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Chapter 1

 


I stood in the living room, peering out the large bay window into the rainy night outside. The drops were thick and heavy, pelting the metal roof. Glancing at my watch sent a pang of nerves rush through me.
 

Lisa was a fine driver but she hated driving in the rain and she hated driving at night. I wasn't sure why the interview was after hours in the first place.
 

I strained through the darkness and made out the two tiny dots of light at the end of our street. As they came closer I felt the tension leave my shoulders. They were the teardrop shapes of Lisa's Hyundai.
 

I let the curtain fall back into place then walked into the kitchen, picked up a spoon from the counter and started stirring the tomato sauce. Lisa wouldn't like it if she knew I was worried. I wasn't, really. She could take care of herself just fine. I was just anxious about the whole thing, I think.
 

For a moment the sound of the rain pouring onto the porch grew louder, then became abruptly muted as the front door slammed shut.
 

I put the spoon down and, as casually as I could, walked out into the front hall.
 

There was a puddle on the floor where Lisa had turned the umbrella upside down and she was just taking off the beige trench coat she'd worn. I watched her kick off her heels before she looked up and saw me.
 

"Hey," I said, putting on my most relaxed voice. "How'd it go?"
 

She tilted her head, a soft smile playing at the corners of her mouth, and raised an eyebrow. "What do you think?"
 

"You got it," I said, trying not to hold my breath.
 

"I got it." She seemed less than thrilled.
 

I had to try hard not to jump up and kick my heels in the air. I was definitely relieved but I didn't want her to know how relieved. I sauntered over, wrapped my arms around her back and leaned down to give her a kiss. "Thank-you."
 

"For what?" she asked, pushing me away.
 

"For going to the interview. For agreeing to take a job. For...understanding."
 

She shrugged and tried to walk past me.
 

I caught her arm. "Listen, it's only temporary. You know that, right? It's just until I make partner. Once I do we can forget about all this, you can quit and go back to writing. I promise."
 

She forced a smile but only with her mouth. Her almond-shaped brown eyes stayed cool.
 

"I made dinner," I offered, swinging one hand towards the kitchen.
 

"You did?"
 

"With wine."
 

"Why? It's Tuesday."
 

"Because you got the job."
 

"You didn't know I was going to get the..."
 

"I knew you were going to get it, Lisa."
 

"Really? How?" Now she sounded defiant and much more irritated. Like me making dinner to celebrate was some kind of affront.
 

"Don't be like that. Come on. It's a receptionist job. Of course you were going to get it."
 

"What if I didn't?"
 

"Then the dinner would be to celebrate that. Now come on, I'm trying to put a good spin on this. Help me out?"
 

She sighed and her shoulders slumped and she leaned against me. "I'm sorry. I'm just kind of depressed about it."
 

"I know. I know you are. But like I said, it's only for a little while. It might be nice just to space out and answer phones and not think about the book for a while."
 

She rolled her eyes and sighed again and shook her head. Then she walked towards the kitchen. "Hope you bought enough of that wine," she said.
 

I followed her in, trying not to stare at her swaying ass.
 

She grabbed the half-full bottle sitting on the counter and pulled herself a healthy glass. She turned around and leaned her firm ass on the counter and watched me cook.
 

"How were they?"
 

"Hmm?" she asked, lost in her thoughts.
 

"At the interview. Girls? Guys? Were they nice?"
 

"Oh. Yeah. All guys. They were...I wouldn't call them nice. You know. Engineers."
 

All guys.
 

I did my best not to fixate on it. I could do that later once she was asleep or in the shower. "So...not nice?"
 

She shrugged. "Just...guys. Just guys."
 

"Handsome at least?"
 

"Oh Jack, puh-lease! Is that all you think about?"
 

"What?!? I'm just trying to make small talk! I just wanted to know how it went. You're not being very communicative."
 

She sighed and took a generous gulp of her Cabernet. "I'm not being communicative because there's nothing to communicate. I went to the damn interview dressed like this," she said, waving her hands in front of her, "sat in front of a bunch of stern engineers and got a receptionist job. That's it. That's all that happened. Now can we talk about something else please? This whole thing is making me cranky!"
 

I took a breath and held it for a moment, along with my tongue. "Of course," I said, exhaling finally. "Sure. Whatever." You had to kind of go with the flow with Lisa. She had a big personality. You know?
 

After dinner we didn't even watch TV, just headed straight to bed. I could see she was tired but I was feeling horny and in a mood where I knew I was going to try, no matter how cranky she might get. Even if it might end in a fight, it was worth it to try.
 

"Foot massage?" I asked before she had time to start getting undressed.
 

I saw her stiffen, or pause, or both. The foot massage was a fairly standard play for me in times when there was some disparity in our needs. I knew it and she knew it too. The reason I kept using it, though, was because she just couldn't say no.
 

"Jack..." she began and her tone was the one she usually used for sentences like: I have a headache. I'm on my period. Can we take a rain-check?
 

I lowered my head and couldn't control the uncomfortable smile that always seemed to grow when I heard her say those things, a cushion against her rejection.
 

"Sure."
 

I looked up, trying not to look too shocked or excited. Why the hell did I feel like a kid asking his mommy for candy in these situations? Holding my breath to see if she would say yes or no. "Okay," I said, managing not to sigh my relief. "Okay."
 

She laid down on the bed, propped herself up on the pillows, wiggled her round toes and smiled. "Give it your best shot."
 

I let myself smile because at least she was willing to give it a shot. I sat down on the end of the bed, put a hand on her warm foot and started to rub.
 

As soon as I started she purred her satisfaction and settled deeper into the pillows. "Why'd you ask me that thing?" she said after a few minutes.
 

"What thing?"
 

"That thing about the guys being handsome?"
 

I looked up to see her staring at me pointedly.
 

"I don't know. Just making small talk, like I said," I replied. I looked away but could feel her still looking at me. After a while she wiggled her toes again and pulled her feet away from my hands.
 

"Come here," she whispered.
 

My cock jumped as I realized I'd massaged my way a little closer to my goal. Slowly, I crawled along the bed until I was on the pillows next to her. I stared into her eyes, trying to read what her expression meant. It didn't seem like I was going to decipher anything from just looking at her, I touched her chin with my finger and leaned in for a kiss.
 

She met me with open lips. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, not too forcefully, but enough to show her I was serious. I let a hand drift down her chest until it settled on the pleasant curve of her breast. I squeezed the soft mound then let my hand glide down towards her hips. As I started fishing for the clasp of her skirt behind her back, she pulled away.
 

"Hey," she whispered, staring into my eyes. "Can you...take care of me first?"
 

Going down on Lisa was one of my favorite activities. She rarely came from sex and I always preferred making sure she had an orgasm before I ran out of steam. Smiling, I let my hand drift down her thigh, just past the hem of her skirt then moved up her leg until I felt her underwear.
 

She lifted herself up off the bed, letting me pull her panties off. As she hiked her skirt up, I crawled back down the bed and in between her thighs.
 

