to be said.
 

"I guess you want to make it your business?"
 

"I didn't say that!" he snapped. "You want a coffee?"
 

"Yeah, I'll take a coffee. I'll just check my email and be right back." I stepped into the little nook where Sam kept his computer. Turned off. I settled in and picked up an aging copy of Firearms and Ammunition and began to flip through it as the machine whirred to life.
 

"Thing is, ya see," Sam's voice came over the sound of the water starting to roll in the kettle. "I suppose I just worry about a dark fella like that losing his way around here. Falling into the sea or tripping on a rock or something. I don't think they have big cliffs like we do. Down where he's from."
 

I rolled my eyes again and stepped back into the kitchen.
 

"Sam," I said, levelling him with my gaze. "Are you being a racist?"
 

"What?!?" he exploded, almost knocking the cups he'd prepared off the kitchen counter. "Ya can't call a man a racist for carin' about someone ya lout!" he shouted, waving his anger towards me with his massive arms. "I just figured ya might want to say something to him is all. Tell him to be careful!"
 

I sighed. "Sam, I don't think we're gonna get that close with the guests."
 

"Whaddya mean? Close?"
 

"I just mean, the guy probably has his reasons for being in Port Clareton and if he wants to share them I'll be happy to listen. Otherwise, I think I'll just leave him alone and trust that he can figure out how to not fall into the ocean. Thanks for the tip though!" I said, mocking him cheerfully and stepping back into the nook where the computer had fought its way through a boot and was now whirring like mad at the login screen.
 

"Hey Sam!" I shouted, "Can you come log me in?"
 

"It's titties!" he shouted back. "T-I-T-T-I-E-S!" I heard the faint sound of a bearded man giggling.
 

Of course it was. "You're not supposed to tell people your pass...ah whatever," I muttered, typing it in.
 

An electricity ran through me as I clicked on the browser icon. Should I? Would there be time? Would Sam come in and see what I was doing? My pulse quickened and instead of going to my email, I typed in a different address. 
 

So I kind of have a little secret. 
 

I like porn. I know, I know, me and every other guy on the planet. The reason I like it though, is a little different than everyone else, I'm pretty sure.
 

I like porn because somewhere in the dark, smelly recesses of my cranium I have a desire. Late at night, if the internet's working because sometimes it doesn't in this place, I sit at my computer surfing for the perfect porn. But I'm not looking for something crazy, tentacles, hentai whatever else. No. 
 

What I sit there late at night hoping for, is that on one of these porn sites or a pic site or somewhere in the vast, perverted expanse of the internet, I'm going to find my wife.
 

So no big deal, right? I'm sure lots of guys have a similar thing. Well lately, I'd been doing a little more than that. Lately I'd been doing something weirder.
 

I found a site for personal ads. One of those flashing banner things you get while you're watching porn. I clicked, just because whatever I had rolling was getting boring and I was kind of tired. So I clicked and it was the kind of site people go to if they want to have an affair. 
 

I skimmed through some of the ads, reading all about people's weird kinks that they wouldn't ever tell their spouses but had no trouble spilling out onto the internet for random strangers to read.
 

That's when I got the idea. Somehow, all of the stuff that had been percolating in my mind for the last eight years. The porn. The search for pictures of her. That thing she'd said about me watching when we met. It all sort of fused together with the stupid idea men have sometimes, of figuring out when push came to shove, how faithful their wife would really be.
 

An idea sprouted from that, just a tiny little innocent thing. What if...what if I put Rebecca in a situation? What if I did a little thing and put a personal ad up. But not for me. For her. It's terrible, I know. What if I put up a personal ad that she was a gal who wanted to have an affair and here she was out in Port Clareton, running a bed and breakfast with her husband. That was the only catch. The husband was always here, but he could never know.
 

God if that didn't send a thrill through me. The husband was always here, but he could never know.
 

What if I wrote that and put it out there? Would I get a response?
 

So that's what I did. I wrote that damn thing and put it out there, put it out on that site on the big ole' internet and every time I would log in, I would revel in the fear and dread of whether my little mail icon would be green or red.
 

"Coffee's brewed!"
 

"Okay!" I called out, my finger hovering over the computer's power button in case Sam decided to pay me a visit after all. The green font on a black background would surely elicit a question about what the hell I was doing. 
 

I typed my credentials in and logged on. For the split second before my home screen came into view I held my breath, my heart beating harder in my chest. Would this be it? Would this be the time I'd been hoping for, waiting for? My eyes clung to the top right corner of the screen and when the page loaded, my heart sank. Half in disappointment, half in sheer relief. The little envelope icon was green.
 

No new messages.
 

I clicked on it, just in case, but the icon hadn't lied.
 

"What the hell you doin' in here?!?" Sam bawled, striding into the room. 
 

I jammed the power button and the screen went black, the only sound in the room that of the fan spinning down.
 

"Hey! I thought you told me I wasn't supposed to turn it off like that?" Sam said, pointing at what I'd just done.
 

"Right. Sorry buddy, I totally forgot. Let's go get that coffee."
 

"Alright," Sam replied, "let's go. So the reason I wanted you to come over was I was thinking..."
 

His voice faded into the background as I tried to erase the memory of the green icon from my mind. The same electricity ran back up my body this time as I thought of the possibility that one day I might log in to find it red. What would that mean? Would I click on it and see who it was that had answered the ad?
 

"So? Whaddya think?"
 

I shook my head and realized I hadn't heard a word he said. It was going to be tough to bluff my way out of this one. Fuck it. Sam didn't need bluffing.
 

"I wasn't listening."
 

"Oh. So the reason I wanted you to come over was I was thinking..."
 

Good ole' Sam.
 





Chapter 4

 


I saw you watching me.
 

Ever since that moment I have had this lurking obsession, this strange fantasy at the memory of that night. I wanted to see her again, but without her seeing me.
 

Sometimes I would lie there in the middle of the night coming up with crazy ways to stalk her so that she would know but not really know, like the way it was before we'd met. I would roll the question over and over and over again in my mind. Why the hell had I been so turned on by that? And why the hell had it turned her on so much?
 

Inevitably, those thoughts often turned darker, especially deep in the middle of the night. Had she done something like that with other guys she'd been with? I mean, was that the way she said hello to all the guys? Did she really get off on creeps stalking her? If other men were looking at her, did she get off on that?
 

We'd talked about our past but hers seemed as uninteresting as mine. A few boyfriends. Nothing kinky. Nothing like that night. Or so she said. I'd even tried to get her to play along, hinting at the first night. But the further apart we got, the less sex we had, and when we did have it, it was perfunctory at best.
 

I kept my little obsession though, stowed in the darkest corner of my mind.
 

Once we had decided to move, as exciting as it all was, and for all the good it seemed to be doing our marriage, there was a tiny part of me that was slightly disappointed. At least in the city we'd gone out occasionally. I would get to see her talk and laugh with other men. That would always stoke a fire inside me. Now it seemed that there would be no hope. From what I'd seen of Port Clareton when we'd visited that first time, it was a few ramshackle houses, a few properly built ones and a general store. Not much eye candy for my little fantasy.
 

Oh well. Maybe I would just put it away and be done with it. But I couldn't. I couldn't put it away. A tiny ember of it always burned inside me and when things were slow in the bedroom, I wouldn't turn to the internet for porn. I would bring out my dark little memory, close my eyes and think of my wife with that mass of muscle standing next to her the day we'd met and I'd wonder what his body would look like between her legs.
 

What would it look like to see him thrusting his bulk into her, pushing apart her tiny, soft pussy?
 

It got me off faster than anything I could watch. Every single time.
 

One day I got to thinking, what if somewhere out there on some server in the vastness of the web, what if there was a picture of my wife there with another man? It certainly seemed like a needle in a haystack sort of proposition but even the possibility of it made me bristle with arousal. If there were such a picture, surely there were other men looking at it, whacking off to it? Getting off at just the sight of my wife.
 

That's the one that kind of wedged itself into my mind and wouldn't let me tear it out.
 

If other men were looking at her, would she get off on that? Would she do something about it like she had that night with me?
 





Chapter 5

 


"So?"
 

"So?" she echoed, turning from the window she'd been staring out onto the cliffs to face me. Just as Sam had said, the clouds had pushed in from the south, covering the sun and now a dark blue stain was growing on the horizon.
 

"Everything okay?"
 

"Everything's fine." She smiled. My smile. The one she saved for me to let me know everything was okay. For real.
 

"I mean, what does it feel like? Having our first guest? Has he, I don't know, done anything interesting?"
 

The shape of her mouth did something weird. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean, are there any funny noises coming from upstairs or screaming or, I don't know you know, hotel things!"
 

She only rolled her eyes this time. Still smiled a little though. "John," she asked, suddenly serious.
 

"Rebecca!" I growled, rolling my r Germanically and pointing a finger in the sky.
 

"Okay, stop."
 

"Okay."
 

Sometimes I could be a little...childish. Things had been unbelievably better between us since we'd found out about the house. It felt like it saved our marriage.
 

"Did you fix the door?"
 

"What door...oh. Fuck."
 

"John, that's the room I put him in. The one at the top of the stairs."
 

"Hmmm." 
 

Of course it probably wasn't a big deal. We could just move him. But we didn't know what the hell we were doing, we'd never owned a bed and breakfast before.
 

"Should I go and ask him if he wants to move? He can't close the door! He probably wants some privacy!" She seemed to be getting unusually flustered by this seemingly trivial thing.
 

"Okay, it's okay. What is up with you?"
 

The deep voice that came from behind us made us both jump. Also I screamed a little.
 

"It's not going to be a problem."
 

I spun around ready to reach for a kitchen knife, to protect my wife from the vicious attacker that had somehow burgled his way into our ocean-front abode. Then I realized we were entrepreneurs. We had a bed and breakfast. This was our first guest.
 

"Mr. Williams," I said, trying to catch my breath and pretend I hadn't just screamed like a girl.
 

Thankfully, instead of running for his life, our gracious guest burst into a rolling belly laugh and we both couldn't help but join in. Once it had died down, I invited him into the kitchen.
 

"Sorry," I said as he took a seat and looked out over the cove and towards the clouds crawling closer to the shore, "we forgot we had a hotel for a second there."
 

"No problem. No problem at all," he said, waving my worry away with a rather large, dark hand. "And like I said, it won't be a problem, the door. I'll perform my sacrifice outside before I go to sleep."
 

I caught Rebecca staring at me and we both stood still, not sure how to react.
 

"I'm j...I'm just joking. You know that, right?"
 

I shook my head. What the hell was wrong with me? Of course he was just joking.
 

"You know, we're really new at this whole thing. And we really don't want bad reviews on the internet," I conceded, pulling some mugs down from the cupboard. "Coffee?"
 

"I'd love one. And you have nothing to worry about from me. Why just the view is worth five stars!"
 

I saw Rebecca smile. He was a lovely man to have as a first guest.
 

"What brought a young couple like you all the way out here anyways?"
 

She looked at me again. I arched my brows and shrugged a "Go ahead."
 

"John's in web design. He can work from wherever. I just do, whatever's around, really. We thought it would be fun to start a little family here. Take the kids fishing when they're older? The air's clean and sometimes the internet doesn't work." She smiled at him and winked at me.
 

Once we'd decided to make the move, I'd started looking into things I could do online. I wasn't sure about web development at first but I took to it like a fish to water. Solving problems instead of people. Much more my thing. I mostly back-end and got good enough, fast enough that I had a few freelance clients lined up by the time we'd moved out east.
 

"Well," he said, putting that same large hand on his knee and looking back out the window, "these days that certainly sounds like paradise. Good luck to you both."
 

I knew she felt the itch as much as I did. I could see her twitching. I could see her cave. She was a sucker for prying.
 

"So what brings you here?"
 

He looked up at her from where he was sitting and his smile began to fade.
 

"Sorry!" Rebecca burst out, "I didn't mean to pry!"
 

He shook his head and waved a hand slowly at her. "Don't worry about it. No big deal. I spend most of my time in board rooms. Just needed to get far away from the world now and again, you know?"
 

She smiled and I could see her breathing relief. "Wife didn't want to come?" she asked.
 

I balked. "Rebecca!" I snapped, half in jest.
 

Thankfully, Andre only chuckled. "No, no, it's okay. I'm divorced."
 

"Sorry," Rebecca said, sheepishly. She could get a little ahead of herself sometimes.
 

"I'm not. Trust me," Andre replied.
 

The coffee maker gurgled, the last of the water dripping into the pot saving us from any more awkwardness.
 

"Coffee's ready!" I said, a little too enthusiastically.
 

Andre nodded and I handed him a cup. The storm was even closer now.
 





Chapter 6

 


It rolled in just before dinner. It was a lashing, ferocious thing that beat against the side of the house and made it sound like it wanted to tear the roof off and throw us into the sea.
 

Andre sat there in the kitchen while we prepared dinner, sipping wine now and staring out over the whitecaps, barely saying anything but seeming to enjoy a certain serenity somewhere in that chaos outside.
 

Strangely enough, the storm seemed to fix our internet problem too, because the next time I checked, we were online.
 

Remember the personal ad? The one I posted for Rebecca? The one that added a certain air of excitement to my life? A certain air of danger? Well, I went ahead and checked if anyone had written. No one had. I'd always delve a little deeper though.
 

I'd browse through more profiles, see who was out there, who might be close by. But there wasn't anyone close by. So I would sit and trawl the summaries of peoples lives, trying to find one that might test Rebecca's resolve and my own mettle in such a situation.
 

But now as I sat in front of my computer listening to Rebecca and Andre's muffled voices in the kitchen, the two things seemed to join and take a larger shape. Why was I trolling the internet for strangers to do this for me? 
 

We were running a hotel now. I had everything I needed right here...
 

The gentle sounds of Rebecca's soft giggling drifted up the stairs. She was obviously having a very good time. I couldn't remember the last time I'd heard her laugh like that.
 

The same tightness that I felt thinking of her with someone else, how she would react, crept through me until it was in my fingers and my toes. What if she weren't just entertaining our new black guest downstairs? What if she were really, really enjoying herself? What if that laughter was just the precursor to something much more intimate?
 

I shuddered at the thought. My cock moved. What the fuck was wrong with me? Why would I think this kind of thing. Worse yet, why the hell would it turn me on.
 

I sat perfectly still trying to make out what they were saying. Nothing but Andre's deep rumbling tones, punctuated by bursts of giggling from Rebecca. She was probably down there flirting with him. I stiffened even more at the possibility.
 

She was probably down there tilting her head oh so slightly, and running a finger down it. The bastard was probably loving it too.
 

Then it started getting really out of hand.
 

What if they shared a kiss? What then? My shaft became rock hard at the possibility. What would she look like? How would she act with someone else? Would she do the same things she did with me? Would she move the same way? Would she welcome him into her body the same way she welcomed me? 
 

As I sat there contemplating the possibilities, laughter erupted from downstairs in the kitchen. The distant sound of Rebecca's voice sailed up the stairs, over the sounds of the storm outside.
 

"John! Dinner's almost ready!"
 

Her voice had that slightly inebriated timbre to it and my stomach tightened as the thought of her with him hardened in my skull.
 

Andre.
 

Big, black, handsome, smiling Andre.
 

The image of the large hand he'd waved and put on his knee and used to pick up his coffee. The image of that hand pressing on Rebecca's fair skin or the fingers of that hand grabbing a lock of her blonde hair made me harden completely. I held my breath and listened. The talking had stopped. My heart thumped. For all I knew they were down there right now, their bodies pressed close whispering illicit things into each others ears and hoping not to be caught.
 

I could barely take it. A jealousy unlike any other raced through me at the thought of such a betrayal, at the thought of being made a cuckold in my own house. That jealousy was laced with something else though. It wasn't just a healthy rush of protective adrenaline, the kind that would send me barrelling down the stairs to save my wife from our black guest. It was a jealousy fulled by lust.
 

"John Forrest!" Rebecca cried, sounding slightly more drunk and slightly more exasperated. "Your salmon is going to get cold!"
 

The irritation in her voice shattered my illusion and made me shake my head. I stood and stretched and flexed every muscle to try and rid myself of the now painful erection I'd acquired. As I descended the steps, that image once again caught me by surprise. His hand pressed against her lily-white, naked flesh. Moving from her back towards one of her secret places, a finger just grazing the curve in her flesh that turned into her breasts. Would her nipples rise at his touch the way the rose at mine?
 

"John!" Rebecca said as we met at the bottom of the stairs, "Are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost! Are there ghosts in the attic, John?" she asked, slurring my name. "Sorry!" She covered her mouth and giggled. "I guess I got a little tipsy!"
 

All that lust had somehow melted into irritation at her inebriated state. Forcing a smile, I pressed my lips to her forehead. "Come on. I've gotta catch up!"
 

Andre was an extremely nice guy. He liked wine almost as much as we did. He was a musician turned engineer but still gigged sometimes, just for fun. He was well read and well-spoken and worked in beige offices with people of a certain kind of pallor. Sometimes he needed to get away from the vibe there so he would find places like ours and just go and watch the ocean. He was all those things.
 

But to me, that night, he became an obsession. Because no matter how interesting or charming or nice he was, the only thing I could think of, was what it would look like to see him sink his cock inside my wife.
 





Chapter 7

 


"Oh Johnnie, baby I'm sorry, I'm so drunk!"
 