I was greeted by the sight of her perfect peach of a pussy. Two shaved, soft mounds of flesh that looked like they were sealed shut. As she spread her legs to let me in, I moved closer to her sex with my mouth.
 

The musky smell of her pussy filled my nostrils. I revelled in the slightly acrid, slightly sweet smell. Closing my eyes, I pressed my tongue against her cunt.
 

I heard her draw in a breath as I slid up and down her slit, letting my saliva run out of my mouth and coat her folds. After a while I pressed in, her hot lips opening for me. She tasted sweeter than she smelled. I felt a trickle of creamy grool ooze out of her and onto my tongue as I began to lick.
 

Lisa's hips rose up to meet my mouth. Her hands were pressed on the bed on either side of her, helping her up.
 

I took the opportunity to move my hands under her ass and she settled onto them. She had firm buttocks and I kneaded them as I plunged deeper inside her. Collecting her wetness and making her moan a few times, I slid back up, just beneath her hood until I found her engorged clit.
 

It was hot and tight and every time I flicked it it would make her shudder. I played with it for a while, enjoying the way I could make her twitch and twist under my mouth. As soon as I felt a certain urgency to her motions, I started licking circles around her nub.
 

My own cock was hard inside my jeans now. All I could think of was crawling up between her thighs, freeing my member and plundering her sweet rose. She would be dripping wet and ready for me and she had the tightest pussy I had ever known. First, I had to make sure she was happy.
 

As I started to lick around her harder and faster, she began to writhe on my palms. Feeling her ass cheeks flexing in my hands made my cock strain against my pants even more and soon I could feel she was almost on the edge.
 

"Oh fuck, Jack," I heard her whisper as she shuddered. "Baby, you're going to make me come!"
 

This made me harder and hotter, still and even though my jaw was starting to hurt, I didn't dare stop.
 

The vision came out of nowhere. A freight train of lust that slammed into me at full speed. Sure, I'd thought about it now and again, taunted myself with the fantasy late at night but I'd never thought about it during sex.
 

Maybe it was the question I'd asked her. Were they handsome? Maybe it was her asking me why I'd asked it, or her reaction, who knows. Suddenly, though, I was thinking the forbidden thought that I'd kept to myself all these years.
 

There was Lisa, splayed out on the bed the way she was now. Except it wasn't me between her legs. It wasn't my mouth on her soft pussy. It was someone else's. He didn't really have a face, not that I could see in my mind's eye, anyways. But he was kissing and licking her the same way I was now. And I was watching the whole thing from the other side of the room.
 

"Fuck!" Lisa wheezed through clenched teeth. Her thighs pressed against my cheeks. Her hips rose up in the air again. A moment later I felt the tiniest squirt of her cum hit my chin.
 

With my jaw burning from the exertion I kept up my tight circles. I licked up all the juice she spilled, sending her soaring over the crest of a climax until I felt her shudder again and fall back to the bed. A moment later her fingers were on my forehead, pushing me away.
 

I almost fell off the bed as I scrambled to unbuckle my belt. I let my jeans and boxers slip off but only half-way down my thighs.
 

Lisa was rosy-cheeked and breathing hard and she looked so hot, all spent and sedated by her orgasm.
 

I grabbed my throbbing cock in my hand, lowered myself between her legs and touched the tip of it to her sopping hole.
 

The sensation made her look up at me and smile.
 

It flashed in my mind again. It wasn't me between her legs. It was the lover that had been fucking her with his tongue. It was his cock poised at her sloppy slit now, the muscles of his back straining as he held himself up. I was across the room, watching them.
 

"Oh fuck," I groaned as I let myself fall and felt my flesh sink into her hot, wet heaven. She was as tight as ever, her pussy felt like it was clenching my cock already. I looked up to see her smiling at me, enjoying my arousal. I knew this wasn't going to last long. Nevertheless, I closed my eyes and tried to think of baseball.
 

The feeling of her hand moving down between us, between my legs and up towards my cock until her fingers touched my balls made my eyes pop open.
 

Her smile had turned devious and she was biting her lip.
 

"Oh fuck baby, easy," I said, trying to recover from the feeling and scramble away from the edge of a climax.
 

"Why?" she asked with a pout. "I want you to fill me up."
 

As her calves rose up and wrapped around my trunk she squeezed me closer, raising her hips to let me fuck her even deeper. The act caused her pussy to tighten even more and I knew I was a goner then.
 

My cock flexed inside her. I gripped the bed and tried to hold on. 
 

She smiled as she felt me start to come. "Come on baby, all the way in," she whispered, wrapping her arms around my back and pulling me close.
 

I let out an ugly grunt as my cock spewed a thick rope of seed at her womb. Then another. Then another.
 

Lisa took my affection, smiling the whole time and coaxing me by squeezing my cock with her cunt.
 

All it took was another few thrusts. I collapsed on top of her feeling my seed oozing out between us as I tried to catch my breath. Not wanting to crush her with my weight, I tried to roll off but she held on. I opened my eyes as I lifted myself up onto my elbows.
 

"Wait," she said quietly. "I like you in there."
 

I settled back onto her but felt a slight disappointment with myself at having come so fast.
 

And then a confused and jealous shiver raced through me at what I'd thought. Lisa, my wife, fucking another man.
 

What the fuck was that about?
 






Chapter 2

 


Lisa Farmer was a beautiful woman. I think I'd fallen in love with her the day I met her though I didn't admit it to myself until a while later. She had a gorgeous body, perky breasts that weren't too large, a nice waist that flared out to delicious hips and toned legs from years of running.
 

She was thirty-one but she didn't look a day over twenty-five. She took care of herself and it showed.
 

When I woke up at six-thirty the next morning, it was the first time I didn't find her gently snoring in bed beside me in a long time.
 

I heard the shower running. Straining, I could just make out her sing-song voice humming some out of tune song she'd heard on the radio the day before. She loved dancing. She loved music, but she couldn't sing worth shit.
 

I rolled out of the covers and off the bed and trudged naked across the room to the tiny sliver of light coming from beneath the door to the en suite. The bathroom was like a sauna. From the steam that billowed up towards the ceiling I could tell she'd been in there for at least twenty minutes, if not more. I made plenty of noise to make sure she knew I was there, so that I didn't scare her.
 

"Hey you," she called out, her mouth foaming and filled with toothbrush.
 

"Hey," I answered, my voice still raspy and groggy from sleep. "You're up early."
 

"They want me there at eight. It's gonna take at least forty-five minutes to get across town at this time of day, right? Am I right? I looked it up and it said forty-five minutes," she mused.
 

I shook my head, still a little confounded by how enthusiastic she sounded about the whole thing. "Forty-five minutes sounds about right." I couldn't see a thing in the mirror. I knew I needed to shave but there was no way that was happening before Lisa finished her shower. I leaned against the bathroom sink, staring at the fog billowing out from over top the shower curtain, waiting for her to finish her shower. It was at least another five minutes before the water turned off.
 

The shower curtain swept open and more steam billowed out. Behind it stood Lisa, her perfectly curvy body emerging from the cloud like an angel from a hot heaven. I couldn't help but steal a glance at her breasts, nipples stiff, her nicely toned abs and her generous thighs. "Did you have a good sleep?" I asked, managing to look away.
 

"It was okay. I had crazy dreams. A dog was chasing me but he was so cute that finally I just turned around and played with his big floppy ears and he loved it!"
 

These were the kinds of dreams that Lisa had. She loved dogs.
 

I watched her step out of the shower and into a towel and tried not to ogle as I stepped past her into the tub. Once I was tucked safely behind the curtain I stood under the stream of hot water, glancing at her as she dried herself, wiped the mirror with a hand towel and started to put on her makeup.
 

My daydream from the night before surfaced, making me think, once again, about what it would be like seeing Lisa with another man. My cock lurched between my legs.
 

"Oh stop it, you pervert," she said, smiling at my reflection in the mirror.
 

"What?!?" I squawked.
 

"I know you're watching me." A tiny smile twisted at one corner of her mouth. "Pervert," she teased.
 

It was true. I was watching her. Whether that made me a pervert or not, I don't know, but she was beautiful and it was a chore keeping my eyes off of her. That and the gnawing memory of what I'd thought about eating her snatch the night before. 
 

Lisa Farmer. My wife. What would it be like seeing her with another man?
 

"I just think you're beautiful," I said, turning and tilting my head to get my hair wet.
 

She was silent for a while. "Well, I'm glad you think so." She sounded sad when she said it. Despondent, almost.
 

"What's wrong?" I asked.
 

Sigh. "Nothing."
 

Which meant that surely something was wrong.
 

"Come on."
 

She shook her head and took her attention off her mascara, looking down to stare at the sink. "It's stupid."
 

Oh good.
 

This was usually how arguments started.
 

"Come on," I said, forcing myself to turn off the hot water, sweep the shower curtain open and step out. "What is it?"
 

She shook her head again and went back to putting on her makeup.
 

But I knew her better than that. Something was up. I stepped forward and, still naked, put my arms around her. Her towel fell down revealing her shapely frame.
 

"Hey! I don't have time for that right now!" she squealed, bending over and pulling the towel back up.
 

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. She could be such a prude sometimes. "I was just trying to give you a hug. It seems like something's up," I said, putting my hands on her shoulders.
 

She pursed her lips, like she might start crying soon.
 

"Hey, hey, what's up with you?" I asked.
 

A tear rolled down Lisa's cheek and she turned away from me and put a hand up to her eyes. When I touched her arm to turn her around, she pushed me away and shook her head.
 

"Lisa, come on, what is it?"
 

It took her a minute to breath through whatever she was going through. When she turned back towards me she wasn't crying anymore, but her eyes were red and her lip still had a bit of a quiver.
 

"Lisa," I said quietly, "whatever it is, you can tell me.
 

"I don't want you to think I'm being spoiled," she said. Her voice sounded tight.
 

"You're not being spoiled. What are you talking about? Why would you be spoiled?"
 

She sighed. "Because of this. Because of this stupid job."
 

"What? What do you mean 'stupid job?'" I asked.
 

"This stupid secretary job!" she snapped. "I don't want this stupid job! I don't want to sit at a desk answering phones and being friendly to people! I hate that! I hate that I have to do this but I know I do. I just...if I'd worked harder I could have an agent by now and maybe even a publisher and I wouldn't have to...I wouldn't have to be a stupid secretary!" She turned away from me again, pouting at her own indignation.
 

Yeah. She could be a little spoiled.
 

"Lisa," I said, gently putting a hand on her arm and turning her around again. "Listen. I told you this is temporary. I know things are going to change for me at the agency, I can feel it. James had me in for that meeting last week, remember? He said good things. He said very good things, I told you that. I told you he couldn't tell me exactly what was coming but that it was something good. I just need to keep my head down and go this final stretch but it means I can't take any freelance work anymore. I've got to keep it clean. If they found out I was moonlighting it might, you know, it wouldn't look so good."
 

She nodded her head. Even though we'd been through all this it seemed like it was small consolation, what I was saying.
 

"Listen. Listen to me." I made her look up at me before going on. "I promise you this is going to be a month, two months tops! As soon as I make partner you can walk out of there and get back to your book. I'm just...we're not making enough right now to get by on my salary."
 

"I know, I know!" she moaned. "I know all that! Don't tell me stuff I already know!"
 

I sighed this time. "Okay. That's fine. I just really want you to know that..."
 

"It's temporary. I got it. I know!"
 

And that was that. She spun around and this time I realized there was no getting her back. She just needed to push through and work through it herself. There was nothing else I could say or do. Resigning myself to that, I turned around and stepped into the shower.
 

Lisa didn't say goodbye before she left. Man that woman went from hot to cold in no time flat.
 






Chapter 2

 


Lisa wasn't really spoiled. She was the only child of great parents who'd done their best and given her every advantage. She'd gone to one of the top MFA programs in the country and graduated with honours. She'd had success being published in some literary magazines and after we got married we both decided she should take the time to write the book she had outlined.
 

This was all wonderful and exciting but Lisa had never really had to compromise in any way. Her parents had gone into debt to pay her way in college. After we got married and she started writing the book, I told her I would take care of the financial side of things until it was done and she'd found a publisher. But as bills started to pile up and she had trouble even getting an agent, we both knew something had to give. Something had to change.
 

It was Lisa who'd first suggested getting a job. I'd been against it. I started working more, taking freelance advertising clients at night to shore things up. I even got in touch with some of my old contacts in IT who'd sent some database administration work my way. But I always knew I couldn't keep it up forever. I desperately needed a vacation but more than that, I needed to take a break from working twelve hours a day, six days a week.
 

It didn't take a lot of convincing before I relented and told her she was right. She'd been cheerful about it at first, in her usual optimistic way. She'd applied to jobs that were way above her level of qualification. As the job search went on, Lisa got more and more disheartened. It turned out the real world was even less rosy than the bubble she'd been living in.
 

When a buddy of mine from an old ad client mentioned they were looking for a secretary, I told Lisa about it right away.
 

You should have seen the look in her eyes at the thought of being a receptionist. I mean, I get it. It's not the kind of thing everyone would want to do. But it really wasn't that bad. 
 

It was an engineering firm. She would be one of two receptionists. From what my contact had said, she would have lots of spare time because they mostly just wanted someone to do occasional filing and be there as a backup if the other girl was sick. She could still spend time writing query letters. They even said they didn't mind.
 

Now I haven't had many dirty jobs in my life (there was a summer of roofing that I pray I'll never have to go back to), but I've had plenty of jobs I hated that looked like they had no end. I hated them at the time but those jobs kicked my ass to move on, find something else, dig inside for what I really wanted out of life.
 

Lisa had never had that. She'd always followed her dreams. She'd always been able to do exactly what she wanted. So having to take a job that she thought was "beneath" her, was sort of a sobering, almost depressing, thought.
 