I'd spent the whole night in an almost paralyzing state of tension, pressing through dessert and drinks afterwards, watching Rebecca become drunker by the minute and wondering whether I should sneak some water into her drinks. We'd been having more sex lately, once or twice a week sometimes, but I hadn't needed her this badly in a long time.
 

"Well," I said, nuzzling against her neck, "you can just lie there if you want to, I don't mind."
 

"John! You're silly, I can't do that." I could tell the wine and whisky were working on her head and she was on the brink of passing out. It really wasn't fair. To either of us.
 

"Okay baby, but I'm waking you up first thing and you are going to do your duty and..."
 

The sound of her gentle snoring interrupted me in mid-sentence. Okay. I guess I was flying solo this evening. Putting on my bathrobe, I crept out the door and down the hall to the computer room. On the way I had to pass the room where Andre was sleeping. The door, still broken, was ajar. The urge to peer in was strong for some reason. I wanted to see what the man looked like, exposed and at ease. Was he thinking of her? Was he thinking of my wife? I resisted and moved quietly into my office.
 

I sat down at the computer and punched in my login to the dating site. I took a sip of the half-empty diet soda that I'd left there and almost erupted in a coughing fit when I turned back towards the screen.
 

The little envelope was red.
 

Instantly my pulse began to thunder in my ears. My hand almost shaking as I moved the mouse and clicked. Why? I had no idea. This didn't mean anything. It was just a reply to a silly ad I'd put up. I could take the ad down, take my profile down never reply and never log onto the site again. No one would know, or care. In fact, it probably happened all the time.
 

That wasn't what was scaring me though. It wasn't just about reading the message. Somehow it felt like even reading this message, even clicking on that little envelope to see what was there, was taking this whole fantasy to an entirely different, entirely all-too-real, level.
 

I couldn't resist the curious impulse to find out who this mysterious stranger was and what he'd written.
 

Hey baby. Send a picture and some details?
 

The same surge of adrenaline I'd felt when I'd been sitting at the computer earlier raced through me. This was some guy who'd never met Rebecca, didn't know who she was or what she looked like or what her deal was. Some random guy, just calling my wife "baby."
 

My cock moved. 
 

I sat there, staring at the message as if it were handwritten. As if, just by staring at it long enough, I could find out more about this mysterious internet stranger who was interested in coming here and trying to fuck my wife.
 

The insanity of it all smacked me in the forehead. What was I thinking? How did I think this was going to go down? Even if I did drag some poor bastard out here, he would clue in that Rebecca wasn't into it the first time she mentioned it. Of course she would just ask someone that came in here hitting on her what the fuck his deal was and that would be the end of it. Right?
 

That was the question. Would she push him away? Or would she play along? 
 

Oh, you bet that got me going. What if I could find the right guy? What if I could find a guy that wasn't a creep, a guy that could play it super cool when I was around? What if I could write the next message in a way that made it clear how smooth he'd have to be? It was stupid. I shouldn't have even contemplated it. Sometimes people are stupid though, I guess.
 

So I started coming up with possible ways that I could ease her into my little trap.
 

What if I were around them all the time? So the other guy barely ever had a chance to say or do anything, what then? What if he could only communicate intent through glances when my back was turned? She'd just think he was a total creep, right? Right?!?
 

I sat there wishing I knew the answer to that question. I sat there wishing I'd paid more attention when we still lived in civilization. What did she do around other men? How did she behave? Did she enjoy their attention? Did she crave it?
 

I'd worked myself up to such a state of heightened arousal I wasn't sure whether I would be able to fall asleep again. Ever.
 

I had a beautiful wife. We were happier together every day. We were starting this business. There was no reason to start mixing things up with this.
 

But now that I'd taken it this far, now that I'd gone to all this trouble and now that I'd seen what it did to me? How hard it made me, thinking about it? I really wanted to know. I wanted to know what she would do and I wanted to know how that would make me feel.
 

The sound of a crash downstairs made me jump. It sounded like the china hutch had fallen over. Leaping to my feet I bounded down the hall and down the stairs and almost crashed into Rebecca as she turned the corner in her bathrobe.
 

"Jesus!" I hissed, hoping the noise hadn't woken Andre. "What happened?!?"
 

She pressed a hand to my chest as I tried to move past her to see what the damage was.
 

"Shh! I just knocked over a chair," she whispered, her eyes looking less bleary than before.
 

"A chair? It sounded like the kitchen collapsed!" I said, trying to push her out of the way.
 

"Stop being dramatic," she replied, rolling her eyes. "Come on. Let's go to bed."
 

It really had sounded like much more than just a chair falling down. I looked down to see her thigh peeking out from her bathrobe and realized she was only wearing the shirt she'd fallen asleep in, under it. 
 

"What were you doing down here?" I asked, something shifting in my thinking.
 

She raised an eyebrow. Like I was crazy. She held up the glass. "Getting some water. Come on. Before we wake Andre."
 

"I think I want some water too," I said, standing to one side to let her pass.
 

"Have some of mine," she whispered, passing me the glass.
 

Now my heart was racing again. Had she really just gone down to get water? Had that really just been a chair falling over? Was I being crazy? How long had I been sitting at my computer?
 

"I think I want some of my own," I replied, the feeling of needing to know what had really happened downstairs welling inside me. 
 

Her eyes went wide. Aha! My pulse was racing now. She was going to try and keep me from going into the kitchen and seeing him there, I knew it!
 

"Okay weirdo. Go get some of your own," she said, stepping past me and walking up the stairs.
 

Oh. Okay. Maybe I needed to check my imagination a little. I looked up to see her bum swaying up the stairs and another possibility occurred to me. Perhaps she wasn't able to sleep? Perhaps she needed some assistance? Turning, I headed up the stairs and after her into our room.
 





Chapter 8

 


It turned out she was able to sleep. She was able to sleep quite well after the water and didn't need my assistance. The excitement had made me tired too, though that didn't keep me from trying to have sex with her again.
 

"Tomorrow John," she whispered, curled into a ball on her side of the bed. "Go to sleep."
 

Okay John. She's just drunk. Don't worry about it.
 

I couldn't stop worrying about it. Sure, she didn't want to have sex every night. Why didn't she want to have sex this night? Why had she really gone downstairs? I couldn't take it. I eased myself out of the bed, into a bathrobe and crept downstairs.
 

Nothing. There was nothing there. No broken dishes. No dishevelled blankets on the couch. Nothing. 
 

Okay, maybe it was nothing. Maybe I was just being crazy. I let myself do the crazy thing for just a few minutes more. I went upstairs and peeked in Andre's room.
 

He was there. Sound asleep. Snoring a little. I breathed a quiet sigh.
 

Take it down a notch John Forrest. Just relax.
 

So I did. When I woke up the next morning with a hard on, she was already gone.
 

As I rounded the corner from the steps into the kitchen, I saw Andre with his back to me, looking out over the now still ocean, a plate of eggs and toast in front of him. Rebecca was facing him from across the counter and smiling, probably recounting some story. I stood there, looking at them like that and my mind began to drift to all kinds of strange places once again. When she saw me, she smiled. My smile.
 

"Good morning!" I said, walking up and pouring myself a cup of coffee.
 

"Morning," Andre replied, turning to me with a smile. Rebecca leaned over the counter and kissed me gently on the lips. I smelled toothpaste over top the booze on her breath.
 

"Sleep well?" I asked him, sipping from my steaming mug.
 

"Very well," he answered and I caught him glance at Rebecca, then down at his plate and smile.
 

I felt the smile leave my own lips and an emptiness fill my insides. What was that? What was that smile? What was that look they'd shared?
 

"Andre loved the mattress," Rebecca said, touching my arm. "I was just telling him about what we went through to get it here. How we almost sank it off Sam's boat?"
 

A tension left me and I felt the muscles of my face relax again. What the hell was wrong with me? Of course that was what the smile had been about. Why on earth would I think anything different? I needed to get a hold of myself. I was making myself crazy.
 

"Well, I'm off," Andre said, picking up the cap on the stool next to his and standing. "Thanks for the delicious breakfast and the lunch. I expect I'll be back before supper. Before dark for sure."
 

"Where're you going?" I asked. There really wasn't much to do out here beside hiking.
 

"Going to walk the cliffs," he replied, picking up the bag lunch Rebecca had made and putting it in his backpack.
 

"Andre's a photographer," Rebecca offered, smiling.
 

"Cool. Well, have a great day! We'll try to go a little easier on the wine tonight, I promise," I said taking another sip of coffee.
 

"That would be disappointing," Andre said, waving a hand and stepping out the front door. When it clicked shut, I turned to face Rebecca and the lovely smile that was still lingering on her lips.
 

"You're up early," I said, moving around the counter and pressing myself up against her back. I nuzzled into her neck and closed my eyes at her delicious scent.
 

"Yup. You know John, one of the things running a hotel requires is taking care of the guests. Did you know that?"
 

"Oh come on," I said, leaving a trail of kisses along her soft skin, "you're not going to get all uptight about this whole hotel thing are you?"
 

"John!" She turned around and smacked me on the arm. God she was delicious.
 

"I'm joking. Thank you for doing that. Are you feeling okay?"
 

"Feeling great," she said with a coy smile. "Why don't we go upstairs and I can make good on my promise."
 

My cock moved just at hearing her say it but I checked myself. She was obviously not talking about what I wanted her to be talking about. Rebecca wasn't like that.
 

"What promise?" I asked, a tiny part of me hoping I was wrong and that she was in fact talking about sex, but most of me knowing she wasn't.
 

"You know," she purred, moving closer and peering up at me with wide eyes. "Last night? I said tomorrow? Well, tomorrow's today!" She threw her hands up in the air. Ta-da!
 

Okay. This was strange. Not that I minded, but we hadn't had sex in the day in...a really long time.
 

"Are you feeling okay?" I asked, half-joking as I pressed a hand up to her forehead.
 

"Feeling great." 
 

That reply. So certain. So intent.
 

"Okay," I began, still unsure of the reason behind her sudden eagerness to bed me.
 

Wink. 
 

That fucking wink. Rebecca didn't wink. A ripple of hungry arousal rushed through me as she brushed past me and headed towards the stairs. I put my coffee down and followed her up.
 

She was in bed with her clothes off almost as soon as we were in the bedroom and she watched as I peeled my shirt off frantically, then pushed my pants to the floor. She was lying on top of the covers and her pale skin looked even whiter against our blood-red sheets. Her pink nipples had puffed already and I watched a wave travel through her body as she saw me spring stiff from my shorts.
 

What was this? Who was this hungry woman who wanted sex at nine am? The need of my own arousal smothered the burning question but it didn't leave my mind completely. As my hand followed the outline of her body and I rounded the curve of her breast and dipped in towards her waist, the thought of him there instead of me flashed in my mind again.
 

"John, you're so hard," she said, curling in towards my body, her hand sinking between us and finding my stiff cock. 
 

I nuzzled into her neck again, breathing in the delicious smell of her unshowered skin, mingled with the wetness that had already started in between her legs. My whole body hummed with excitement and I craved her in every way. Pushing myself down the bed, I left another trail of kisses along her skin. When I found her taut nipple with my mouth, I bit at it, sending another wave through her and making her take a sharp, excited breath.
 

I moved to her other breast and did the same, my cock bouncing at the thought of what it would feel like to finally sink inside her. I nibbled at the tiny bump of her belly and a thought sent a surge of excitement through me.
 

Maybe she was fertile? Maybe it was her time. We'd stopped using birth control, thinking it was time to start a family. That was obviously the explanation. Somehow it only made things hotter.
 

Spreading her legs, I found her pussy lips with mine. They were damp and I hardened even more, knowing what that meant. As I pushed my tongue between them, I felt the liquid heat pour out of her and into my mouth. She moaned. A deep, desirous moan, and I pressed my face up tighter to her cunt.
 

I pushed myself into her hole, savouring the delicious taste that spilled from her. I loved everything about her now, especially her taste. Feeling the urgency of my own need pressing on my gut, I pushed my tongue up her now sopping slit and found the tight nub of her clit.
 

She moaned again as I began spinning tiny circles around the little ball of flesh. Her body started undulating beneath my mouth and I felt her trying to press herself even closer to me, her hands still on the back of my head.
 

"Oh John!" she exhaled, the sound of her desire the most potent aphrodisiac. I pushed my hands beneath her shapely ass, took the two cheeks and pressed her closer still, gorging on her pulsing cunt.
 

I could tell she was close by the way her body moved. Her juices were spilling from her, off my chin and onto the sheets below, but I didn't care. I wanted to feel the way she moved when that climax gripped her. I wanted to feel what I could do to her with just my mouth.
 

"Oh fuck John," she groaned, looking down at me buried between her thighs, "I'm gonna come!"
 

Her body shook, her thighs squeezing my head, her torso twisting away as wave after wave of pleasure curved through her. I kept lapping at the softest part of her, watching her body bend in a beautiful agony until, with a final shudder, she released me with her legs and pushed me gently away.
 

I was up and climbing onto her a second later, my stiff cock moving along her leg as I crawled up her body. She looked down at me with big eyes. One corner of her lip curled so softly into a smile and I felt the warm invitation of her legs spreading open, telling me to plunge myself into her hot, soft core.
 

As soon as the tip of my cock touched her perfect little cunt I couldn't help but slip my crown into that warm tightness. Her hands ran up my back. Her eyes closed. Her legs opened wider and her face went long again now as she let out an anguished moan.
 

I looked down the length of our bodies to see myself disappearing inside her as her heat engulfed me and filled every last crevice in my brain with pleasure.
 

"Come on baby, fuck your seed into me," she pleaded in a desperate whisper.
 

My eyes sprang open at the dirty words and I saw that now her smile was streaked with mischief. I'd never heard her talk like that. My hips erupted into a hard, rhythmic thrusting as soon as she said it and I stared deep into her eyes, wondering where or when she'd learned that little trick.
 

She floated away on another wave of pleasure as our bodies rocked together on the bed. I felt her hook her feet around my calves, felt them travel up my thighs as her body responded to my own.
 

Another moan. Her pussy tightened around me making cum pool at my base.
 

"Oh fuck John," she swore again, "you're gonna make me come!"
 

Even as my cock swelled inside her I couldn't help but wonder who this creature was? She'd never talked like that or come so much or been this...involved? Except that one time...
 

My body pushed that thought away as I watched her mouth open in a silent moan. I felt her tense around me, felt her nails digging at my back, the pain giving me a few more precious seconds before my own eruption.
 

"Oh fuck!" she groaned as I felt her hips flex and her back arch, sending her onto me. Her pussy squeezed at me again as her juices slathered me in heat.
 

My thrusts were violent now, pounding my body into hers and sending the bed knocking against the wall.
 

When she opened her eyes to look at me there was a need there I'd never seen before.
 

"Come on baby," she begged, "fill me up with your cum! Please, I want to feel all that cum inside me! I want to feel you fill that pussy up with cum!"
 

Sweet and holy fuck, the sound of her voice begging me for my seed made my cock an iron rod. I pressed into her as deeply as I could and as her fingers ran gently along my back I felt the spasm of a climax start.
 

"Oh fuck I'm coming!" I pushed the words from me as I felt the first hot, white ropes of seed explode from my stiff head and lash the walls inside her womb.
 

"Oh that's it baby, fuck your cum into me..." she cooed and I felt her squeeze me with her cunt, like she was milking me for more.
 

"Fuuuuck!" I groaned as I buried my rigid organ deep inside her and held it there, wave after wave of pleasure coming with each flexing pump of the thing as I released all I had into her until I had nothing left. Collapsing on top of her, a grunting, sweaty mess, I did my best to catch my breath.
 

A few minutes of relief were all I had before the nagging questions began to taunt me in my mind.
 

What was this? Who was this? She'd never been like this before. What had changed? Did she really just want a baby? Did women really get like this when they wanted to get pregnant? Or was there something else?
 

As she hummed gently in the shower, my cock swelled again as I wallowed in a miserable bliss.
 

My mind crept to the one thing that had changed. Our special guest Andre was here.
 

Our sex life had picked up with the excitement of the move and starting a new life. But a few months after having moved here things were back to the same ho-hum-hum-drum rhythm they'd been at before. Rebecca Reason didn't just casually tell me we were having sex in the morning. Rebecca Reason didn't talk dirty or tell me to fuck my cum into her.
 

The unsettling tightness that had been rearing its ugly head in the last few weeks gripped me again. Despite having just released, I felt my cock move again.
 

When she came out of the shower, naked and towelling her hair, I watched her move across the room.
 

"That was nice," I offered, hoping she would step over, lean down, kiss me and offer a reassuring smile. Or better yet crawl under the covers so I could bury my doubts under the feeling of her warm flesh again.
 

"I thought so too," was all she said, opening a dresser drawer and pulling out a pair of underwear. I watched her step into them. I craved something. I needed something from her. A sign that things were still the same, that she loved me, that my nagging doubt was just a fiction.
 

I jumped out of bed, crossed the room and took her in my arms.
 

She raised an eyebrow. "John Forrest! You just got some!" she teased.
 

I looked into her eyes, searching for more. 
 

She kissed me on the cheek and pulled away. Dressed, she moved towards the door. "Time to get to work!" 
 