I thought it might kind of help her, in a way.
 

But that's why Lisa cried that day in the bathroom.
 

And that's why, because I just can't help myself when it comes to her being sad, I decided that I would spend my lunch hour driving across town with a spicy burrito (Lisa loves Tex-Mex) to try and cheer her up.
 

The building Lisa worked in was one of those shoe box shaped glass and steel monstrosities, set in the middle of a large commercial park with nothing but parking lots and a few small trees. It was a cloudy day and as I pulled in to a parking space I saw Lisa seated behind the reception desk. She had headset on and looked very different in her business casual black blazer than she normally did wearing a hoodie and jeans.
 

She was sitting up straight, staring at her computer screen. She looked poised, professional and very put-together.
 

I couldn't help but sit there and watch her for a while. She didn't seem at all upset now. The moodiness I'd seen that morning had seemingly evaporated and every once in a while she would turn to the woman sitting next to her, smile and exchange a laugh.
 

The woman next to her was obviously the other receptionist. She was much younger than Lisa, probably in her early twenties. She wore her blonde hair tied back in a tight pony tail. She had a nice smile, high cheek bones and a cute button nose. She was also wearing a fairly low cut top that gave an ample view of her large breasts. A little too low cut, if you asked me but hey, it was none of my business.
 

I was just about to get out of the car when a man, I assume one of the engineers that worked in the office, stepped up to the desk. I watched him sit on the edge, to the side of where Lisa and the other woman were seated. Almost immediately both of them looked over at him and smiled. He exchanged some pleasantry with the Lisa's large-breasted colleague, then turned his attention to Lisa.
 

That was the moment I first felt it. It was confusing feeling at first, one I'd never felt before.
 

The way Lisa smiled at him, the way her posture changed, the way she tilted her head as he talked. Then the way she burst into a fit of giggles, covering her mouth with a finger at something he'd said. From where I was sitting it looked like the guy was...flirting with her.
 

And that's what caused the feeling. It started as a tension in my throat. A tendril of jealousy crawled down my spine as I watched her smiling at him. It was obviously harmless. People talked and flirted all the time with Lisa, I knew that. But I'd never seen her react to anyone in quite this way. That, coupled with the fact that she looked fantastic in her outfit, made that finger of jealousy creep down into my guts, then further still.
 

As I gawked at the two of them making small talk, I felt my cock move.
 

I shook my head at the strange reaction. I'd had the fantasy before, the one where I imagined Lisa with another man but I kept that buried deep inside of me. I'd never thought about it or let it affect me "out in the wild." Now, as I watched her smiling and chatting with this guy, all sorts of possibilities began to present themselves.
 

He was a handsome guy. He had a big chest and big arms that were almost too big for the shirt he was wearing. He was clean-shaven and had his hair cut short on top and buzzed at the sides. When I looked down at his hands, I saw the stainless steel ring on the small finger of his right hand.
 

I looked up again to see Lisa smiling and nodding at something he'd said. Gone was the mopey pout. There were no tears in her eyes or even sadness. She was pert, attentive and very engaged.
 

I wondered what they could be talking about that had her so interested. Then the thought occurred to me that maybe Lisa had no interest in what he was saying at all. Maybe Lisa was actually attracted to the guy and responding the way girls do when they meet a guy they like.
 

That dark, forbidden fantasy came rolling up from my insides that had started churning with jealousy and lust. Was this guy actually hitting on her? Was I watching some buff dude try and seduce my wife?
 

I knew I should probably get out of the car, walk over there and assert myself. Maybe he hadn't seen her ring? Maybe he didn't care? Maybe if he met her husband he'd back off. Then again, maybe he wouldn't. Some guys were like that. 
 

But I felt like I couldn't move. Or maybe I just didn't want to. I stared and watched him obviously handling her as deftly as I might. I could tell when he cracked a joke by the way she laughed. I could tell when he said something more serious by the way she nodded her head. It was when I saw the large-breasted lady roll her eyes and shake her head that my guts really started to boil.
 

It was clear then that the guy was making a pass.
 

And then there was Lisa. The thought crept into my mind slowly at first. As I watched her in all her different poses, all the ways in which she was paying attention to the guy, I started to wonder, shouldn't she be acting a little less enthusiastic about his attention? Had she forgotten she was married? Of course she hadn't, but come on! I'd never seen her react this way when someone talked to her like that! Or had I just not been around? Or not paying attention?
 

After a few more minutes, I saw the large-breasted lady roll her eyes again, then shoo the guy away with a hand.
 

The guy let his leg slide off the desk. He stood up. He reached into his breast pocket, pulled out a business card and put it on the desk. Before he left, he slide it over towards Lisa with a finger. Then he smiled, turned around and walked away.
 

I was gobsmacked. I sat there, my stomach feeling like it had twisted into a thousand tiny knots, watching that card on the desk like a hawk.
 

I glanced at Lisa. She was talking to her big-breasted friend. The woman seemed to be explaining something to her. She was gesticulating wildly, shaking her head and every once in a while would laugh.
 

My imagination ran away with what she might be saying. Was she explaining that this guy did that to all the girls? Was she telling Lisa to stay away? Did she know Lisa was married?
 

Or was she telling her that she'd slept with the guy? Was she telling her about what a good lay he was and how big his dick was and that Lisa should go for it?
 

I looked down at my hands to see why they hurt so much. The knuckles were white from still gripping the steering wheel. I'd been sitting there watching all this go down and holding onto the steering wheel as if for dear life. I yanked my hands away and reached across the seat for the burrito.
 

It was barely warm anymore but I didn't care. I scrambled across the car and fast-walked across the parking lot towards the building. I opened the heavy glass door and stepped inside, breathing heavily.
 

Lisa's eyes widened as she recognized me. A split-second later I saw them dart down towards the desk, toward the business card. She only glanced at it, as if realizing that looking at it any longer would give something away. When she looked back up at me she was smiling but a little too widely for just being surprised to see me there.
 

It was a very guilty smile. A caught-with-your-hand-in-the-cookie-jar kind of smile.
 

"Jack!" she said, her voice high and excited.
 

I stole a glance at big-breasts. She was smiling, too, but doing her best to look down at her screen.
 

"Hey," I said, trying to sound casual despite my lack of breath. "I thought I'd bring you lunch."
 

"Oh...oh! That's so...sweet!" It was almost like she had to force herself to use that word. She looked over at big-breasts. "Jack, this is Amanda. Amanda, this is my...husband. Jack." She looked straight at me as she said my name.
 

I held her gaze for a moment then looked at Amanda. "Pleasure to meet you," I said. I stretched out a hand over the desk. She smiled and shook it, then went back to her screen.
 

"Spicy burrito," I said, handing Lisa the package. "Sorry, it got a little cold."
 

"That's okay. That's okay!" she said, her smile faltering as she sat back down. Suddenly she looked very flustered.
 