I stood there and watched her go, my cock half-stiff again with need. I wished I could just follow her downstairs, tell her how I felt. What would I say? What would I say without sounding like a jealous freak? Did you fuck our guest? 
 

The image of them together flashed through my mind. My cock bounced. Shaking my head of the picture, I found my own clothes and walked to the office. Work might give me respite from my madness.
 





Chapter 9

 


I stood there staring at the screen, my heart thumping again. How could I have been so stupid? I was always the one telling her to log out, to not just leave her stuff open, even though it was just the two of us.
 

The window that contained the message from the other night was hidden behind the new one she'd opened. The question tore at me:
 

Had she seen the message? Had she read it? Had she wondered who it was for? Had she clicked on my message? Did she have some idea of what was going on?
 

"For fuck's sake John!" I cursed under my breath, peering out the door and down the hall to see if she was there. She wasn't.
 

Suddenly I had to know. I had to find out if that was the reason she had acted the way she had in bed. If she'd seen the message and that was what the change was from.
 

"Beck?" I called, listening for where the response came from.
 

"Down here..." came her faint reply. Basement.
 

The dryer was spinning and the washer churning as I descended the steps and saw her stuffing sheets into the wash.
 

"Hiya!" she bubbled, smiling like a giddy schoolgirl.
 

Don't get me wrong, I liked her like this. I just wanted to know why. Why the change?
 

"You're cheerful," I said with a smile, bending down and pressing my lips to her forehead in another kiss.
 

"Well, life is good!" she said quietly, moving herself a little closer to me.
 

Why, Rebecca? Why is life so good all of a sudden? Why did we just have sex? Did you see the thing on the computer? The questions churned in my mind like the water in the washer that had begun to agitate.
 

"What's up?" she asked, looking up with innocent eyes. 
 

Right. I was there to ask a question. What question? Why hadn't I thought this through?
 

"Hey I just wanted to say sorry for leaving myself logged in on the computer like I always tell you not to do." I tried to put on my best apologetically sheepish smile but I was watching her like a hawk. Watching her eyes. If there was truth to be found, it was in her eyes. 
 

Nothing. Not a single hint or clue.
 

"Oh, no biggie," she said, waving it away with one hand.
 

Brilliant. Now what?
 

"Did you....still need to use the computer? I can log myself out again."
 

I felt like punching myself for that one. Real smooth John. Real smooth.
 

Her face got curious. "What? What do you mean?"
 

"I just thought," I agonized, trying to twist what I'd said back into something that didn't sound like I was fishing for answers, "I just thought you might still need it. That's all."
 

An uncomfortable knot had formed in my stomach at the possibility that this might have been my only chance at finding out what she thought of the whole thing. The whole "I'm obsessed with thinking about you with other men," thing. And that I might have just blown it.
 

"Nope," she shook her head and smiled. Then she stared at me. Was that too serious of a stare? "I got what I wanted." She held that stare for longer than she should have. Either that, or I was now going completely crazy. I had made myself completely crazy.
 

But wait. She got what she wanted. I could go back up there and just check the history. Just check where she had been. What she had done.
 

"Okay. Good," I said, backing away slowly and trying not to make a run for the stairs.
 

She got a strange look on and shook her head, but smiled.
 

I was up there in four seconds flat.
 

Recipe website.
 

Weather.
 

Reddit.
 

Nothing. There was nothing there, so she hadn't seen it, right? I swapped the window to the one with the message. It was still there. She could have seen it.
 

Hey baby. Send a picture and some details?
 

I had to come up with a plan.
 

"Think John, think," I muttered, pressing a fist against my lips. There had to be some way of figuring out if she'd seen it or not. Of course there was. There was a perfect way.
 

"Hey baby. Send a picture and some details?" I said quietly. I would just drop it into some conversation. Say it as a joke. Watch her. If she'd seen it, even if she didn't want me to know, I would see it in her eyes.
 

"Hello?" Sam's voice came from down below.
 

"Sam!" I said, coming down the stairs to see him standing just inside the door. "Come on in! You want a coffee?"
 

"Ya, I'll have a coffee sure."
 

"What brings you over?" I asked, rinsing out the stale coffee from the pot.
 

Sam looked side to side, like he was ready to tell a secret and I couldn't help but raise an eyebrow at his strange behaviour. "She here?"
 

"She's doing the laundry downstairs. What's up?"
 

He leaned in over the counter and pulled me close. "I'd watch it with that fella ya have here. Ran into him up the road. He's got a real fancy for that wife of yers."
 

Sam's eyebrow went up. His words sent a shudder of jealous agony through me.
 

"Sam, what are you talking about?" I asked, trying my best not to let my paranoid excitement show.
 

"Well it was just the way he was talking..."
 

"Hiya Sam!" Rebecca's cheerful voice rang through the kitchen. 
 

Sam straightened up and smiled and turned with outstretched arms until she curled up under his beard in a hug.
 

"How are ya lass?"
 

"Good," Rebecca answered, "What are you two whispering about up here?"
 

"Oh there's a bit of a thing going on around town about Mary Weavers, you remember her?" Sam changed subjects effortlessly, like he'd had it all prepared before he got here. Body of a bear but gossiped like a grandma.
 

"Yeah," Rebecca answered, crinkling her nose in confusion at why we'd be talking about Mary Weavers. 
 

"Turns out she's been trying to get a man she met on the internet to come out and visit her. Her kids found out and were furious. Now they're flying in to, she says, set her straight."
 

"Man she met on the internet?"
 

I was on her like a hawk. Watching those eyes, watching the way the words came off her lips.
 

"Some guy she met on some internet website, chatting and the like. Her kids think he's just out to scam her, though what he'll scam her of I'm not too sure. She still owes me for a few grocery runs I did for her. Never mind. That's all. Where's that coffee?"
 

As soon as he turned around he made a face like "Gee did we get away with it?" and I saw my own opportunity begin to float away. 
 

Desperate, I blurted the words without thinking. "Ha! Ha! Right, so how does that work, was he just like 'Hey baby. Send a picture and some details?'"
 

Sam's brow went up in genuine confusion but I didn't care. I was staring at Rebecca. Staring at those eyes.
 

No reaction. No recognition but no confusion either. Nothing but a perfect little smile tugging at one corner of her mouth. 
 

"Don't mind him Sam," she said finally, shaking her head. "He's been a little weird lately."
 

"Has he?" Sam asked shaking his head.
 

She walked over and put a hand on my arm. Her eyes were still on mine, intent. Like she was watching, searching for a reason, too.
 

"He has," she said and standing on her toes, kissed me on the cheek.
 





Chapter 10

 


I was supposed to spend the rest of the day working. I had a client that was waiting on some code and I'd promised to deliver by the beginning of the following week. Instead, as Rebecca busied herself downstairs, all I could do was sit there and alternate staring at my screen or out the window.
 

The strangest thoughts began to creep through my mind, undoubtedly helped along by Sam's curious revelation that I should "watch out" for our lovely guest Andre. Whatever he'd said had obviously left a real impression, but I'd known Sam to embellish things from time to time. Not a lot happened in a place like Port Clareton, so when there was a bit of gossip or something new happening, most of the locals milked it for all it was worth.
 

Why hadn't I gone into the kitchen last night? Why hadn't I looked to see if Andre had been there? I mean, the answer was because I was more interested in trying to have sex with her again than I was of looking like a fool, going to check if my wife had been cheating on me with our bed and breakfast guest. It was absurd, really that I would even contemplate the possibility that something was going on.
 

She hadn't done or said anything out of the ordinary. The whole thing was driven by my own twisted little fantasy. Once I'd thought about it that away, work came a little easier and by the time dinner rolled around, I was more or less done and ready for an aperitif. In one final act of defiance against my own suspicions, I logged on and deleted the ad I'd placed, making sure that no one else would tempt me.
 

When I went downstairs, though, neither Rebecca or Andre were there, and I felt a curious twinge of something, a re-ignition of the thoughts I thought I'd buried. When the door opened and the two of them came in laughing, I was already on my second scotch, the warm, oakey burn stoking my rage, and the buzz blurring my mind's eye.
 

I watched him hold the door for her, watched her cover her mouth as she laughed and stepped through it. My eyes drifted down and a shock of jealous rage raced through me at what I thought I saw. 
 

Had they seen me? I didn't know. Had I seen his hand land gently on the small of her back as he stepped through the door? The blood boiling in my veins said yes, even if I doubted my eyes. The most confusing thing about it, though, was that my boiling blood didn't want to make me lunge at him, punch him in the face or kick him out and tell him never to come back. The blood boiling in my veins hardened my cock and made me want to see it all again.
 

"Oh my God!" Rebecca screamed as her eyes came to rest on my pouting frame, hunched over the almost empty glass of scotch I'd been nursing. "I didn't see you there!" She giggled at herself and walked towards me. Was that a sexier sway of her hips that I saw? I looked at Andre. His eyes were not where I expected them to be. Rebecca's ass was irresistible to watch. I didn't know a man that could look the other way when she was walking by. But he was staring straight at me, with what looked to be a satisfied smile playing across his lips.
 

The fire in my belly burned even hotter as my mind began to race, coming up with possibilities.
 

Where had they been? Why was she so friendly with him all of a sudden? Why was he smiling at me like that?
 

"Hey," Rebecca said, leaning down and pecking at my cheek. "Wow, into the drink already huh?" she joked, eyeing me close. "Did you get your stuff done?"
 

"Yup." I knew she would expect more. I knew the one-word answer would immediately betray that something was up, but I couldn't bring myself to push any more words out.
 

She knew. Right away she knew. She furrowed her brow and tilted her head and looked at me funny, and I knew what she was going to ask before she asked it. "What's wrong?"
 

"Nothing." Gah! I wanted to be a better actor than this. I didn't want her to see me pouting and sulking like this, not now, not with him there.
 

"I'll be down in just a bit," Andre said behind her. Whether he sensed there was something going on or not, I didn't know, but I was glad for the time alone with her.
 

"Sure," she said, turning towards him and smiling. When she looked back, she seemed to have resolved to be cheerful. "So, Mr. Pouty Pants? What is it?"
 

What to tell her? What to tell her?
 

Well gee honey, I could say, I've just been doing a lot of fetishizing lately and now I'm kind of confused about our relationship, so I think you're having an affair with our first bed and breakfast guest. 
 

I took a deep breath. They say breathing helps.
 

"I...what were you two doing?" I spit out before I could stop myself.
 

A raised eyebrow, a puzzled frown then the glimmer of understanding in her eyes at what I was asking, exactly.
 

"John, are you...are you jealous?" she whispered.
 

The way she said it forged my jealous rage into a rigid lust that made me stiffen and want to take her there on the table. There was nothing accusatory about her tone, nothing that indicated her disdain for what I felt. Quite the opposite. It almost seemed to thrill her, that I might be jealous of another man.
 

"I..." I began, searching her eyes for what she was trying to say. I couldn't say "no" because she knew it. She knew already that that's what was burning inside me. That my stare when they walked through the door had been driven by jealousy. But did she know that I felt something else?
 

"You, what?" she said, still leaning over me, her generous cleavage daring me to look down at the cleft between her breasts instead of at her eyes. There was mischief in them now. Had she been a naughty girl?
 

Did she know how hard I was? Could she sense it? Could she smell it? "So yeah, what were you guys doing?"
 

She straightened and folded her arms across her chest. The smile curled up one side of her mouth in a devilish kind of way. "I was out back showing him the garden and the view."
 

I breathed deeply again, trying to calm my pulse and my confused excitement. "Oh..." It was a dejected, sad sound, as heavy with disappointment as it was with relief.
 

"Would you rather I not do that anymore? With the guests, I mean?"
 

My mind began to race again. Why didn't I just ask her? Why didn't I just tell her what I felt? Because how do you do that? How do you just say that to someone who you know so well, that you want something and don't want it at the same time?
 

"No!" I managed a guffaw this time. "Of course you can do it. I was just wondering." I erupted into smiles, trying to lighten the mood even though my blood still boiled inside.
 

"Okay..."
 

She seemed confused now.
 

"What's for dinner tonight?" Andre's deep voice boomed from the stairwell right before I saw him walk in, rubbing his hands together in glee.
 

"Beef Wellington," Rebecca replied, still looking at me. "But I have to take a shower before I do that. I'm filthy."
 

My cock flexed again.
 





Chapter 11

 


I lay in bed staring at the ceiling and listening to the wind which had picked up again outside. Waves crashed against the cliffs in the darkness and made it seem like trouble was brewing, with the weather, anyways.
 

Through dinner I'd barely said anything, letting her and Andre talk and laugh. I'd tried not to stare, but most of the time couldn't help myself. His hands. I kept looking at those big, black hands of his and thinking of them pressed against her skin. It had made me rock hard, lusting after her like I hadn't in a long time.
 

When she walked out of the bathroom, my heart jumped into my throat at the sight of her in nothing but a pair of red underwear. 
 

Don't get me wrong. This was what I'd always wanted. I'd always wanted my wife to walk out of the bathroom in nothing but her underwear and make it clear that we were having sex. But why the hell was she doing it now?
 

"What are you doing?" I asked as she crawled seductively between the sheets.
 

She laughed and rolled her eyes, as if it was something that happened all the time. "I'm trying to have sex you with you, John Forrest," she purred, nibbling at my ear lobe, her hand already snaking towards my crotch. 
 

Maybe I should have just enjoyed it for what it was. Maybe I shouldn't have worried or cared about the sudden change. The sudden change, though, seemed to be what was turning me on so much. It was impossible to ignore. I turned to look at her, pulling away so I could see her eyes. She seemed unperturbed by my hesitation.
 

"What's the matter, John Forrest? Don't you want to have sex with your wife?" Her hand found my rigid member and her eyes lit up in approval.
 

"Of course I want to have sex with you," I said, grunting as she squeezed me and trying to pull away. She held fast. "Rebecca, what is this?" I asked, putting myself dangerously close to a night of celibacy. Her sultry expression didn't waver.
 

"I saw you watching me tonight," she whispered, a vein of dangerous excitement in her tone. 
 

I couldn't help my body's reaction and I flexed, becoming even harder in her hand. It made her eyes widen and her mouth drop open, just so slightly. 
 

Then suddenly she was pushing past the elastic of my underwear, her hot fingers wrapping around the stiff flesh of my cock and causing me to groan as she began to stroke. She pushed the fabric down with her other hand, pushing the covers off and freeing my cock so it could stand. As the covers flew off her body too, I saw how taut her nipples were already. When I looked back up, there was a hunger in her eyes.
 

She didn't wait for me to roll onto her, or take the lead or take command. She was up on her knees, swinging one leg over my body and revealing the damp spot that had darkened the red fabric of her underwear.
 

I lay there in a shocked silence, pangs of pleasure pulsing from my cock as I watched the woman that I thought I'd known so well pushing her panties to one side. I looked down there too and flexed again as I saw the slickness of her pussy. When she pressed the head of my cock to her tight slit, the trickle of warmth that ran down it made me shiver. That made her look up and smile. 
 

"Look how wet my pussy is John," she said, biting her lip. She had one knee up in the air, so that I could see almost the whole length of her slit as she stroked it with my cock. Each pass of her moist flesh along my hardness made me stiffen even more and worry that I wouldn't last if she kept it up. Finally, in a benevolent act of mercy, she stopped her teasing and pressed my cock between her welcoming lips, then sank onto me slowly, letting me fill her hole.
 

"Oh fuck..." I groaned as the feeling of her cunt tightening around my shaft doused me in heat. When I opened my eyes to look at her again, she'd thrown her head back. She was someone else now. Some primal, grunting creature that was digging for the pleasure in her fuck.
 

She put her hands on my hips as mine slid along her perfect curves and settled on her breasts. She moaned as her body began to undulate on mine, her hips grinding against me faster, my cock thrust up inside her as deeply as it would go.
 

"Fuck Becka..." I breathed as the surges of my own pleasure came quicker and a climax threatened to unleash my seed. But instead of slowing, instead of getting off me so that we could stretch out our enjoyment, she started fucking faster, like an animal in heat.
 

Her eyes were glinting now as if she sensed my closeness. Her stare drove into me, an urging, hungry thing that seemed to beg me for my seed. I pinched her small buds between my fingers, thinking a shot of pain would slow her down. It only made her clench her jaw and seemed to drive her even wilder. She bent low over me, letting me take a nipple in my mouth as she squeezed me with her cunt.
 

I could feel the mess of her sloppy wetness as it dribbled down my shaft. There was no stopping now, I'd reached the point of no return. She seemed to sense it and pulled her chest up off of mine so I could be as deep inside her as I could be. My cock throbbed once and then again. I felt the cum pulsing through it, hot and ready to explode. At the first blast of my seed, my hands dropped to her hips and my ass arched up as my body rammed itself deep inside her womb.
 

Streak after streak of my own hot seed pulsed into her as she rode me to her own happiness. Just as I felt my climax wane, I felt her body shake on top of mine, felt her cunt clench me and felt her slow as she tried to draw up any of what I had left into her. When the peak of her pleasure passed, her middle started back into a rhythm, her tits bouncing pleasantly as she rode out the rest of the wave, then finally collapsed on top of me in a heap.
 

We lay there for a while, in the hot sticky silence of the room as the weather gathered outside for another summer storm.
 

I thought for a long time about what to say, how to bring it up and which words would best express how I felt and least betray my fear at how I did.
 