Or was it just me? Was I just being crazy? Had I imagined what I'd seen? Had it been something else entirely? My heart was pounding in my chest and I could feel the blood pumping through my veins. Had I just caught my wife actually flirting with another man?
 

In a moment of lunacy, I glanced at her hand. Seeing the ring still on her finger calmed me down. Okay. So she hadn't taken it off. So the guy had known she was married. Maybe she'd even told him?
 

"Well," I muttered, turning toward the door. "I should go."
 

"Oh...really? Don't you want to eat with me?"
 

I looked at my watch. I'd already been gone from work for more than an hour. "I...I need to get back. I'll see you at home tonight." I waved a hand and walked out the door. I didn't look back. I only glanced up to see Lisa watching me as I pulled away in the car.
 

It was going to be a long rest of the day.
 






Chapter 3

 


"Jack?"
 

I froze on the spot. Hayden's deep, booming voice was unmistakable. I'd taken the stairs back up to my office in the hopes that no one would see me coming back late from lunch. Of course Hayden, that athletic fuck always took the stairs, too.
 

"Hey," I muttered, unable to meet his gaze.
 

"Are you...are you just getting back from lunch now?" he asked.
 

I looked up to see him checking his Tissot. "I...I had a doctor's appointment and it was...he was...he was running late," I lied. I regretted the words as soon as they'd left my mouth.
 

Fuck.
 

Hayden furrowed his brow.
 

Fuckitty, fuck, fuck!
 

"You made a doctor's appointment over lunch?"
 

I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach. "I...it was just a...it was some blood test results. I..."
 

Shut the fuck up, Jack.
 

He gave me a solemn nod. He looked to one side, then the other, like he was going to divulge some secret he didn't want anyone else to hear. "You know, in the future, you should probably do that on your own time."
 

Fuck.
 

"Yes...of course. I'm sorry, I just..."
 

He held up a hand. "No need to explain. Just, you know. In the future..." he trailed off.
 

I nodded and forced a smile.
 

Hayden smiled back. A dazzling, toothy winner's smile. "Alright. I'll see you around."
 

"Yeah," I said. "See you around."
 

Hayden walked past me and I watched him disappear down the drab, grey hall.
 

Fuck.
 

Hayden was one of the partners at the ad firm where I worked. I could never be sure but I had a feeling he didn't really like me. He never said as much but somehow I could just tell. You know when you can just tell? I sighed and shuffled off to my cubicle.
 

As soon as I sat down I knew I wasn't going to be able to get a single thing done. The memory of what I'd seen played over and over again in my head.
 

Lisa and the engineer.
 

Lisa smiling at the engineer.
 

Lisa laughing at something the engineer had said.
 

Lisa covering her mouth with her hand, sitting up straight and looking so damn pretty in front of the engineer.
 

Every time I thought about it that same finger of jealousy would press down into my stomach. Every time I imagined what they'd been talking about, what he'd been saying to her, I felt the same spike of jealous lust make my cock harden.
 

Whenever someone would walk past my desk I'd manage to look like I was deep in thought. Somehow I made it through the rest of the afternoon, making sure that I left a half-hour later to make up for the time I'd missed after lunch. I even managed to run into Hayden as I left.
 

He glanced at his Tissot and gave me a nod.
 

At least I managed that.
 

Lisa's car was in the driveway as I pulled up. I took a few moments in the car to collect myself. I thought to myself that I could have at least come up with a game plan. What was I going to say to her? Was I going to ask about what had happened? How was I going to bring it up? No good way of doing that presented itself and after a while I just decided to wing it. After all, it was no big deal, right?
 

Lisa was in the kitchen sipping a big glass of red wine. She'd changed out of her work clothes and was back in her familiar hoodie and jeans. She hadn't removed her makeup, though and it threw me off, seeing a part of her still half-inside her new world. When she saw me come in, she gave me a big smile.
 

"Hey you!" she said, setting her wine glass down and walking towards me. "Why'd you run away so fast? I didn't even get a chance to thank you properly!" She put her arms around my neck.
 

I moved my hips back a little as she came close. I was half-hard and didn't want her to notice. "Hey," I said, leaning in to give her a kiss on the cheek, then pushing her away. "I just...sheesh, I had to get back. Hayden caught me coming in late after lunch."
 

Lisa's smile faded, replaced with wide-eyed concern. "Oh no!" she said, putting a hand over her mouth.
 

"Yeah, whatever, I played it off but still. I swear that guy has it out for me."
 

"Is that, I mean, is that going to be a problem? For you making partner?" she asked.
 

I shook my head, feigning confidence. "Nah, he's fine. But don't worry about that. How was your day?" I asked.
 

She shrugged. She was less dismissive than she'd been about the interview. Had she actually had a good time? "Meh, you know. Office job."
 

I was about to roll my eyes when I thought better of it. "Yeah. I know all about that," I said, faking my commiseration. "So it wasn't that bad?"
 

She smiled and tilted her head to one side. "You know, it really wasn't?" She paused, opened her mouth again as if to say something, then changed her mind. "Hey," she said, stepping towards me again and lacing her fingers together behind my neck. "I'm sorry I was so over-dramatic about everything this morning. You know how I get sometimes. God, I can be such a baby!"
 

I shook my head. "Don't worry about it," I said, still trying to keep my pelvis away from hers.
 

Her smile came back a little sly. "Can I...um...make it up to you?" she whispered.
 

I actually swallowed loudly. I'm pretty sure the way they do in cartoons. This was completely out of character. "What do you mean?" I whispered.
 

Lisa put the tip of her finger on my collar then slalomed her way with it down my shirt, snaking in between the buttons. "I think you know what I mean," she said, shooting me a coy look.
 

Of course I knew what she meant. But why?!? What on earth had possessed her to suddenly want sex before dinner? Feeling a little awkward, I checked the clock. It wasn't that I didn't want to have sex with her, I did. It was just so unlike her. That, together with what had happened, had started all these wheels turning inside my head. "That's...I mean, I'm into it but...it's just..."
 

"What?" she asked, furrowing her brow.
 

"It's just not like you," I replied.
 

"Hm," she said, her smile returning. "I think today made me realize how hard you work for us," she continued. "I'm sorry if I don't tell you enough how much I appreciate that."
 

Well that felt kind of good. If it hadn't been for what I'd seen earlier that day I would have taken it at face value and that would have been that. But my imagination was now in overdrive. All I could think of was how this was somehow caused by something that had happened to Lisa at work.
 

Naturally that led me to thinking about the engineer. Was it that? Had her little flirting session actually turned her on?!? Was that all it took, another guy paying a little bit of attention to her, the right kind of attention, that had gotten her all sexed up?
 

"Jack?"
 

I looked up to see her staring at me, her nose scrunched up.
 

"Are you alright?"
 

"Huh? Fine. Why?"
 

She arched her brow. "Um, I'm not sure why I have to spell this out. I'm over here saying let's have sex and you're looking like I just asked you to explain Marxist theory. Are you sick?"
 

"What? No. No, no! I just...it's not like you, that's all!" I forced another smile and pressed my chest against hers, leaning in for another kiss.
 

She shot me a weird grin but didn't seem convinced. "So? What do you say?"
 

Take her upstairs, Jack.
 

"Oh God, sorry! Let's go! I don't what I was thinking! Let's go, let's go, let's go!" I pried myself away from her, stepped behind her and started pushing her out of the kitchen.
 

Lisa burst into a fit of giggles but let me lead her towards the stairs. "Oh Jack! You're hilarious sometimes," she said, laughing.
 

The whole way up the stairs and into the bedroom all I could think of was how I was going to get through this without blowing my load right away. I was simultaneously confused and turned on at the same time. I knew that the moment we were in bed all of those thoughts, the ones about the engineer would come welling up from inside me. I also knew that was going to make things very quick. I tried breathing deeply, thinking of baseball and puppies and the most unsexy things I could think of. It wasn't much use, though. By the time Lisa sat me down on the bed I was aching, I was so hard.
 

As she knelt down on the floor in front of me I knew I couldn't let her do what she planned. I knew that as soon as she slid my cock into her hot, wet mouth, I would spew into her. I didn't stand a fucking chance! "Wait!" I said, my voice hushed.
 

"Wait? Why?" she asked.
 

"Why don't I...why don't I take care of you first?"
 

Lisa smiled. "Unh-uh. No. You deserve something nice for putting up with me this morning. Just enjoy this, Jack. Don't worry about me."
 

The thing was, it wasn't her I was worried about. It was me. It was me and my crazy reaction to everything that was going on. I tried to resist but she worked her body in between my legs and by that time I was thinking almost exclusively with my cock.
 

As she peeled my zipper down, undid my belt and the button of my pants, all I could do was stare at her sly and intent smile. When she yanked my pants down, my cock sprang out.
 

Her eyes popped open wide. "Oh my," she purred. "Someone's an excited boy!"
 

Oh God, please don't say that!
 

As her delicate fingers wrapped around my hot shaft I felt myself flex, then saw a tiny trickle of my precum leak out of the head of my cock.
 

Lisa saw it too. Staring up at me with a knowing smile, she leaned forward and stuck her tongue out.
 

I was shaking as I watched her press the tip of it against the head of my cock. Then, with the most gentle, loving stroke of her tongue, she flicked the head of my cock and scooped up the preseed into her mouth. She scrunched up her nose at the taste. "Salty," she giggled.
 

I stared at her, mesmerized by the sight of the minx that was supposed to be my wife. We'd always had fun in bed but now she was acting like a freaking porn star!
 

With her fist wrapped gently around my aching shaft, she brought her hand up, then back down in a soft stroke. I shuddered and nearly lost it right then. I closed my eyes. 
 

Just a little bit longer. Just let me enjoy this a little bit longer.
 

The velvety wetness of the inside of her cheeks gliding down my hard rod made my eyes spring open.
 

Lisa was staring up at me as she impaled her mouth onto my cock. Gripping me with her tongue, she hollowed her cheeks and sucked as she came back up. She popped off of me with a noisy slurp. "Oh my God, Jack, you're so turned on right now!" she breathed, looking like she was as excited by it as I was.
 

I swallowed loudly again but that was all I could do. That, and stare at my wife as she took me back into her mouth.
 

I felt a trickle of her spit run down the length of my shaft as she pulled at my cock with her mouth in another long, slow suck. She didn't come off this time. She sank back down, then bobbed back up.
 

Her head undulated up and down like it was bouncing in slow motion. With each dip she let me push deeper and deeper into her throat until I felt the tight muscles at the back of it. Every once in a while she would look up at me and smile with her eyes.
 

I could feel the cum ooze from my balls and into the base of my cock. I felt my shaft harden inside her mouth. I felt her tongue flick back and forth along it, then glide up and back down as she sucked. My insides twisted. My nuts came up. My whole body stiffened. "Oh fuck," I said, straining against the coming orgasm, trying to hold it back. "Fuck Lisa, I'm gonna come!"
 

She popped off of my cock with a noisy slop and her fist started pumping my wet shaft. She was eyeing the tiny hole at the head of my cock, as if waiting for the eruption. When it came spewing out, her eyes and smile went wide with approval and delight. "Oh, good boy!" she said, looking up at me.
 

I cried a loud and grunting roar as the climax tore up from in between my legs. Lash after lash of my hot spunk sailed into the air, some of splashing across the back of her hand, some of it flinging forward onto the front of my pants.
 

She kept a steady, even stroke as she milked my cock for all the seed it had. She stared at it, as if tremendously pleased with herself for making me come so quickly and so hard.
 

As the orgasm waned, I started to shake and the straining ache between my legs turned into a dull pain. After a few more strokes, I had to push her hand away. "Oh God," I whispered, my voice relieved now. "That was so fucking hot."
 

Lisa pulled her hand away slowly, turning it around, admiring the evidence of her work. "Wow," she said. "You were really raring to go there, huh?"
 

I let out another sagging sigh. "Shit, I'm sorry."
 

"What are you sorry about?"
 

"I'm...I'm sorry that was so fast."
 

Lisa threw her head back and laughed. "Don't worry," she said, eyeing me with another coy grin. "You can make it up to me later."
 

But seriously. What the fuck?!?
 






Chapter 4

 


I have to confess. That night, after we'd had sex again and Lisa had fallen asleep, I crept out of bed and went downstairs. I found her purse. I wasn't proud of what I was about to do but it also didn't feel like something I could control.
 

All through dinner, then the TV shows we'd watched, I could only keep my mind on one thing. Lisa and the engineer. The more I thought about it the deeper it seemed to burrow into me until I could think of practically nothing else and it was like a hot, heavy stone weighing down my insides. Every time Lisa would try to make small talk I would smile, nod and say something that probably didn't really fit with what she was talking about. She either didn't notice or didn't let on that she did.
 

So when she finally fell asleep I decided that the one thing that might help me, the one thing that might cure me of it, was to go down and see if she had the business card. The one the engineer had slid across the desk.
 

I opened her purse, standing in the hallway in my underwear and started rifling through it. Lipstick. Cherry bubble gum. Mints. Wallet. Keys.
 

Wallet.
 

Stealing a glance up the stairs to make sure that she wasn't awake, I set the purse down on the ground and pulled out her wallet.
 

Don't get the wrong idea. I felt terrible doing all this stuff. I felt like a complete low-life who couldn't trust his wife. It wasn't like she was cheating on me for God's sake! No. I wasn't even worried about that.
 

The truth was that the buzz I'd felt, that sliver of jealousy that had sliced down my spine when I'd been watching her from the parking lot, that had worn off a little. Now ever time I thought about the engineer the little sizzle of jealousy seemed less electric, less...exciting.
 

So what I really wanted to find, what I really wanted to discover in that wallet, was evidence. I wanted to find the card. Because that would mean she'd kept it, right? That would mean something. That would mean that she hadn't dismissed the idea of the engineer entirely. That would mean that somewhere, maybe in the back of her mind, she was holding onto it as a possibility.
 