"So you like being watched, huh?" I whispered finally, having summoned the courage from her wild fuck.
 

She answered with a gentle snore.
 





Chapter 12

 


Andre left the next day, but said he would definitely be back. He said he loved it here more than anywhere else he had gone to get away. He said that he would call and make sure we had no other reservations before he came back, so that we could have just as nice a time. That made me shudder. How nice had it really been? For him?
 

I shook his hand and smiled a cautious smile and Rebecca had waved to him as we watched Sam take him on the boat.
 

"Well, we did it," I had said once they were out of view. "Our first guest was a success, I think. Don't you?"
 

She rolled her eyes and laughed a little and patted me on the arm and said "Oh John," and it drove me mad.
 

Oh John? Oh John, what? Oh John, I loved fucking that big black man? I shook the thought from my head as we headed up the stairs towards the house. There were a few days between now and the arrival of our next guests. Plenty of time to figure all this out.
 

After a few glasses of wine with dinner, she didn't seem to be as ready for affection as she'd been the night before.
 

"Oh John, I'm feeling sort of sleepy tonight, can we take a rain check?" she asked, as I rolled towards her with intent. My heart sank but my head knew it was better to let it go now. Try again another day rather than risk a fight and several days of silence and regret. My body craved her though and it was hard to ignore that. I didn't just want to be inside her. I wanted to be inside her head.
 

Was it a coincidence that suddenly when our guest had left her interest in me waned? It was surely just a coincidence. Once the sounds of her delicate breathing made it clear she was asleep, I tiptoed to the office and indulged in my own release.
 

Then the next day she seemed distant. Like we'd never had that night of passion. Like we'd always led our life this way. It clawed inside me, to ask her what I'd asked her that night. 
 

What about that thing you like? Being watched?
 

As usual though, the only way I found to express that notion was by trying to have more sex. I met with some resistance, most of the time. That, as usual, only made me want it more. I began to pout, something I knew she found particularly unappealing but something I couldn't help. I'd try to mate at the strangest times. While she was doing laundry in the basement, or changing sheets for the coming guests. The closer their arrival drew, the more I felt the need to claim her, and the more urgent my need became to know her thoughts.
 

Finally, as I made another advance while she was making lunch, I pushed her to her limit and caused her to explode.
 

"John, stop it! You've been walking around pouting for the last three days then trying to get me to crawl into bed with you! I hate that!"
 

She was right. But it hurt to hear it spoken nonetheless.
 

"Well you haven't exactly been friendly either!" I countered, trying to split the blame for my moodiness down the middle.
 

"Because you've been in a mood this whole time!" she said, waving her arms to indicate the vast expanse of my depression. "What is going on?!?"
 

What was going on? I knew more or less what was going on, or at least what was causing me to act the way I was. I wasn't sure if I was ready for her to know it, too.
 

"Rebecca..." I began. My mouth stayed open but no words came out. How to start?
 

I could see that she was searching my expression, the same way I would search her eyes to see what I could find there. Something about the way she looked right then, how concerned she was, made me want to come clean.
 

"I've been having...thoughts." 
 

Whatever. It was a start.
 

She graciously softened her expression and shook her head. "Thoughts about what?"
 

I took a deep breath. Where to start? "You remember when we met?" I asked, trying to keep the tremble out of my voice.
 

"Of course I remember when we met," she offered, but softly. Like she didn't want a fight any more than I did.
 

"You remember what you said to me?"
 

She blushed. She blushed! Rebecca didn't blush! 
 

"John, that was a long time ago..." I watched her eyes follow her mind into the past.
 

"It wasn't that long ago." I felt better now. Her blush had somehow made me feel better. Like I had a little bit of control over myself again. "You said you saw me watching you."
 

She turned her eyes down in shame. Most likely at what had happened after she said it than at the fact she'd said it at all.
 

I faltered for a second, worried that she wouldn't reciprocate my honesty. But having come this far gave me courage, and I didn't want to stop.
 

"Okay look, maybe it's just me, but..."
 

She looked up and her eyes were big and curious, almost looking nervous at what I was about to say.
 

"...it felt like things were...different lately?"
 

Her face didn't relax completely. Cautiously curious.
 

"What do you mean?"
 

For fuck's sake. Why did I have to be the one that said it?
 

"Didn't you think that sex was kind of...hotter the last few times? Maybe?"
 

I watched her soften at the memory and it filled me with relief.
 

"I guess. So?"
 

Really? She was going to make me spell it out?
 

"Did that have anything to do with..." I cleared my throat. This part could go either way. "Andre?"
 

"Andre?!?" she asked, looking at me like I'd just killed a cute, small, furry animal with my bare hands. This was making me want to give up.
 

"I just thought that..."
 

"Why would you say that?!? About Andre?!?" There was shock there now, and what else? Fear? 
 

"Okay Rebecca. Fine. Let's pretend neither of us felt anything different and that none of this ever happened." I turned around and started to walk away because I wasn't going to be the one solely responsible for fucking everything up.
 

"Wait." Her voice sounded like she was ready for us to fuck it up together. "I have to tell you something."
 

Oh fuck. The way she said it, the...was it regret that made it sound the way it did? Whatever it was it made me cold all of a sudden and stuck to the floor, not daring to turn around and see the face that went with that sound. I did, finally. I turned around to see her small and humble and penitent. Oh fuck no.
 

"Okay," I managed even though my throat was tight.
 

She looked up and it looked like she might cry and half of me wanted to hug her and the other half...I don't know what that other half was doing but it was turning my stomach upside down and inside out, just watching her there. "Is this bad?" I added, my voice barely a whisper.
 

Her tiny nod, that restrained admission of her guilt made me brace myself for what I was about to hear.
 

"Just say it."
 

"John..."
 

Fuck. Just say it.
 

"...I smoked with him."
 

I didn't really know what disappointed. relief could feel like until just then. My nerves, the ones that had stopped working and focused entirely on what she was going to say, suddenly released inside me with a shiver and the tension that I needed to expel came out in a laugh. A hearty, awkward laugh that made me warm.
 

"You're not mad?" she asked, like she couldn't believe my reaction.
 

Another deep breath. I was taking a lot of those lately. "I'm not mad. I'm relieved."
 

"Relieved? About me smoking?" She seemed genuinely confused, which only made my explanation feel more absurd. But it was what it was, I had to say it now.
 

"Beck, for some strange reason, I thought you two were..."
 

The grip of another panic came instantly as she looked down, her gaze skittering along the floor. 
 

No. Rebecca, no. Did you? Why the fuck was this making me get hard?
 

"Rebecca?" Her name sounded like a foreign sound. "Did something happen?"
 

"He tried to kiss me," came in an anxious whisper, with a bite of her lip.
 

Relief again but filled with excitement. "And did you?"
 

She let the question hang there, like a knife above our necks.
 

"No."
 

I breathed again. Then I ventured forward, the energy between us making me brave.
 

"Did you want to?"
 

"John..."
 

I stepped towards her, put my hands on her arms and looked deep into her eyes. Even if I couldn't bring myself to say it, I wanted her to know there was something there. It wasn't just a "no" I was looking for.
 

"Just tell me how you really feel," was what came out. I tried to drive it home with my stare. "Did you want to?"
 

"No," she said, then hesitated. "...but kind of yes?"
 

I was unprepared for that sweet, warm punch in the gut that hit me at hearing it. Of course it had been brewing as a fantasy for so long, but to finally hear her say it was something that took me by surprise. She must have noticed it by my expression.
 

"I don't know why I said that," she added quickly, looking up at me with imploring eyes, like she needed forgiveness.
 

"Let's have a drink," I countered, making sure she knew I wasn't too upset. Once we'd both calmed ourselves with scotch and sat down at the table, everything felt safer. At least for me.
 

"The thing is," I began. I couldn't help a chuckle at how absurd this was going to sound. "The thing is that I've been thinking about what you said when we met a lot lately."
 

"You have?" she countered, with more than just a note of interest in her tone.
 

"I have. I guess...I don't know, that just stuck with me and the thing is Beck...I am just so obsessed with you that even when you're not around, I'm thinking of you."
 

She smiled and tilted her head in that way she always did when she thought I was being sweet.
 

"It's true," I went on, "but wait! There's more!" I stuck a finger up into the air and she gladly accepted my invitation at a chance to laugh. "Here's the thing, see," I went on, when she'd had her chuckle. "Even though it was kind of crushing me inside, that there might be something going on, I don't know..." I drifted off into my own mind, not sure how to finish what I'd started. There was really only one way to do it. "It kind of...turned me on. You know?"
 

It felt like a moment of truth, brought on by my truthful moment. I watched her eyes to try and see what she really thought. It was a weird light that reflected from them as she searched for how to answer. When she looked at me again, my heart raced and grew and I felt ready for a new adventure. Like I hadn't felt in a long time.
 

"I kind of felt it, too..."
 

The moment was shattered by a banging on the door and we both jumped and turned to see the figure of a man there, peering in through the window.
 

"Fuck," I said, turning back to her.
 

"They're early," she replied.
 





Chapter 13

 


"Yer doing what?!?" Sam hollered, his wrench clattering on the garage floor.
 

"We're thinking of offering tours. Whale-watching tours."
 

"Whale-watching? Who's gonna come all de way here to see some fish?"
 

Oh Sam. Good ole' out of touch Sam.
 

"Probably a lot of people. That's what we're hoping for."
 

"Yer crazy. You'll bankrupt yerself. Nobody wants to see dem big fish out there. Dey want resorts and shit!" Sam picked up the fallen wrench, then hunched over his truck.
 

"You let us worry about that, Sam."
 

"Well what do you need me for then anyways?"
 

"We don't have a boat. You have a boat. We have to go out on the ocean to see the whales."
 

He stood up, staring at me and pushed his cap back. "You think people will pay to sit in that leaky old bucket and stare at fish? You have gone friggin crazy!"
 

I pulled the papers I'd printed out of my pocket with a sigh. "Look," I said, pushing them towards him.
 

"What's dis den?" he asked, taking the papers with a greasy hand.
 

"Our first reservations. We just put the ad up a few days ago and we already have customers."
 

"Well I'll be...fucked." Sam let out a low whistle, obviously amazed. "But you don't have a boat?"
 

"That's why I just don't know what to do Sam. What should I do?"
 

"Alright, that's enough of takin' the piss," he muttered.
 

"You'll do it then?"
 

Sam scratched his head and handed back the crumpled pages. "Yeah, I knows...we'll have to fix 'er up!"
 

"I'll help."
 

"When're the first ones coming?"
 

"Two weeks this Friday."
 

Sam shrugged but seemed to accept the idea. "Fine. Whatever helps to make a bit of money!" When he looked back up at me, I could tell he was going to ask about something else. "Say John," he began, looking side to side as if there might be someone lurking in the garage and listening to what we were saying. "I know dis ain't any of my business but..." He scratched under his cap with a finger again. "You ever find out anything about dat der Andre fella?"
 

I couldn't help a smile at his fishing for gossip. "A thing or two."
 

"He ever, you know, make his indiscretions known?"
 

I laughed at that one. "He's coming back in a month or so, if that answers your question."
 

Sam raised his eyebrows at that one but after a moment of contemplation, decided to leave it alone. "Suit yourself. Don't say I didn't warn ya!"
 

"I won't, Sam. I won't," I answered, walking out of the garage and heading towards the house.
 

"Say, John?" Sam asked before I was around the corner.
 

"What's up?"
 

"One other thing. I've got a few fellas coming up mid-week, to do some fishing with me. Any chance they could get a discount at your place?" Good old Sam had his hat in his hand, the way people used to when asking for favours.
 

"When are they here?"
 

"Tuesday through Thursday."
 

"For you Sam, they'll be staying on the house!"
 

"Nonsense!" he barked, "I didn't mean to ask fer charity, just a little deal!"
 

"On the house or not in the house, Sam. It's up to you!" I said, smiling as I walked away.
 



***

 


Our guests that weekend were the retired Dr. Andrew Fergus and his wife Margaret. While they were lovely people and fine dinner companions, they weren't as boozy as the others had been and they went to be early, leaving us to talk. It took a few glasses of red, but Rebecca eventually seemed to loosen enough to resume our interrupted conversation. 
 

I decided to proceed with caution, nonetheless.
 

"So?" I asked, smiling and trying to read what might be on her mind?
 

"So?" she answered, her smile hinting that she might not mind picking up where we left off.
 

"So what about what we said earlier?" I tried to fight the frustration I felt at having to be the one to do all the heavy lifting.
 

She turned her eyes down and my heart sank a little. She'd seemed so...into it before. "I mean, what about it?" her voice seemed full of apprehension now.
 

"I guess I just thought we could talk about it more," I said, barely able to hide my disappointment at her lack of enthusiasm.
 

"John."
 

It made me look at her. The way she said my name.
 

"John...I don't know what to say." 
 

"Why?" I asked, wondering what had happened.
 

"I mean, what are we going to do? I guess it's kind of a nice fantasy to have..."
 

"Beck," I interrupted, wanting to catch that thought. "What is the fantasy? Your fantasy?"
 

She looked down at the table and I could tell she was searching for an answer to the question.
 

"I don't know...I just know that..."
 

I was on the edge of my seat at what I was about to hear. When she looked back up, it seemed like I had lost her yet again.
 

"John, this is weird. I mean, isn't it?"
 

"What's weird about it?"
 

She looked concerned now. "It's weird that we're talking about this. Everyone has fantasies but...just, I don't want anything to get weird if someone hears something they don't expect to hear."
 

My pulse was pounding in my chest again. So there was something there. There was something to it and she did feel something. Something that might upset me. The thought sent a hot sizzle of anxious lust pulsing through me. I had to drag it out of her now. I had to.
 

"Beck, what about what you said? When we met?"
 

She tried to shrug and wave it off, but I knew that there was something there. "I don't know, I guess I just liked that you were watching me, or something."
 

Unperturbed by her hesitation, I just let the words come out. "Would you like it if I watched you with another man?"
 

The question seemed to shock both of us into a silence. We locked eyes and stared at each other, neither of us sure of what to make of what I'd just said.
 

"John," she whispered, her eyes moving back and forth between mine. "What are you saying?"
 

What was I saying? There was no taking it back now.
 

"Look," I began, "I don't know why but ever since I started thinking about it, I haven't been able to stop. When I saw you and Andre walk in through that door together, the way you were laughing, the way you two were together, it made me crazy."
 

"Crazy bad? Or crazy good?" she asked. I could hear her opening to possibility.
 

"That's the thing. Crazy bad and crazy good all at the same time. I just haven't been able to stop thinking about it."
 

She seemed to think on that for a while and I studied her face, trying to read what was happening in her mind. Then, it was like she flicked a switch. We were in the bedroom next, tearing at each others clothes and kissing in a frantic mess of lips and limbs, then falling into bed and into each other.
 

She was eager and ready when I pushed between her thighs, her slit just as soaked as it had been the last time I had been inside her. As I pressed the tip of my cock past the hot folds of her opening, I saw her looking at me intently.
 

A rush of raging lust ran through me with a tremor and I leaned down to whisper in her ear. "Are you thinking of his cock?"
 

"Oh John!" she moaned, her legs spreading wider, her tight slit spreading with them and welcoming me in. I sank into wet heat easily, her pussy coating me in love as my stiffness pressed against her walls. Almost immediately I felt her squeeze me. Looking at her, I saw the hunger there again.
 

"You like this don't you? Thinking of him inside you? Thinking of me watching from across the room?"
 

"Oh fuck John!" she moaned, her body arching up from the bed and pressing into mine. I was just as turned on as she was, thinking of his black cock impaling her, stretching her tightness the way I was now.
 

"What else would you let him do to you?"
 

Her eyes went wide in awe and horror at my invitation. Dirty talk was not a thing we did. My heart raced and I wondered for a second if I'd killed the mood by asking her to participate in the banter. I couldn't have been more wrong.
 

"I'd let him fuck my mouth, John," she said, her eyes filled with zealous lust.
 

I breathed in sharply at the feeling of how hearing her say it cut me inside. Holy fuck! That burning feeling ripped straight through me until I felt it in my toes. Still fucking her, my mind started to wander. What had I started? Was this right? Was this what I wanted? Did I want to hear her say these things?
 

"John," I heard her say and it snapped me from my trance. She held me sweetly in her gaze as my hips thrust into her, pushing her shoulders into the bed. Her eyebrow rose and I tightened again, wondering what she'd say this time. "John, I'd let him fuck me any way he wanted. Would you like that John? Would you like to see him fuck me in the ass?"
 

"Oh fuck," I barely managed to mutter as my cock exploded onto her tight walls. The orgasm gripped me as I spasmed into her, the image of his hand on her back, darkly settling there. 
 

"Fuck don't stop!" she hissed, her body coming up to meet mine, her nails digging into the flesh of my ass. I felt her clutch and tighten, squeeze me again for what she wanted, what would make her body round. As my pleasure faded, I did my best to help her finish hers.
 

As soon as it was over, the peak of it, as soon as we were both coasting down towards exhaustion, I began to wonder. Doubt crept in with fear. What the fuck had I really done? 
 

The way she clung to me made me wonder if I hadn't been a bit too cavalier? Even if I hadn't said it, my body had made its own admission. As I rolled off her and looked at her, it felt like I had set something in motion, something that wouldn't be easily stopped. Should I have kept it to myself? Should I have let it live inside my head and never mentioned anything at all? The sound of her voice shook me from my thoughts.
 

"Are you alright?"
 

No, is what I should have answered. What kind of man enjoys a line of jealous rage with his pleasure? What kind of man would want to see his wife a whore? "I'm fine," I said instead, squeezing out a smile that would barely come.
 

"We don't..." she paused. I saw her picking out her words. "We don't have to do it for real. It's just a fantasy. Right?"
 

Right. But there was purpose in her words now, not just a question. I tried my best to play it off, like I didn't care at all. "I...I think we should get some sleep."
 

She smiled too but it was a terse, unsatisfied smile. Sleep would only bring more questions but at least they wouldn't have to be answered now.
 

"John?"
 

I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.
 

"I love you," came the soft placation. So she knew that not everything was right.
 

"I love you too," I responded. I meant it. I was just a little scared of what it now meant.
 





Chapter 14

 


Dr. and Mrs. Fergus left as quietly as they'd come, on the Monday after four days at our house. They were easy guests who hiked during the day, didn't stay up late and Sam even took them on the boat, though they hadn't come to whale-watch. They told us they enjoyed their stay and that they might be back the next year and that we were good hosts. On Monday we cleaned and did the sheets and I worked on some design that wasn't due for awhile. On Tuesday we were just in the middle of lunch when we heard another knock at the door.
 

"It's probably Sam," I said, brushing at my lips with a napkin before turning around. It was Sam. He just wasn't alone.
 

"Hi-ho there!" he said as I swung the door open to see him standing there with two rather young, rather strapping young men. Fuck. I'd kind of forgotten about that. 
 

"Sam!" I said, staying cheerful while my mind raced as I tried to think of ways I'd explain to Rebecca that we had two guests for two nights.
 

"You forgot, did ya?" Sam asked, a quiet smile spreading across his mouth. 
 

"I..."
 

"Yup. Ya forgot. Tell the missus?"
 

I shook my head and he shook his.
 

"Want us to wait while you do?"
 

"I'm really sorry," I said, looking at the two men. They only shrugged and smiled. "Give me one second."
 

"Who was it?" she asked, looking up from the magazine she'd been reading.
 

"I fucked up."
 

"What? What's wrong? Who was that?"
 

"It was Sam. It's still Sam. He has two guys with him. Fishermen. I told him we could...put them up for a couple of nights. I'm really sorry I forgot to tell you." I cringed inside, waiting for her over-reaction.
 

"Oh. Well that's okay. More money in the middle of the week's not a bad thing, right?"
 

Right. In theory, if I hadn't told him they'd be staying on the house. Didn't seem like the right time to bring it up. I guess my face did the talking.
 

"You told him they could stay for free didn't you?"
 

I shrugged and tried to look as sheepish as I could. She just nodded.
 

"I mean, it's not a problem for me. You're just going to be pretty busy cooking and cleaning for the next two days." Her eyes drifted down as she resumed her reading where she'd left it off.
 

It was actually a better reaction than I could have hoped for.
 

"Okay guys, sorry about that," I said to the three of them as I opened up the door. "Come on in. Everything's fine."
 

"Rebecca!" Sam called out as soon as he was through the door, softening the tension that was hanging in the air. She couldn't help a smile. "That's some husband you gots there, missus!"
 

"Hi Sam," she said, standing up and wrapping her arms around his neck in a hug.
 

She saw them over his shoulder and immediately she changed. If I hadn't known her well I would have missed it because it wasn't obvious. Or maybe it was in my mind. But she seemed to stand a little taller once she'd finished with the hug. Was there more of a pout to her lip? Did her ass always look that round?
 

They took her both in with quick and hungry glances, the way men do whenever they first see a woman. It was less than the blink of an eye before they were both the good little boys their mama's had raised them as, shaking her hand and saying "Good day."
 

"This is Mason. That's Tyler. They're good boys as long as they stay out of the drink. You make sure to have 'em bedded good and early, ya hear? I'll be up around five tomorrow morning to get them on the boat."
 

"Don't you worry Sam," Rebecca offered, casting a lazy glance at the two of them, "we'll have them in ship shape for you."
 

Wink.
 

By now my heart was racing. Why hadn't I thought of this before? Why hadn't I thought of what it would be like now, every time a man was in the house? Would I ever sleep again? Would I have to learn to sleep with one eye open, forever wondering if my wife were still beside me in our bed? Had it really been worth the trouble, revealing how I felt?
 

"Coffee before you go Sam?" she asked casually, sitting back down and smiling at me.
 

"Nah thanks anyways. I've got a few tings to get done on de boat before it gets dark. I'll see ya's tomorrow."
 

That's how he left us. The three of us standing there, Rebecca seated at the table looking at us with a smile.
 

"Well boys," she said and it made me shiver. They weren't that much younger than she was. She didn't call men "boys." It felt so familiar. "John will show you to your rooms. Not sure what we're having for dinner tonight, but whatever it is, I'm sure it'll be good. He's an excellent cook!" Chuckling to herself, she looked down at her magazine and began to read.
 

I was an excellent cook. We had beans, freshly drained of the juices from the can. A side of rice that was only slightly burnt and quesadillas, very burnt, with not enough cheese. And wine. Lots and lots of wine.
 

After a few glasses, the Mason and Tyler felt like old friends. Rebecca's old friends.
 

"So we were standing there, staring at the damn thing and Sam says, 'Poke it with a stick! That always does the trick!"
 

The two men erupted into laughter at Rebecca's punch line and I just sat there watching their eyes. She'd changed for dinner, something that she never did, even after a shower and it took all of my effort not to just stare at her and wonder what she was on about. It's why that stuff was burnt. I just couldn't stop staring at her. At her with them.
 

The further into the wine we got, the more the two of them relaxed and let down their guard. Not that they needed to be guarded around her. They only had to be guarded in front of me, in that way men are when they're paying lip service to another's mate.
 

I would catch their glances, though. I would catch their eyes tracing the outline of her body underneath the tight red shirt she'd donned. There were two of them so it wasn't easy. One would talk me up while the other leered and then they'd switch. Or at least that's what I had myself convinced they did. I did my best to hold in the copious amounts of liquid I'd ingested, but there came a point in the evening where I didn't have a choice but to go to the bathroom. So I left her there with them.
 

As I stood above the toilet, my head spinning slightly as I pissed away at least a few days worth of bookings, I tried to listen to what was going on behind the door. A terrifying thrill crept through me, one I tried to push away. But as it did every time, my cock got the better of my head and instead of flushing and rejoining the party, I eased the door open and crept into the darkened hall.
 

What I thought I was going to find there I had no idea. Did I really think these two men, staying here for free at Sam's request would try to seduce my wife? The thing that scared me most was that somewhere in my mind I hoped they would.
 

An outburst of laughter made me jump back into the shadows. I'd tried to peer around the corner, hoping they were all still facing the other way. When the gentle murmur of their voices resumed, I dared to stick my head out towards the light again, half-hoping I'd be disappointed. and half-hoping I'd be torn to shreds by what I saw.
 

It turned out to be a little bit of both.
 

That now familiar tremor shuddered through me as I saw the two of them on either side of my wife. She was looking back and forth between them, smiling at what they were saying but somewhere in her expression I could see a thin veil of fear barely cloaking her arousal. It wasn't that she was throwing herself onto them. No. It was just the faintest difference from what she was normally like.
 

She sat proudly in her chair, like she couldn't have been more pleased to know that she was the object of these two men's attention. When one or the other of them said something funny, she would throw her head back in a laugh, exposing the soft skin of her perfectly smooth neck, then lean in and touch them on the arm.
 

Not a long touch, or one that made it clear what she was up to, no. Just the slightest touch that could be easily misunderstood. A touch that gave no more consent than her laugh, but one that I could tell was making both of them wired and alert, searching for a clearer sign.
 

I punished myself a bit for standing there and staring. What kind of man was I? Why would I find this arousing? But those questions now seemed tired and there was something much more pressing that needed to be addressed. I was rock hard against my jeans and no matter how many times I told myself I had to, I couldn't tear my eyes away. It wasn't until I saw her puzzled look, then saw her stand, that I realized what she meant to do.
 

As she began to walk towards where I was standing, I dipped back into the shadows, turned and kicked plastic bucket full of empty soda cans to be returned, sending them clattering onto the floor. Adrenaline, the serious kind, took over and I bolted for the bathroom, flushed the toilet, washed my hands and was standing in the hallway with the light on, staring down at my shoes when Rebecca floated into view.
 

"What's going on here?" she asked, smiling a very curious smile.
 

"Oh I'm such an idiot!" I said, sending my hands into the air in mock exasperation, then looking down at the floor. The only thing was, every single soda can was behind me. Really the only way I could have kicked them that way from where I was standing, was if I'd been playing soccer with the bucket and had kicked it with my heel.
 

Her smile warmed as she stared straight at me. Even if she hadn't seen me lurking, I knew she knew exactly what I'd done. "Come on John Forrest. There's something we have to do."
 

"Rebecca?" I asked, grabbing at her as she turned and walked back towards the kitchen, but not catching her in time. Whatever it was she had in mind seemed far too premature. It was one thing to dream of something another thing entirely to have it done to you. There was no stopping her. She was at the table speaking before I could interject.
 

"Boys?" she asked, a hand perched on a suggestively protruding hip.
 

Oh God no. Please no. The words swam in my mind, accelerated by the wine and set churning by my own over-active imagination.
 

"I think it's time to go to bed. If you boys show up smelling like booze tomorrow morning, Sam's going to be pissed."
 

I thought I saw the two of them deflate like blow up dolls, but I couldn't be sure. I knew for certain that I'd almost had a heart attack. I'd never felt my pulse so thundering, so fast. When I looked at her, she was still smiling.
 

That's when I had my realization. I'd never seen her look this happy. I'd never seen her this fulfilled. She was drunk on wine, sure, but just as much she seemed to be drunk on their attention, and mine. As she watched the two of them leave, her eyes turned to me, still smiling, and they seemed to say, "Oh not you, Mr. Forrest. Your evening's just begun."
 

When we'd finally turned out all the lights and set the old dishwasher grinding away, making sure to leave time for the two men to be in their beds, we stumbled drunkenly upstairs, into our room and she pushed me gently so I was sitting on the bed.
 

"So?" she asked, seemingly revelling in my confused arousal at her new found powers.
 

"So?" I countered, not sure what it was she wanted to hear.
 

"Did you do that on purpose?"
 

Purpose? What? "Do what on purpose?" I asked, genuinely confused.
 

"Not tell me about them? Not tell me that they were coming?"
 

Oh shit. "Rebecca no," I sputtered, waving my hands at her to try and explain, "I honestly forgot that Sam had said anything about them until they showed up at the door."
 

The way she laughed softly, throwing her head back and touching the back of her fingers to her neck, made me painfully aware of the fact that she was completely unconvinced by my explanation.
 

"You'll have to be a better liar than that Mr. Forrest, if you want to fool the likes of me."
 

I began to panic. That was the thing, I wasn't lying and I in no way wanted her to think I was. "Rebecca," I began, trying to swim through the thick liquid of my own drunkenness so I could sound more convincing. She was on her knees in front of me before I could say another word.
 

"I think," she purred, pulling at my zipper. "I think you set this whole thing up, John Forrest." The coy smile playing along her lips made it abundantly clear that that was exactly what she thought.
 

"Rebecca, please, you have to believe me," I said, shaking my head in the vain hope that that would help my cause.
 

"I believe this," she said as she sprang my stiff cock free from the oppression of my jeans.
 

I opened my mouth to speak again, to try another tack but what could I say? My body had betrayed me again and before I could think of another word to mutter, her lips sank down around my head, her eyes boring straight into the hottest part of me making me flex even harder in her mouth.
 

There was a part of me that wanted to push her off. There was a part of me that wanted to take her in my arms, to explain to her that this wasn't the way she thought it was, that it was a mistake. A part of me that wanted to make sure she knew the truth. The real truth. 
 

Then there was the other part. The part that actually did all the thinking. The part she had just started teasing with her tongue.
 

I felt that hot muscle as it worked its way around me, gliding up and down my stiffened length, tasting me and making the cum start to pool at the base of my cock already. I stared, awe-struck, at the seductress that had me so misunderstood and understood me completely at the same time. When she pulled off of me, she did it with a throaty groan.
 

"Are you thinking of me with Tyler's cock in my mouth?" she teased, hooking her fingers under the red shirt she was wearing and pulling it over her head in one swift motion.
 

Well, I hadn't been. But I was now.
 

I watched her beautiful breasts bounce out from beneath the fabric, watched her toss it on the floor, then sink her face back down onto me, taking me as deeply as she could until I felt the back of her throat.
 

"Oh fuck Beck, careful..." I said as I felt her fingers on my balls. That didn't help matters. She looked up at me with big eyes and pulling her mouth off my cock, gurgled and gagged as she came off.
 

"Why don't we give you a little break?" she smiled and winked at me again.
 

I was immobilized completely, mesmerized watching her strip out of the tight pants she'd been wearing. She bent over and peeled them off, staring at me and giving me a perfect view of the roundness of her ass. My cock bounced at the sight of it, making her smile even wider. 
 

She crawled up onto me and I felt the wet heat of her pussy press against my head. My body reacted as I felt my hips push up, eager to sink into the delicious slit. But Rebecca had other plans.
 

Crawling up my body, I felt her trailing wetness along my stomach, then my chest and as she came up to my shoulders, I realized what she wanted me to do.
 

I'd thought of this so often, this very thing! My wife, taking charge, hungry to fuck but hungrier to feel my mouth on her sex. Now, here I was a raging mess of testosterone and conflicted feelings, wondering whether I should, or even could, still push her away and explain. But as she parted the soft lips of her pussy, revealing the hot pink flesh of her stiff clit, I knew the answer and I knew I wouldn't do any such thing.
 

As she sank down onto me, I saw her watching herself, watching as the lips between her legs met my mouth. Her juices soaked into my mouth, the sweet tang of her pussy making my cock lurch and my abdomen tighten. Ignoring every apprehension, I pushed myself into her hole.
 

Oh fuck how sweet she tasted. I savoured every drop of her as her fluids ran down my tongue and into the back of my throat. She moaned. Her hips pushed forward, then back again and I felt her grab a handful of my hair in a fist. Her every movement filled with intense determination, she ground herself onto my face.
 

I cupped the two round orbs of flesh at her ass in my hands. This, feeling her use me like this, made me more aroused than anything she'd ever done. She pushed herself back again, pulling me out of that wet heat until she found my tongue with her taut nub and began to grind again.
 

Her head swung back as the pleasure of me on her clit filled her body with sensation. My cock was stiff as a flagpole, I craved to be deep inside her again but nothing could compare to the way she was using me as if I was her toy. I never wanted it to end.
 

I felt it start in her thighs. A gentle shake that pressed against my cheeks. She spread her legs a little wider, sinking down onto me, letting me press her clit harder against her flesh. I lapped furiously at her, hoping she was feeling just a fraction of the pleasure this was giving me.
 

"Oh fuck yes..." she breathed, looking down at me again, buried beneath her cunt. Then I heard a soft and high pitched mewling sound come from her lips as her body readied for release. My tongue was burning, my jaw tired but I couldn't stop. I couldn't stop staring at the beautiful creature that had mounted me, pinned me down and used me for her own desire. Another second and she was grinding even harder, her hips swinging back and forth in time with my insistent tongue.
 

I'd never seen her come that hard. Her face twisted into a beautiful agony as her whole body shook on top of me, smothering me, it seemed, beneath her cunt. And still I didn't stop, my tongue flailing wildly at her as I watched the climax crest, burst inside her and then felt its hot intensity as it spilled inside my mouth. 
 

She came down from it quickly and thank God because I felt like I might suffocate. Pulling herself off of my face, she crawled back down my body and I felt her hot opening touch my cock again. 
 

I swelled and groaned as she surrounded me with that liquid heat, sinking onto me and pulling me deep inside herself again. As she started to ride me, her lips twisted into sin. Leaning low, until her nipples touched my chest, I could tell what was coming next.
 

"You want to see them put their cocks inside me?" she asked, her innocent voice still dripping lust.
 

"Fuck," I breathed, trying not to think of what that would be like. Again, my body spoke for me as I hardened in her sheath.
 

"Yeah? You like that, don't you? Thinking of those big cocks stuffed inside me? All you can do is watch?"
 

Fuck. I didn't like it. But I did. I couldn't hide how hard I was or how soon I would come. I looked into her eyes, hoping there would be something there that would tell me she was just playing, that this was just a sexy game and not the real deal. Nothing there but desire. For what though? That part I couldn't tell.
 

"Come on baby, fuck that seed into me. You want to see them come inside me don't you? You want to see them fill my pussy up with cum?"
 

The image flashed through my mind. Rebecca on her back, her legs curling around the shape between them. Not my shape. His. Her hands running along his muscled back, her mouth whispering the same words, begging for his load as his body flexed between her thighs.
 

"Ungh..." I grunted the guttural sound as I felt the cum race through my shaft and blast into her womb. The last thing I could see before I closed my eyes was her smile of satisfaction. In the darkness as I drove myself into her depths, I felt her fingers play along my lips as if she owned them. As if she knew I was really hers now.
 