And for some reason, the jealousy that made me feel was intensely fucking hot.
 

I flipped open the fat leather wallet, stuffed with old receipts, credit cards and business cards. Trying to be careful not to disturb the chaotic order of it, I pulled out the small stack of business cards and began flipping through them.
 

C.J. Turner Painting
 

Janice's Salon and Spa
Evelyn Jones, Realtor
Davrin Belinsky, RPT
No engineer.
 

I wasn't sure what swept over me. It might have been relief but it felt strangely close to disappointment. Of course it was great that she hadn't kept the card. It was great that she wasn't planning to cheat on me with some guy at work. Every guy should be so happy.
 

And yet...
 

As I stood there, my bare feet getting chilled on the cold tile floor, I tried to figure out what, exactly, was disappointing me about it.
 

When I'd watched her through the window that day she was...different, somehow than the Lisa I knew day to day. Of course, part of it was the business attire. Part of it was that she was talking to someone new, acting out a new role, outside of the element I was used to seeing her in.
 

Outside of our life.
 

Something clicked inside my mind. That was it, wasn't it? It was Lisa being someone I didn't know. The situation was completely new for her. She'd never had an office job or any kind of full-time employment. Even though she had dreaded it, now that she was doing it, it seemed like it wasn't so bad. It seemed like something she might actually come to enjoy.
 

Even her personality at home had changed. There was a freshness to her. Hell, she gave me a goddamned blowjob before dinner!
 

Stuffing the business cards back in her wallet and her wallet back into her purse, I set it down on the floor and crept back upstairs. I lay down carefully on the bed and didn't wake her. I closed my eyes and tried my best to go to sleep.
 

Sleep refused to settle on me, though. Every time I thought I was going under I would get woken up by some though or noise I'd heard. I'd look over at Lisa to see her fast asleep, a tiny smile on her face as if she was dreaming of pastoral fields filled with bunnies.
 

I knew I had to do something. Finally, I decided what that something was going to be. I was going to go back to her work at lunch the next day. I wasn't sure what I was going to do there, I just knew that I had to go back.
 

I fell asleep almost right away and slept like a log.
 



***

 


It was another cloudy day as I pulled into the parking lot of the giant glass and metal shoe box where Lisa worked. I was much more nervous this time than I'd been the day before. It felt like there were stakes, now. Like I somehow had skin in the game.
 

Or maybe I was just worried that Lisa would see me. Or maybe I was worried that Hayden would be waiting for me when I pulled back into work. That he'd be standing at the top of the stairs, staring at his Tissot and booming at me "Where have you been?!?"
 

I shook the thought from my head and focused on what needed to be done.
 

Problem was, I had no idea what that was.
 

I tucked the car into a spot a few spots down from where I'd parked the day before. This time I parked behind one of the small trees that dotted the parking lot, hoping that would provide some cover (it wouldn't) in case Lisa decided to start scanning the cars in the lot.
 

I hunkered down behind the steering wheel, even going so far as to put my dark glasses on. I wasn't sure why I did this, since it wasn't a very bright day, but it felt safer than just sitting them without them on. I peered over the wheel and my eyes locked on Lisa.
 

She seemed much more animated than she had been the day before. She was talking to Amanda. Every once in a while her hands would fly wildly into the air and the two of them would burst out laughing. This went on for quite some time. 
 

Long enough that it made me glance at my watch once or twice and wonder what the hell I was doing there. When time really started to get tight and it looked like I was in danger of showing up late back at work again, I pulled off the dark glasses and shoved the keys into the ignition, muttering to myself about what an idiot I was for having come all the way...
 

Then there he was.
 

He had on a dark blazer over his light-blue shirt this time. He sauntered over from stage right, his hands in his pocket and an easy smile on his face. He glanced at Amanda and gave her a nod.
 

She mouthed something that looked like "Hey..." and whatever his name was. I couldn't make it out.
 

He didn't linger there. He walked right over to Lisa. He walked past her, turned around and leaned against the high counter on one side of her desk, looking down at her with that easy smile.
 

He raised his eyebrows.
 

Lisa wouldn't look at him. She'd glanced at him as he walked in. That's when she started smiling. But now that he was staring at her from above, probably leering down into the dark wedge of cleavage her slightly plunging neckline revealed, she kept her eyes wandering along her desk. Or on her monitor. You know, looking busy.
 

Holy fuck.
 

The realization of what she was doing exploded inside of me. 
 

She was making him fucking work for it.
 

I felt my body go rigid in the seat. My fingers hardened into claws that wrapped around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white again. I stared at Lisa with the eye's of a hawk trying to read into every single expression, every nuance, every twitch of muscle. This wasn't just a friendly conversation anymore.
 

This was full-on flirt.
 

He worked hard for it, too. I was guy. I knew what it was about. I could see him twisting the conversation one way, then the other, trying to wring a reaction out of her.
 

She barely gave him anything. A little more of a smile. A little shrug. Not much, though.
 

Then, BAM!
 

Every nerve in my body tensed as I saw her look up into his eyes, her mouth open, her eyes wide. She held his stare like that for a split second before bursting into a raucous laugh. She turned, covering her mouth to look at Amanda.
 

Amanda just shook her head and rolled her eyes but she was smiling, too. Obviously she enjoyed whatever game was being played next to her.
 

I looked back at Lisa. She'd turned back to the engineer and was shaking her head, one eyebrow raised. As if she was telling him that he'd said something terribly naughty and she had half a mind to report him to HR.
 

Not really, though.
 

What she really looked like was that she was quite enjoying herself in that moment.
 

The pulse of cold, jealous fear I felt at seeing her then was what I'd been craving the night before as I'd searched her wallet. Except this was worse. Or better. I wasn't sure which. This was real. This was not just some shit that I'd imagined and made up. This was actually my wife getting hit on by another man. And it looked like she might be hitting back.
 

I looked at the clock.
 

Fuck. Fuck fucker.
 

"Fuck!"
 

I was already going to be late. Again.
 

And just as I was about to twist the keys to start the car, I looked up to see the three of them walking through the heavy glass doors.
 

The engineer was in the middle. Lisa and Amanda were on either side of him. He said something. The two of them laughed. It looked like Lisa belonged there now. Like she'd learned the people and some of the ropes and now could swing with the best of them. The latest victim of the machine.
 

I watched the three of them walk across the parking lot. I heard the "bleepity-bloop" of a car being unlocked.
 

"Oh God, you've got to be kidding me," I muttered under my breath. I watched the three of them climb into what looked to be a brand new silver Mercedes SUV. A moment later, it peeled out of the parking spot, then swerved out onto the road and roared toward the traffic light in the distance.
 

My heart was pounding. With each pulse of it I felt the blood rushing through my head. For a split second I thought of following them. I don't know where I found the reason to resist that decision. I would be twenty minutes late coming back from lunch again.
 