My body shuddered and shook off the rest of the orgasm, my eyes sprang open to see her still there. Still smiling. With the clarity that comes with release, I rolled her off me to one side and propped myself up beside her. She smiled a little wider and her lips still tasted sweet, like wine.
 

"Rebecca," I said, trying not to sound hurried or crazy. But I had to get it out. "Rebecca, don't fall asleep. I need to talk to you."
 

She opened her eyes, the lids had started getting lazy already.
 

"I'm cold," she whispered and I felt her shudder. Pulling covers up, I pressed my lips to hers again and kissed.
 

"Rebecca you have to know. I didn't do it on purpose. I really did forget to tell you about those guys."
 

There was nothing reassuring about her smile. "Did you forget to kick that trash can over the right way too?" she teased, as if she thought she knew the truth.
 

It felt like falling. There was nothing to grab onto. I had to come clean.
 

"Okay, I was watching you from around the corner," I began, trying to keep calm.
 

"Were you?" Her tone annoyed me. I needed her to be serious now.
 

"I was but..."
 

Her eyes snapped open. "But what, John Forrest? But what?"
 

But what, John Forrest? But what? Suddenly I didn't know whose game this was anymore, hers or mine? Of course I had been watching and of course I had started this whole thing rolling but now it felt like I needed it to stop.
 

"Rebecca, I don't want you to fuck anyone else. I don't want that." The seriousness with which I said it took even me by surprise. It got her sober attention too.
 

"John," she said, her brow furrowing, clouds before a storm.
 

"I just...this is just a game, right?"
 

Her whole expression changed, like I'd hit exactly the wrong note, said exactly the wrong thing, betrayed her trust and left her out in the cold.
 

"John how could you...I was just trying to...I thought you liked it when I talked like that."
 

I thought I saw the flicker of a tear form in the corner of her eye, right before she turned and curled the other way, her back to me.
 

"Beck," I started, softer now that I knew I'd fucked up. "I just wanted to make sure."
 

She turned around and now there was only a cold, hard stare where before there had been nothing but playful warmth. "Of course I'm not going to fuck your fisherman friends you asshole. But thanks for thinking I'm that much of a slut."
 

She rolled back around and pulled the covers up and over her ears.
 

My heart sank. What in the fuck was wrong with me? She'd been having fun. We'd been having fun. What had I done? What in the fuck had I done?
 





Chapter 15

 


The wind was bitterly cold for mid-May the next morning. Rebecca was still sleeping when the alarm sounded at four thirty and I smashed it quiet with my palm, getting out of bed as softly as I could.
 

Our two guests were already in the kitchen making coffee as I stumbled down bleary-eyed and only nodded a "Good morning" as I set about preparing eggs. They ate in silence, forks and knives scraping along plates and the sound of toast crunching the only sound pushing back against the wind outside.
 

When Sam got there he didn't bother knocking, knowing one or the other of us would probably still be asleep. "Surf's up boys," he whispered as the men got ready with their gear. "You keep these two good an' sober last night?" he said, one eye cocked.
 

I breathed a long, deep sigh and that was all the answer he needed.
 

"An hour on the waves out der should cure dat!" he grinned, as the three of them shuffled through the door. I was left with a pile of dirty plates and nothing to do but wait until Rebecca woke up. Crawling under a blanket on the couch I tried to sleep but the gnawing, nagging feeling of what was going to come wouldn't let me close my eyes. I had just started to drift when I heard her footsteps coming down the stairs.
 

"Hey," I greeted from the couch, watching her rub her sleepy eyes open.
 

"Hey," she answered, her voice sounding way too nonchalant for what had happened last night. "Thanks for getting up. I didn't even hear the alarm."
 

A felt a hope unfurl inside my chest. I had expected her to be much more upset. Had she forgotten? Had she been that drunk?
 

"How did you sleep," I probed, wondering if maybe I'd just made a mistake.
 

"Great actually," she said with a funny little smile. "But John..."
 

Uh oh. Okay, this was going to be it. "Yeah?"
 

"We should probably stop drinking so much."
 

One very deep sigh.
 

"Yeah..."
 

As she shuffled towards the coffee, I sat there weighing options. I could just leave it, right? If she really didn't remember, I could just leave it and not say anything, start fresh, pretend like it never happened and play my cards a little smarter this time?
 

I almost managed to convince myself. Almost.
 

"Beck," I threw the blanket off and walked over to where she was standing, steaming mug in hand. "Do you remember last night?"
 

The giggle she emitted made me realize that she only remembered part of it.
 

"Of course I do silly. It was nice."
 

Well, maybe there was no reason to remind her of exactly what happened.
 

"Can we talk?"
 

She narrowed her eyes and looked at the clock, obviously realizing it was serious. "Now?"
 

"Now. Please? It's important."
 

She nodded. A serious, earnest nod, then sat down at the table, ready to hear what I had to say.
 

It was time to come clean.
 

"I just want to say this because..." I drifted off, part of my resolve flagging, my mind not wanting to dig out the words. But I knew if we were going to do this, this was the only way. "I want to say this because I feel like things might get complicated if I don't."
 

She was really listening. She reached a hand across the table and put it on my arm.
 

"How do you actually feel? About this thing?" I asked.
 

She looked into her mug, as if there were answers there, and sighed. When she looked back up, I could tell it was no longer just a game. 
 

"I don't want this to break things. To break us."
 

"God Beck, neither do I. That's the last thing I want."
 

She eyed me with a cautious look, like she was scared of what she was about to say. "If I tell you something, will you..." she paused, thinking. "That's not fair," she said finally.
 

"What's not?"
 

"I was going to make you promise that things wouldn't change if I said what I'm about to say. That's not fair. Sometimes things change. We just have to be good at changing with them, right?"
 

That made a whole lot of sense.
 

"Right."
 

"So here's the thing. You seem to love this. You seem to be really into it as a fantasy, right?"
 

"Right."
 

"But sometimes fantasies are just better left inside your head. Sometimes if you get to have them in real life they change, they're not what you thought they would be, they're bigger, weirder, scarier, right?"
 

"Right, I guess but..."
 

"What I'm saying, John, is that I don't want what happened last night to happen in real life. I don't want to do something we can't take back to come between us. We have too good of a life, too much love to let that happen. I don't want to fall asleep again, feeling the way I did last night."
 

Oh. So she did know.
 

"You remember that?" I asked. She rolled her eyes. And smiled.
 

"John, of course I remember. I don't just pass out and forget things like you. I'm not man."
 

"You're not pissed?"
 

"I was. I was last night. When I woke up this morning, I realized how lucky we were that it happened that way. That it happened between just the two of us and not with someone else involved. We can take it back, pretend it never happened and move on with our lives. I don't think it would be that easy if...you know. If it had been for real?"
 

Damn. She was smart.
 

There was something else though. Something gnawing at the back of my mind.
 

"What about you?"
 

"What about me?"
 

"I mean, don't you want this too?"
 

She thought for a moment. "Not as bad as you, it seems. I could go without."
 

I wasn't sure if that hurt or helped. But I wasn't sure about much anymore.
 

"But it turns you on?"
 

"Sure it does," she shrugged and sipped her coffee.
 

As soon as she'd said it, I got all revved up again. In a good way.
 

"Why?"
 

And as soon as I said it, I realized that this had been what I'd wanted to know all along. Not just about myself. About her.
 

I watched her staring back into that coffee for a while, until she looked at me again. "Because of your attention. Because you look at me differently than every day. You...need me more, or something? I want to say it better than that, but it's kind of hard to say."
 

"I need you all the time," I offered, only to try and help her explain.
 

She smiled, a knowing smile at my mind trick. "Yeah. I know. But these last few times...it's like, something about your jealousy makes it more real. Stronger."
 

Adrenaline travelled through my body again as I heard her say the word.
 

"Don't get upset, John, please?"
 

"I'm not," I answered, too quickly for it to be true.
 

"Come on. I know you. I know you're stewing in the tiny head of yours. No games right now, right?"
 

She was right. She was right to call me out about it too.
 

"Okay. No games."
 

"You do get jealous, right?"
 

I nodded, not sure of what to say.
 

"But it's not angry jealous, is it?"
 

"It's not only that," I said, looking out the window.
 

"What is it?" she asked, her voice gentle.
 

"It's...it's just...there's something about other men, seeing you in that way. The way they look at you, their eyes make you into sex."
 

She smiled a little smile.
 

"You know what I think?" she asked.
 

"What?"
 

"I think we should just leave this. For now, I mean. Let's just leave it for now and if it comes back or we're thinking about it more we can talk it through again?"
 

I didn't want to do that. I didn't want to leave this new found heat behind. But I knew that she was right. The best thing to do was wait. We could always have more fun. Once we'd had it though, we couldn't take it back.
 





Chapter 16

 


That was not that, though. Because a few weeks later, after Mason and Tyler had left and our next guests had arrived a message came. Just a gentle reminder that things were not the way we'd left them.
 

I'm not quite sure why I decided to revisit the page where I'd put up the ad. For the few days, even after our talk, I'd felt good about everything, like we'd made the right decision and could move on, at least for the time being.
 

But soon enough that same old voice began to whisper in my mind, poking me as I tried to go about my day. 
 

Come on, John. Just a peek?
 

I tried to wrestle with it. I tried to silence it with exercise, then booze, we even had mediocre sex a few times, but it just wouldn't go away. As I worked, as I ate, it would quietly harass me, willing me to bend. Finally, realizing this would probably always be a thing for me, this obsession, no matter whether we indulged it or not, I slipped back into an old habit and went back to the site where I'd left the ad.
 

My pulse quickened as soon as the page popped up. I hadn't been staring as intently this time, not expecting anything there, but the little red icon in the top right corner caught my eye right away.
 

It was strange because I hadn't logged onto the page in weeks. I'd taken the ad down so no one else would respond. Had someone seen my profile and just decided to message me? With fresh adrenaline coursing through me, I clicked the little envelope, staring hard at the screen. The subject of the message made me shake a little.
 

Lookin' good. When are we doing this?
 

Looking good. Who looked good? With a trembling hand I clicked and opened up the body of the message and what I saw there took my breath away.
 

The familiar shape of Rebecca's body, positioned in such a way that all her curves were on display was attached to the previous sent message. For a moment, I panicked. Had I sent this in a drunken stupor? But I had never seen this picture of my wife! The realization of what must have happened began to dawn on me slowly.
 

She had seen the ad. She'd seen it that day I left myself logged in. Not only had she seen it, she'd replied. My mind raced backwards frantically, trying to piece together where we'd been on our journey then. Had we talked about any of this yet? Had she known what I was thinking yet? Or had she just put it together from seeing the ad?
 

Suddenly it didn't matter. What mattered was that this proved, in my mind at least, that without a shadow of a doubt she wanted this. She wanted this as much as I did. The excitement of that was something I could barely control.
 

I switched the screen to our booking calendar and looked a few weeks ahead. There was plenty of time in the middle of the week but should I do this? Should I do it now, without even asking her? The question tugged and tore at my insides. I knew what I wanted, or I thought I did, but what would she say? How would Rebecca react to all of this?
 

We all do things we feel like we might regret later sometimes. I suppose I felt that way about this. There was definitely a voice in my head saying, "You know John, you really should think this through." At that moment thought, I didn't care. I didn't care to think about where this would lead us or what the future would bring. I cared only about the surge of excitement I got at thinking about her with a stranger between her thighs.
 

Picking a date, I typed it into the reply box below the message and still shaking slightly, clicked "Send."
 

Another deep breath. I'd been taking a lot of those. I wondered for a second whether I should leave the window with the message open and quickly realized I had no choice. After what we'd talked about, I had to make sure Rebecca knew. I had to make sure it was as obvious as possible that this was what I wanted, that this was what I craved. I turned off the monitor, leaving myself logged in and slightly terrified.
 

As soon as I went downstairs and saw her cooking, I was assaulted by the same visceral craving for her I'd felt when I saw her with Andre, or when I'd imagined her with Sam's fishing friends. I wanted her, needed her more than ever and I could barely contain the desire. Coming up behind her, I nuzzled into her neck, trying not to touch my stiffness to her ass.
 

"Hey!" she giggled and squealed, dropping the wooden spoon she'd been stirring with onto the floor. "What's up with you?"
 

I backed away, leaned against the counter and eyed her shapely form. "Just want to make sure you know I love you," I said, smiling.
 

"Okay," she replied, looking a little puzzled at the sudden affection.
 

I was overcome by a warmth, a loving feeling for her and I just wanted to hold her there in the kitchen, close to me and tell her what I'd done. At that moment our guests walked in the front door, followed by Sam. Rebecca looked at them and waved.
 

"How was it?"
 

"Spectacular!" Edna Simpson replied. "We saw three whales! This is the loveliest vacation we've taken in a long time! We're going to recommend it to all our friends! I must go to the bathroom!" Removing her shoes, she flapped her way up the stairs followed by her decidedly more sullen husband who grumbled a greeting before they both disappeared in the stairwell. 
 

Sam walked up and took a seat at the counter. "How's she goin' buddy?"
 

"She's going just fine Sam," I replied, nodding.
 

"Hi Sam!" Rebecca said, "Good day out there?"
 

"Oh it was fair. Little choppy but that bothered the mister more than it did the missus. I gotta say this was some idea ye had. Hell, that's no work at all. Just take the boat out and drive it around a bit. See some whales? Great. No whales? File it under 'not my problem' and tell 'em better luck next time."
 

"But who'd want to go out in that leaky old bucket and look at fish?" I mocked.
 

"Well it did seem pretty preposterous to me at the time you said it but now I see that you were, indeed, right. So there you have it."
 

"John, can you stir this for me? I'll be right back," Rebecca asked. 
 

I took a spoon and began making circles in the pasta sauce. "You want a coffee Sam?"
 

"Nah! I'll make some dinner at home and have one after."
 

"You're welcome to stay for dinner if you want? Rebecca's made plenty."
 

Sam leaned a little before asking. "To be honest, I've had a bit too much of Edna today. She's a chatterbox, that one is. I think I'll just spend the night at home."
 

"Suit yourself."
 

"Yeah. I'll be on my way." He pushed the stool he'd been sitting on back and stood up. "You keep booking those fishing vacations though, you hear? That money talks good and loud!"
 

"Will do, Sam. Will do."
 

I stirred the sauce in silence for a while after he'd left, tasting it once or twice. Rebecca really was getting better and better in the kitchen. Her arms around my waist made me jump and drop the spoon and I spun around as she pressed herself against me.
 

"Hey!" You scared me!" I almost yelled. She looked up at me with the kindest smile.
 

Immediately I wondered if she'd seen what I had done.
 

"I love you John Forrest. Very much."
 

I smiled back and cocked me head. "I love you too, my beautiful wife."
 

She pressed herself against my chest and we stayed like that until the smell of burning sauce made us both leap to action to save the night.
 





Chapter 16

 


"So what do you want for your birthday?"
 

I turned to see her standing in the doorway of the bathroom wearing nothing but a t-shirt, leaning against the frame, her body curved in a seductive pose. I felt my cock rise at the sight of her and smiled a complicit smile.
 

"What did you have in mind?"
 

"Well," she began, walking towards the bed, her hips a mesmerizing pendulum, I couldn't help but watch. "I thought that maybe..." She trailed off as she leaned down and crawled beneath the sheets.
 

"Yes?" I had some inkling of what she was thinking.
 

"I was kind of thinking of a surprise."
 

"Oh really?" I replied, playing coy. My cock had stiffened almost fully now in anticipation of what she was hinting at. "What's the surprise?"
 

"Well it wouldn't be much of a surprise if I told you, would it?" she giggled.
 

I laughed because she obviously wanted me to dig. "Okay. I guess I'll just have to wait and seen then." She frowned a little, obviously disappointed. that I hadn't tried a little harder.
 

"Are you sure you don't want to know?"
 

I did, but the game was kind of fun. "Does that mean you want to tell me?"
 

She huffed a little, a serious little huff that sounded like I wasn't playing the game by her rules. "John!"
 

"What?!? Do you want me to know or don't you?"
 

"Well, I just thought we could talk about it a little. I don't want..."
 

I could feel her mood starting to sour. Realizing I was losing a chance at a pleasant evening, I changed my course. "Hey, I'm sorry. I want to know. I really thought you wanted to surprise me."
 

"Well I wouldn't have told you about it if I really wanted it to be a surprise. Besides, I think we need to talk about this some more. Before it happens?"
 

"Okay," I pushed myself up on my elbows, put down the book I'd been reading and put on my best listening face. "Shoot."
 

She was tentative, but a little more open than she'd been a few moments ago. "I just want to make sure. You left that window open so I could see it, right?"
 

Excitement flooded through me as I realized she was talking about what I wanted her to be talking about. "Yes," I answered firmly.
 

"So, you want to try this?"
 

"Yes," I replied, not faltering in my resolve.
 

She bit her lip and smiled, obviously as excited about it as I was. "You're sure?"
 

This was it. I could still back out. The adrenaline that was rushing through me wouldn't let me though. "I'm sure."
 

"Okay," she said, bouncing up to sitting and clapping her hands together. "Here's the first part. Andre called. He wants to come back. Middle of next week. What do you think?"
 

A nervous energy gripped me at her words. If she was saying what I thought she was saying, she wanted it to be him. She wanted it to be with him. "You want this?" My voice shook from nerves and desire.
 

"Only if you do, Mr. Forrest," she cooed, walking two fingers up my chest.
 

The excitement in her eyes made me almost as nervous as my own. How much was she going to enjoy this? How much was she looking forward to it? As much as me? More? If more, why?
 

Her eyes narrowed, as if she were trying to peer deeper into me. "John, if you're having second thoughts.."
 

"No." I put a hand on her arm and locked eyes with her. "No, Beck. I'm not."
 

A smile lit up her face again. "In that case, I thought that we could maybe do a little practice run? You know, so you're ready for your surprise?"
 

"What did you have in mind?" 
 

The truth was it didn't matter what she had in mind. I was already stiff as a board and anything would have done just fine. "Wait!" I said as her fingers dipped under the covers, searching for my cock. "What about the second part? The second part of my surprise?"
 

She shook her head gently. "Unh-unh. If the first part goes well, I'll give you the second part but I'm not telling you what it is."
 

That didn't matter either. As soon as her fingers found my cock, as soon as she wrapped her warm hand around my flesh I didn't care about any surprises but the one I was about to get.
 

"So Mr. Forrest?" she purred, slipping down under the covers beside me, "what are we going to do about your first surprise?"
 

"What do you mean?" I whispered, breathless at her touch and not wanting to deal with details now.
 

"I mean," she said slowly, her fingers gently gliding along the skin of my cock, making me bounce. "I want to know what exactly it is you'd like me to do for you?"
 

A surge of blood rushed from my brain to my cock then back up to my cheeks as I realized what she was implying. "Beck," I began, looking away, unable to look her in the eye, embarrassed at what she wanted me to say. "I can't just..."
 

"Oh, you can't?" she interrupted with a toying pout. "Well I guess you'll just have to tell me what you like."
 

She pulled my underwear off together with the covers, then pulled her shirt off above her head. I gasped at the beautiful sight of her perfect breasts. She leaned down over me, grazing the head of my cock with her lips as her fingers wrapped around the base again.
 

"Would you like me to do this to him?" she whispered, then immediately sank down onto my length, pushing me into her until her chin was at my balls and I was clutching at the sheets with my fingers.
 

The thought of it, the thought of him sitting on a bed, my wife taking his girth in her mouth, swallowing as much of him as she could into her throat made me tremble and flex with desire. I couldn't help but stare at her as she moved her head slowly from side to side and I felt the gentle flexing of the muscles in her neck around my head. 
 

Suddenly, Rebecca vanished in my mind, replaced by this wanton, willing slut that had taken her place.
 

I heard her choke and gag right before she came off me. When she looked up there were tears starting to form in her eyes, her mascara starting to run with them down her cheeks. She breathed long, heavy breaths and as she stared straight at me, she cracked a crooked smile.
 

"Would you like that Mr. Forrest?" she asked again, spit and bile dripping from her lip onto her chin.
 

It almost felt like I wasn't in control of myself. I didn't have the space to think about it really. So I nodded "yes."
 

She leaned in, licked the length of my shaft, trailing her tongue with her hand, then bent onto me and started covering me in kisses. As she stroked me, she crawled up my body, nibbling at my nipples, nuzzling into my neck until she found my earlobe with her mouth and bit it gently.
 

Something inside me, a curiosity, rose along with my arousal. I plunged my hand between her legs and onto her soft flesh.
 

She was sopping wet.
 

"Oh John," she moaned, a quiet, private moan. "Can he put his hands on my pussy just like that?"
 

I pushed her back, just a touch. I wanted to see that look in her eyes again. When I did, it was intoxicating. Again, I nodded, "yes."
 

"Oh John, fuck me John!" she whispered, urgent now and filled with lust. She crawled on top of me again and taking me in hand, we both watched as she sank her tender pussy down onto my rigid shaft.
 

Again, cum pooled instantly in my balls, my cock already ready for release even before she started riding. My hands grabbed at her tender breasts, bringing each of them up to my mouth so I could play with the stiff pink skin of her nipples with my tongue.
 

I felt her arms wrap around my neck, felt her urgency to finish, but I wanted more. It was time to test my little whore.
 

"Get on your knees," I asked, doing my best to growl.
 

From the way her eyes popped open, I must have done something right. She scrambled off me in an instant, swung around to face the end of the bed revealing those two precious, tight little holes of hers. She was staring back at me now, in a sort of wide-eyed wonder, as if she couldn't quite believe what she'd unleashed.
 

I grabbed the pillows, shoved them under her belly then pressed my hand on her back, ploughing her face into the mattress. She gasped a little gasp of disbelief but couldn't help herself staring at what would happen next.
 

I ran one hand up and down her sweetly soaked little slit a few times before bringing it up to my mouth for a taste. The delicious scent of her filled my nostrils as her juices spread across my tongue. When she squirmed below me, her body in need of me again, I knew what part of her would get my attention next.
 

As I pressed my fingers back against her cunt, I lowered my mouth slowly towards her tightly puckered bottom hole. I didn't know if it had always been untouched but it had always been untouched by me and this was something I had secretly dreamed of since the day we'd met. With my fingers spinning softly around her clit, I sank my lips down onto her ass and felt her squeeze it as I touched her with my tongue.
 

She moaned a long, low moan of guilty pleasure as I played along her ring. I pushed my tip inside her, ran it up and down that tender place I'd never tasted, savouring every moment, every inch of her forbidden flesh. I felt her pussy start to clench as my hand kept sliding in between her thighs. Her wetness running down my fingers, I pushed my tongue inside again, savouring her musk.
 

"Oh fuuuuck!" she squealed. I couldn't help myself, I was desperate to be inside her. Abandoning her clit, I spread her pussy open and pushed two of my fingers inside. My arm started pumping as fast as my hips would have if it had been my cock I'd buried in that cunt. I felt the softness of her walls, her muscles clenching as I pushed a third finger into that tight hole. Curling them down, I found a spot I'd always dreamed to find.
 

Her body reacted immediately. Her legs shot open and her hands curled into fists, clutching at the sheets as I looked down the length of her perfect legs to see her toes curling in and out.
 

"Oh John! Oh John! Oh John!" the bursts came, three in quick succession. My own need was rising almost uncontrollably but I wasn't about to leave her there like that. With my muscles burning I forged ahead, hoping she would find her climax soon. I didn't have to wait long.
 

With a scream I'd never heard her make, I felt a sudden burst of hot, clear liquid up my arm. Her body was thrashing wildly beneath me, so wildly that I could barely stay inside. As more of her juices sprayed from the gap between my fingers and her lips, I pulled myself out and found the softness of her clit.
 

Thick spurts of her cum shot from her flexing pussy as I rubbed her frantically, my mouth still eating at her ass. She shook and screamed and writhed and cried until I felt that she couldn't take my touch anymore.
 

Frantic for my own release, I clambered up her limp body, spreading her cheeks and revealing the still throbbing open hole of her cunt. I drove the head of my cock into those sweet, pink lips, thrusting my shaft deep inside her over and over until I felt the pleasure welling, felt that strained agony tugging at the muscles of my face and finally felt the hot rush of seed through my shaft as my cum burst deep into her willing cunt.
 

Another long desired fetish made me pull myself from her in mid-ejaculation. At the height of my climax, I took myself in hand and pumped as thick ropes of my own hot cum sprayed across the beautiful roundness of her ass. Having claimed her as mine, I collapsed next to her, exhausted on the bed.
 

Something wonderful happened then, as I lay there staring at my well-used wife. The doubt and fear and dread and jealousy tried to push their way between us again but without a second thought I brushed them away, pulled myself close to Rebecca and smiled at her instead.
 

She smiled. A tired, happy smile.
 

"Well?" she asked softly. "Still want your surprise?"
 

I kissed her gently on the cheek. "You bet."
 





Chapter 17

 


Andre seemed as happy to see us as we were excited to see him. We'd filled the day with busy work but mostly just trying to distract ourselves from what lay ahead. When I saw Sam Fisher drop him off again, my heart jumped a little in my chest.
 

"There's no turning back now," I heard Rebecca's wicked whisper from behind me and couldn't help but smile.
 

"There's always turning back."
 

"I'm just teasing...don't you remember..."
 

"I remember," I said, interrupting and turning to face her, "but I want you to know you can always turn back."
 

She smiled and pecked me on the cheek. "You too."
 

Welcoming Andrew felt like welcoming an old friend. Even though he knew nothing about what had transpired between me and Rebecca, he played it like nothing had ever happened. Like he hadn't tried to kiss my wife.
 

The thought sent a chill through me, not because I hated him for it, but because of what could have happened if she'd done it, if they'd done anything more together, before we'd hashed this whole thing out.
 

Rebecca set herself immediately to making drinks while I took his suitcase up the stairs, setting it in the same room where he'd stayed when last we'd seen him. When I came back down, they were already half a glass into their whisky soda's and I had begun to feel the first tremor's of nervous desire.
 

"John! Join us!" Andre called to me, as if it were he that was the man of this house and not me. I should have been the wrong kind of jealous. I should have reacted to this making himself at home in my abode, soon to make himself at home inside my wife. But the thought only excited me. His ignorance of what was going on, of what we'd planned, excited me even more. Glancing at Rebecca, I could see how it excited her too.
 

"You fix that door yet?"
 

I felt the blood drain from my face and I stole another glance at my wife to make sure she'd heard what I'd heard. How on earth did he remember? Worse yet, what if he insisted that we change his room? We hadn't thought of this, we didn't have a backup plan. That door, the one that wouldn't close was our only way to make this happen.
 

"Shit Andre, I'm sorry," I said, acting as disappointed. as I could. "It's not just because I'm a lazy bastard, I promise. We've been so busy I just completely forgot. Nobody's complained and, well, you know how it is. I'll go move your suitcase right now though and put a fresh set of sheets on the..."
 

Rebecca was standing perfectly still. Her mouth was open. Her eyes were wide. She looked as unconvinced that my bluff would work as I felt. Andre waved his giant hand.
 

"Don't you worry about it for another second," he reassured me with a smile. 
 

"Oh Andre, are you sure?" Rebecca interjected, having shaken off her stupor.
 

"I was just joking with you two anyways. Don't give it a second thought. It's my silly sense of humour."
 

He'd been looking at her as he spoke this time and I caught the way his eyes floated quickly up and down her body. No doubt he was hoping to pick up with her where he'd left off, maybe coax her into something more than just a kiss this time. His anticipation seemed to lend an even more electric feeling to the air inside the house and the three of us were soon a few drinks in with wine breathing for the roast.
 

The wind was calm outside and we could hear the cormorant out over the water, searching for their prey
Andre got more tipsy over dinner. Rebecca and I cast each other tense glances. I tried my best to keep a balance of my own intoxication and lucidity, but as the evening wore on, I found the wine and then the scotch going to my head. When there was finally a lull in conversation, it just felt like the right moment and I stood up and started clearing away the plates.
 

"Oh John," Andre complained, his large, dark frame swaying slightly in his chair. "You're not making us go to bed already are you? I came out here for a good time!"
 

I waved away his worry, my heart already pounding in my chest. "No, no, you guys stay up," I said, turning and opening the dishwasher, then bending down to start filling it with plates.
 

A sudden silence filled the room and it took every ounce of will for me not to turn around and look to see what was happening. Was he looking at her? Was she looking at him? Or was she looking away, knowing that his eyes were on her?
 

The tension seemed to evaporate as I turned back around, but it had been unmistakeable. My fantasy was about to come true.
 

"You sure you don't want to stay for one more drink my friend?" Andre asked, grinning at me.
 

I smiled. I wondered what he thought of me. The man who left his wife with wolves. "That's the problem," I answered, "I'd love to. But tomorrow me knows I'd hate today me if I did. You guys have a good time though, okay?"
 

I put my hand on Andre's shoulder and gave it a squeeze. Then I bent down and kissed Rebecca on the cheek. I wanted to look into her eyes, tell her I loved her and kiss her on the lips but he was right there. But the way she brushed my arm with her finger, I knew she was thinking the same thing.
 

"Good night sweetie. I'll be up soon," she said, smiling.
 

I walked out of the kitchen and towards the staircase. I made a big deal of going up the stairs and closing the door to the bedroom but staying in the hall. I couldn't hear what they were saying, just muffled voices coming from downstairs. When I heard chairs start to move I panicked a bit, but realized they were going outside for a cigarette instead of coming up the stairs. This was my chance.
 

As soon as I heard the door close I went back downstairs. I knew where Rebecca smoked behind the house, behind the pantry. There was a tiny window there that if I pressed myself up against the wall, I could just see where she was standing. Moving into the dark space, I held my breath and listened.
 

The wind was still outside and if I stayed completely quiet, I could hear their voices coming through the wall.
 

"It's much less windy than it was last time I was here!" I heard Andre rumble. Pushing my head against the wall I could just make the two of them out as they stood facing each other, puffing away.
 

Rebecca just nodded and turned to look out towards the darkness of the ocean. I watched him, watching her and it sent a surge of excitement through me. For a moment, a wave of worry washed through me. What if he didn't take the bait? As soon as I saw him drop his half smoked cigarette on the ground and mash it with his heel, I knew I had nothing to worry about.
 

He touched her on the arm. She turned to look up at him towering over her. Her eyes were wide and nothing she did with her body resisted his touch.
 

"So you've given my proposal some thought then?" he asked before leaning towards her. 
 

I could barely keep my breath quiet. I'd never felt such an intense rush of jealousy and pleasure at the same time. Rebecca, my wife, was about to let this man fuck her.
 

She closed her eyes as he leaned in, his lips moving to hers. When they met, he put his hands on her arms and pulled her close. My cock flexed in the pants I was wearing and already I wanted desperately to pull it out and touch myself. But I knew the feeling in my balls wouldn't let me last long and I wanted to savour every moment of this delicious agony for as long as I could.
 

When their kiss ended, he looked at her with half a grin. "What do you think?" he asked, like he already knew the answer.
 

She looked down at the ground, playing the slightly guilty wife perfectly, for both of us. "Let's go inside," she whispered, and stamped her cigarette out before taking him by the hand.
 

I thought of bolting, running up the stairs and waiting there for them, but I couldn't get my legs to move. I wanted desperately to hear, or even see it if I could, what she'd say to him, how he'd convince her to go upstairs. Or maybe they would stay down here and do it on the couch? It didn't matter because once they'd come inside it was too late for me to move without being seen. I held my breath again, hoping I could hear them speak.
 

"So?" he asked boldly, "Should we take a seat on the couch?"
 

"I think I need another drink," I heard her say.
 

Moving as quietly as I could, I crept towards the entrance to the pantry and slowly tilted my head around the frame trying to stay in the shadow. They sat down at the table, his back to me, I had the perfect view of Rebecca's face. I watched her take a gulp of another whisky soda.
 

"You worried about your husband?" he asked finally, breaking the lengthy silence.
 

She shrugged and took another sip of her drink. "Not really."
 

Oh God how that burned and hurt and settled in my balls. Not really. I couldn't help imagining that she didn't know I was there, that we hadn't planned any of this and that she had no idea this was what I wanted. That she was about to cheat on me with this man with the same nonchalance she'd just said those words. A casual thing that she'd barely remember in the morning. My cock rose, hard as a rock.
 

He chuckled and I wondered why. Was he the kind of guy that cared that he was about to fuck another man's wife? Did he got off on that too, or was she just another woman to him? Did he like that he was going to make me a cuckold in my own house? Those questions seemed as thrilling as imagining that Rebecca was just being a cold, heartless, cheating bitch.
 

"Nice man, your husband."
 

She smiled a polite smile. "He is." She waited for a moment before leaning towards him and putting a hand on his dark arm. "Listen Andre," she said, glancing at the table and sounding serious, "we're trying to have a baby, John and I."
 

Another rush of excitement as he leaned towards her and kissed her on the cheek. As he did, she looked exactly towards where I was standing. I didn't know if she could see me but I could see her. Her eyes smiled. She must have seen me. She must have seen me watching.
 

I'd never felt such a confusing cocktail of emotions before. I'd also never felt as close to her before as I did right then. 
 

The moment was over in an instant as she closed her eyes and turned her head to meet his lips. It was a long kiss, the two of them lingering in each others mouths, playing at each others tongues. It finished with a moist smack and Andre touched a finger to her face. 
 

"Don't you worry. I'll be polite."
 

She smiled with just one corner of her mouth at him and finished her drink. Putting the glass down on the table, she stood up. "Let's go upstairs."
 

He hesitated for a moment. "Isn't that a little too risky?" he asked. 
 

"Trust me," she answered, "he'll be fast asleep."
 

He stood up, his bulk blocking my view of her, but I watched him lean into her back, watched him move his mouth onto her neck the same way I did sometimes, then watched as his hands moved up her body, around her front and surely settled on her perky breasts.
 

I couldn't help but touch my rock solid cock through my pants at the sight. I wondered what shape her body took when he touched her? I could see she'd tilted her head, the same way she did with me, but did she push her breasts out for him too? Did she press her ass against his thighs? Was he hard already? Could she feel his cock?
 

They moved towards the stairs and I sank back into the shadows of the pantry until I heard them leave.
 

My heart was racing, my pulse pounding in my veins. My hands were sweaty and it was all I could do to keep myself from racing up the stairs after them, not wanting to miss a single minute of what he was doing to her. As soon as it sounded like the coast was clear, I shuffled through the kitchen and paused before the stairs.
 

The only sounds from upstairs seemed to be coming from the bedroom but I waited another moment, just in case. When the coast was surely clear, I scuttled silently up the stairs. I pressed my body to the wall at the top of the stairs. Why did everything sound louder now, even my own breathing? With an eye on the thin strip of light coming through the slightly open door of the guest bedroom, I crept across the hall, desperate to see in what position I would find my wife.
 

When I made it close enough to see inside the room, the view took my breath away.
 

Her top was off already, her breasts exposed as she knelt before our dark guest unbuttoning his jeans. I held my breath as I stared at her picture perfect figure and her eyes turned up in search of his approval.
 

My Rebecca, my beautiful wife, my woman was about to take his black cock into her perfectly pink little mouth.
 

I cursed myself for not discarding my pants in the pantry and now I had to undo my own zipper. Finding it with one hand, I pulled it down, one notch at a time, hoping they wouldn't hear the sound.
 

His pants dropped to the ground revealing thick, black, muscled legs. She looked down at them, put a hand on one and ran it up and down his leg.
 

"You like that?" he whispered making her look back up at him again and nod a quiet nod.
 

She liked it, I could tell she did. Either that or she was a better actress than I'd thought. The way she touched him, the way her hand moved over his skin, the way she stole another glance at it.
 

The anticipation of watching those legs move between her thighs was almost unbearable.
 

I watched her pull at the elastic of his underwear, watched the fabric slide down his chiseled ass, then watched her eyes widen slightly at what she saw. When she took it in her hand, I realized why.
 

Her fingers barely made it around the thickness of his black cock. She eyed it with an intensity I hadn't seen in her before, almost as if she was doubting whether she could take such a thing.
 

"It's okay baby, go ahead." His words made her look up again and she held his gaze as she opened her mouth, pushed out that pretty little pink tongue and let it glide along his hardening shaft as he moved himself in.
 

He groaned a little as she put both hands onto his flesh and began to move up and down so gently along his head.
 

Having freed myself, I wrapped my fingers around my cock, my eyes wide, my breathing heavy, as I watched his large hand move up and around the back of my wife's head. His hips began to rock slowly back and forth in time with her mouth as he cupped her head in his hand. 
 

She looked up at him, a little scared, a little worried what his girth might do to her. But by the time he'd fully hardened in her mouth, she seemed to know he had to have his way.
 

"That's it baby," he whispered, pressing himself deeper and deeper towards the back of her throat with each thrust. "Take it all, sweet thing," he muttered as I watched in titillated horror as the outline of his cock pressed out from inside her throat. With each push, I heard her gag and each time he pulled it out of her she breathed heavily through her nose.
 

Then, it came, the moment I'd been dreading and waiting for, with a firm thrust he moved himself inside her so completely that his entirety disappeared and I watched as his balls came to her chin. Tears began to roll from her eyes as she looked up at her dark invader. He held here there like that, letting out a satisfied grunt at the feeling of being inside my wife's throat until her face turned red and just a little more.
 

When he finally let her off, she didn't push him away, or break his gaze or come off quickly and catch her breath. No. Her eyes were filled with longing, filled with sadness that he was gone from her and as soon as he fell from her mouth, she looked back down at his thick meat, her mouth open and hungry to have it back.
 

I couldn't help but stroke myself now as I watched my wife betray me like we'd planned. Whatever it was about standing just outside that door and being the jealous cuckold didn't matter. I'd never felt such pleasure in my entire life. And I never wanted it to end.
 

He moved inside her once again, easing himself back into the depths of her throat. But she didn't seem to want it easy. She grabbed hold of his shaft and pushed herself onto him, pausing only to loosen her muscles and let him sink in deeper. When she had him where she needed him again, I watched her other hand rise between his legs, gliding on that smooth dark skin until she found the loose skin of his sack, wrapped her fingers around it and began to knead him gently with her hand.
 

He grunted again, this time louder and I watched the muscles of his ass flex, the first sign of his body readying its release into my wife. When she couldn't hold him like that any longer, when her need for breath became greater than the need for his cock inside her, she pulled herself off again but kept a hand on his balls, urging him for his gift.
 

"Come on baby, let's see about that pussy," he said, pulling his shirt over his head, revealing a rippling rack of shoulders.
 

She gasped as he pulled her up to stand then off her feet effortlessly. Only now did I see how small her white frame was against his dark outline. Placing her on the bed, he tugged at her jeans, pulling them off and dropping them to the floor. Her body cowered, as if some instinct to cover herself from this stranger had taken over. I could only see her face, not his, but her eyes were just as wide as they'd been before as he crawled onto the bed and parted her thighs.
 

One leg opened slowly at the insistence of his touch. I glimpsed the glistening flesh of her moist cunt, already ready for his love. But he wasn't ready yet.
 

With a hand gliding along her open thigh, he lowered himself to her centre and left a kiss on the inside of her creamy leg. She shivered slightly but her body opened like a flower, letting him taste the nectar there. As his lips pressed against her pussy, I felt myself throb in my own hand as her eyes fluttered shut and she surrendered to his touch.
 

With gentle kisses he opened her soft petals with a thick, dark finger and pushed himself inside.
 

"Oh fuck!" she moaned and I couldn't be sure if she was acting for his benefit, for mine, or if her body really felt the anguish painted on her face.
 

"Mmmm..." he murmured from between her legs, tasting those delicious juices that I craved to feel in my own mouth.
 

Nothing could have made me ready for this moment, this terrifyingly arousing moment, when I saw him move that finger deeper inside her, watched the arc form along her body and heard the moan that escaped her lips as he claimed her as his prize.
 

Her hands drifted down her body, around the back of his head as she pressed herself closer to him and brought him even deeper into her core.
 

The loud sounds of his greedy smacks filled the room as he lapped at the sweet pussy that until that moment I'd called mine. I watched her thighs come up around his broad, dark shoulders, watched her feet glide up his back and fall to one side as she opened herself and pushed her hips even closer to his mouth.
 

Her mouth was open and each breath she took brought a fresh profanity as the pleasure he was licking in between her legs soaked into the rest of her body. When she put her feet down and her middle rose off the bed, he pressed her back down into the sheets, one hand on her tender belly to keep her still.
 

Her body started to rock and wave under his steady affection. She opened her eyes, looked down at him between her legs then, as if by chance, glanced at the door. Our eyes met and I knew she saw me there this time. With his mouth moving on her pussy, she held me with her stare until an ocean of orgasm swallowed her and she fell back crying onto the bed.
 

I realized then how close I'd come myself and had to stop stroking, had to let go and breathe quiet, heavy breaths. He stayed there, in between her legs, collecting what juices he'd coaxed from her until he'd had enough. That's when the real show began.
 

She seemed exhausted, like a rag doll, limp and almost lifeless from the climax she'd endured. He didn't seem to care as he crawled up onto the bed, his meat still hard. When he pushed her one leg open, it fell easily to the side, revealing her still soaked pussy, throbbing now, ready to devour his girth.
 

I caught my breath at the sight of it. This man was going to push himself inside her perfect little cunt. 
 

He bent over her and took a firm breast in hand, kissed it and tugged at the nipple with his teeth before letting it go. The pain seemed to breathe some life into her and she came up off the bed, but only gently, before falling right back down.
 

From where I stood, it seemed like it didn't matter anymore what she wanted. It seemed like even if she'd changed her mind, she had no choice now but to lie there and take her new black lover in.
 

He grabbed his stiff cock and pushed it towards her glistening pussy, running it along the length of her slit the same way I'd run mine, until his brown head was shining with her moisture. With each pass, her body moved, her legs coming up in reaction to his touch. Each time he got close to her pussy, she'd open for him more, hoping that would be the time he would sink himself inside.
 

But he wouldn't give her that pleasure without some coaxing. Instead, he waited, until he'd worked her up to such a state that she could hardly bear it anymore. Opening her eyes and pulling her own legs as far apart as they would go, she looked at him imploringly.
 

"Please Andre, please. Please fuck my pussy!"
 

A rush of angry lust shuddered through me and for a second I wondered if she'd forgotten herself. Would she get so lost in the moment or overcome with lust that she'd forget he didn't have protection? Or would she not care? What if he'd forgotten what she told him and he filled her with his seed. As much as I hated the thought of it, there was some dark pleasure in that thought too. The sound of his voice tore me back into the moment.
 

"Is that what you want baby? You want to feel this cock inside yourself?"
 

"Fuck Andre, please. Please!" Her voice almost scared me, it was bordering on hysterical. With her hands between her legs she clawed at his sides, begging him to fill her. 
 

Leaning on one arm, the other hand holding his long cock, he pushed her lips apart, and drove himself inside.
 

I'll never forget the long, low, moaning howl she made, like the wind coming up the cliffs, as he impaled himself inside her slowly. Her perfect feet drifted up his calves, tiny toes touching big, black thighs. As he sank into her more deeply, she made another pained and anguished noise, as if he were stretching her so completely she might rip in two.
 

He didn't care. That big, black beast didn't give a good goddamn what he was doing to my soft, white princess. Relentlessly, he drove himself inside, staring at his thick meat disappearing into her flesh until the full girth of him had sunk in. Then, just to make sure she was as full of him as she could be, he thrust again with a loud, wet, slurp making her cry out as the tip of him kissed the end of her womb.
 

I started to stroke myself again even though I was on the brink of an eruption. I begged my body to hold out as long as it could, but was powerless to resist my own urge and gave the matter to chance and fate.
 

His dark body covered her almost completely now, with only arms and feet protruding from under him. But I could see one thing completely clearly. I could see how wide he'd stretched my wife and the way his heavy balls settled, covering the tiny pucker of her ass.
 

He started slowly, muscles flexing through his body as he pulled himself out then pushed back in. With each thrust she moaned another moan, but with each one her body became more comfortable with his and when he leaned to one side, I saw her eyes. They weren't closed in beautiful agony any more, no. Now they were open, looking into his as she brought a hand to his face, touched his cheek with her palm.
 

She was staring at him deeply now, lost in his gaze, as if she were searching for something there. In all the time I'd known her and we'd been together, I don't think I ever saw that look. That coupling of her furious lust and eager submission, that look that made it clear she wanted even more of him. That look made me want her even more.
 

He pressed himself inside her faster, his body graceful and strong between her thighs. As his movements became more urgent, she began to move with him, her hips helping him in, then helping him glide out.
 

He grunted and I felt my cock flex as I realized what his noise meant. A fear gripped me again as I wondered if she'd forgotten, or if she was just too lost in his spell to care. I thought of pushing through the door, of crying "No!", of tearing him away from her, but I found myself paralysed by lust and fear. What a gentleman he turned out to be.
 

As she curled beneath his body, her tight little pussy coaxing his release, she looked even deeper into his eyes and whispered "I want to feel you cum."
 

The words sliced me like a razor and I had to let go again, to look down at the ground, to steady myself before I exploded. His answer made me look up again.
 

"Unh-uh baby. You remember what you told me? Get on your knees."
 

Get on your knees. The command itself had made me shudder when I thought of what it meant. Her immediate obedience, as her gaze still clung to his, her scrambling to obey his will made my cock swell and fill with cum.
 

He put himself inside her roughly, driving her face down onto the mattress, but because she wanted to see him, I could see her still. They'd shifted to one side and I could see his cock from the side now, moving in and out of her swollen lips as he eyed her puckered hole.
 

A gob of his spit landed perfectly above it as his black hand came over the ridge of her ass, his thumb pressing towards the hole. Rubbing at the wetness he'd left there, he moved onto her tight ring and began to press inside.
 

Her eyes opened wider. She pushed herself up partway and craned her neck to look behind.
 

"Andre," she said, looking panicked, "I don't...I don't think I can."
 

Another jealous shudder. Another flex of my cock. No. There was no way that little white hole could stretch to fit him. There was no way I could watch him do that? Could I?
 

"Relax baby. You don't want me to put a baby inside that belly do you?"
 

My vision tunnelled as I stared at her, watching her reply. She shook her head slowly, her eyes falling to meet mine, terrified.
 

But the moment the tip of his thick thumb pushed past the tension and into her back end, they rolled back into her head that she swung forward again slowly with an agonized moan.
 

"That's right," Andre rumbled, "you like that, see?" With a firm hand on her back, he pressed her down and I watched as her face collapsed back onto the bed.
 

Without any mercy, he pressed his thumb inside her as she moaned and writhed under his touch. His cock was still moving into her, one hand on her ass, the other inside it. After another grunt, I knew he was getting close and my hand pumped faster as I succumbed to the dark fantasy.
 

As he pulled his cock from her, he let his thumb slide from her as well as she swung around, looking like a frightened animal, her eyes begging for his touch.
 

He slid the head of his cock up past her soft flesh until the tip of it covered her still tiny hole. She craned her neck to see, then looked up into his eyes.
 

"Andre, it's so big, I can't..."
 

But he was pressing himself into her already, his fingers on each cheek, prying her apart. With a guttural moan, her back arched and I watched the flesh of his head slip inside. I couldn't believe what I was watching, but I couldn't tear my eyes away.
 

"Oh Andre!" she cried as he thrust his hips towards her, driving his cock deeper inside. Another grunt as he pulled out, another thrust and I watched her clutch the mess of sheets. As he moved into her deeper, one of those massive palms came up, then crashed back down onto her plump cheek in a satisfying smack.
 

She cried out, pushing her face into his pillow to stifle the noise. He moved deeper into her still until those heavy balls of his touched the wetness of her slit and he groaned his satisfaction.
 

When his towering frame began to fuck her, I thought she was going to break. Each thrust sent her body shaking against the bed. It seemed almost impossible that the tiny hole of her ass had taken his massive cock inside it. But there she was.
 

As he fucked her harder, she began to moan again and my eyes widened in disbelief. Each slap of his balls against her sounded wetter and I realized what was happening. She was getting wetter. She liked this. She liked this monsters cock inside her ass.
 

"Oh fuck Andre!" she groaned, coming back up off the bed. As he thundered into her harder I watched her face strain again into a heavenly despair. Her body moved in time with his, her breasts swaying beneath her chest until finally, not caring to cover up the shout, pleasure burst within her and I watched her come again. He was grunting loudly now with each thrust, staring at the tight little ass he was fucking. 
 

I felt my own cum fill my shaft, felt the grace of pleasure flooding through me as I held my breath to watch the final act.
 

It was when he stopped the noises that I knew his finish had begun. His thick sack tightened as he drove himself deep into my wife. Then, that first pulse freed, he pulled her off him, grabbed her hair and turned her face around.
 

Shock and horror crashed against my pleasure as I watched another spurt of seed splay across her cheek. Nothing could have prepared me for the sight of watching Andre push his dirty cock past Rebecca's willing lips. The only thing that felt worse and better, was seeing, right before she swallowed him, her tiny little tongue come flickering from her mouth.
 

With grunt after angry grunt, he unloaded seed inside her and she took it like a willing whore.
 

Unable to resist myself any longer and knowing that the moment would be over soon, my hand began a furious stroking and I felt the pleasure well within me, surge through my body and come pulsing out my cock and spilling out onto the floor.
 

When I opened my eyes again, it was to the sight of Rebecca cleaning off the remnants of his mess, her tongue flicking along his black flesh, her lips sinking back onto him sometimes, as if she wanted more.
 

Scared that they would hear my breathing, I stepped backwards slowly, my cock still in hand, until I felt the door of our bedroom behind me. Opening it, I ducked inside, already feeling myself harden again at the thought that I would soon be with my wife.
 





Chapter 18

 


We have a ritual now. When we know it's going to happen. The internet stranger came and went but she didn't take him between her legs. It felt too risky, not knowing who he was. He had no hard feelings though. He told Beck that's just how it went sometimes.
 

Now we get to know them, or she does. We make sure they're clean and single and just looking for some fun.
 

They don't know that I'm her husband, I just play a part. Sometimes it's the cook, sometimes another guest. The first time that they come we size them up and give each other nods or shakes, yay or nay. Quiet nods only we can see.
 

If we have a consensus, she starts to play them right away. She spins a yarn, something about being a young divorcee. The marriage didn't work but she couldn't bear to leave the place so she stayed here instead. They drink to much. I go to bed. I lie in wait and listen for the telltale sounds of nervous footsteps on the stairs.
 

"Don't worry about the door," she always says a bit too loudly, the cue that the show is about to start.
 

I tiptoe across the hall and watch. She's bolder now in how she acts, in how she takes charge, like the way she did with me that first night. When it's over, she always steals away, never stays in that bed. I meet her at the door. Sometimes she walks in smiling, sometimes she falls into my arms. Every time she asks me, "Did you like that Mr. Forrest? Did you like him in between my legs?"
 

I never answer. I just walk her to the bed, pry her well used pussy open and sink into the feeling of another man's mess inside my wife.
 

We've put off starting a family, for the time being. There's still lots of time. I haven't fixed the door yet either, but the men that stay in that room never seem to mind.
 

I don't know what it is about watching her that keeps me coming back. I mean, I guess I know for the most part but I still don't feel like I know the core of it. But now I just don't really care. I look forward to every time she takes another man. I look forward to every time she lets me back in, the energy between us, the excitement of our dirty secret.
 

We've even started joking about renaming the place. Something that has a nice ring to it:
 

The Hotwife Hotel.
 






***
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