Hayden was probably already hovering above my cubicle, checking his watch.
 

I turned the keys into the ignition and started to make my way back to work.
 






Chapter 5

 


Lisa was home again already when I got there. She was in the kitchen, just like she'd been the day before, sipping a glass of wine.
 

She was reading a magazine and obviously hadn't heard me come in. I stood in the doorway and watched her for a while. Was it just me or was the way she was holding herself now different too? She looked more...elegant. More confident, even.
 

"Hey," I said quietly.
 

She jumped and spun around, almost spilling the glass of wine she was holding. "Holy shit!" she shrieked. "You scared me!"
 

I didn't react. I didn't say sorry or walk over to her or even acknowledge that I'd freaked her out. I just stood there, staring at her like a psycho.
 

My whole body was buzzing with a nervous energy. I'd spent the whole afternoon barely getting any work done again and thinking about what I'd seen. It was nothing. I'd seen Lisa go out to lunch with some colleagues from work. That was it. That's what I kept telling myself.
 

But no matter how much I tried to convince myself that that's all it was, I couldn't shake the feeling, the desire I felt that it be something more.
 

"What?" she asked.
 

"What?" I echoed.
 

"Why are you looking at me like that?" She twisted her mouth into a funny smile and scrunched up her nose.
 

"Like what?"
 

She shook her head and arched an eyebrow. "Like you're about to pull out an axe and chop me to pieces?"
 

This, finally, made me smile. "I'm not. I promise." I set down my backpack and walked into the kitchen, my mind racing.
 

How was work?
 

Nah. Not direct enough.
 

Who'd you go to lunch with?
 

Nope. She'd know something was up. Why would I ask that?
 

How's Amanda?
 

That didn't seem like it would get me anywhere either. All I wanted to do was getting her talking about it. All I wanted to hear was the story of the engineer. How they'd gone for lunch. Maybe had some drinks. How he'd hit on her. How she'd laughed.
 

What the fuck was wrong with me?
 

"Did you have a good day?" was what ended up coming out. Not very leading but I could have done worse.
 

"It was okay," she replied, turning back to her magazine.
 

"Just okay?"
 

"Just, you know, okay."
 

I walked over to the counter, pulled a wine glass out of the cupboard and poured myself a healthy glass. "What do you do there all day anyways?" I said after taking a sip.
 

"You know," she said, absently flipping a page of the magazine. "Just secretary stuff."
 

"Hm. Answer phones and stuff?"
 

She turned and gave me a funny look, like she was annoyed by the question. "Yeah. Secretary stuff."
 

"Oh." I sauntered over to the kitchen table, pulled out a chair and sat down.
 

Lisa kept studying the magazine.
 

"You make any new friends?" I asked after a while.
 

She looked up.
 

What was that? What was it in her eyes? Why was her mouth open like that? Was she about to tell a lie? "Um...yeah. One or two."
 

I felt a thrill pulse through me. Okay. So she wasn't going to lie. She was...maybe she would tell me about him. If I was careful.
 

"Oh yeah. Like who?"
 

She furrowed her brow, once again seemingly irritated by my questions. "Um...Amanda. You know. You met her." She leaned closer to the magazine, studying one of the columns on the right hand side advertising a new shade of lipstick.
 

"Anyone else?"
 

She drew in a breath. She paused. Possibly contemplating whether to answer. "Um...yeah. There's a few guys in the office that are nice."
 

Nice? Nice?
 

"Oh yeah," I said, trying to sound cool. Come on Jack. Whatever. It's no big deal. "Like who?"
 

She sighed her exasperation and flipped the magazine shut. "Okay," she said, sitting down and staring at me. "What's up?"
 

"What?!?" I squawked. "I just want to talk!"
 

She sighed again and looked up at the ceiling. "Okay...there's...shit, I don't know. I forget his name..."
 

Yeah. Right.
 

"Greg. Yeah. It's Greg."
 

Greg. Was Greg the guy?
 

"Oh, cool. What does Greg do?"
 

Another icy shiver raced through me as I saw one corner of her mouth twist up. Just for a split second but I had seen it. I knew I had.
 

"Greg's one of the engineers."
 

"Oh. Cool."
 

Yeah. Cool, Jack. Real cool.
 

"You seem kind of...wound up. Everything alright?" she asked.
 

"Everything's fine. I'm fine. Everything's alright. Why wouldn't it be alright?"
 

My cock had started swelling. Not because of my atrocious sleuthing but because it felt like I was getting somewhere. It felt like I was getting closer to hearing Lisa talk about her engineer.
 

"Yeah. That's what I mean. You're talking a mile a minute and I feel like I'm on a first date with all the questions. What's up?"
 

"Nothing. Nothing's up. I'm fine. I'm just...I just want to know how your day was. That's all." I stood up and immediately realized that was the wrong way to play it cool. I wasn't cool. I was burning up inside. My heart was pounding and I just wanted to blurt out what I was thinking.
 

Are you attracted to Greg?!?
 

What was more disconcerting was that I wasn't sure what I wanted the answer to be.
 

Lisa gave me another funny look before setting her wine glass and standing up. She walked over to me, took the wine glass out of my hand and set it down on the counter. Then, the same way she had the day before, reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck.
 

I tried to still my raging pulse.
 

"Maybe you need another...relaxation session?" she whispered, biting her lower lip and looking coy.
 

This served to make me excited. Of course by the offer, but mostly because it was even more out of character for her. Not only had we had sex twice the day before, now she was offering me sex again.
 

"Wow. Are you ovulating or something?"
 

There was a moment of awkward silence before Lisa burst out in a loud guffaw.
 

Jack. What. The. Fuck?!?
 

"I don't know. Maybe. Does that turn you on?" She leaned closer. "Does it turn you on that you might..." She leaned even closer. So close that I could feel her warm breath on my cheek. "Breed me?" she whispered.
 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Where had she heard that? This was not like Lisa. To say things like that sober, at six in the evening? Something was up.
 

Before I could react, she reached a hand down and had it pressed against my crotch. My stiff cock tightened at her touch. She leaned away and her eyes opened wide. "Wow. You are wound up."
 

"What? What? No! I'm just. I...you're beautiful. What? Sometimes I get horny. What?"
 

I realized that I was blathering but there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop. And here's the thing. Normally one of these things would have turned her off. Normally if I'd asked her if she's ovulating or been cagey she would have walked away. Gone back to her magazine or something.
 

But she didn't. She seemed to want it as badly as I did.
 

"Come on," she said, a sudden urgency in her voice. "Let's go upstairs."
 

I almost said no. I almost didn't follow her. It all felt...wrong, or weird but not in a bad way. A good wrong way. Whatever that was.
 

I stood there watching her get undressed in the dying light of day. My cock jumped and flexed in my pants as she slipped her skirt off, then her blazer. Then as she unbuttoned her blouse and unclasped her bra. I just stood there, watching her like she was a stripper performing only for me.
 

And she let me. She didn't shut the blinds or tell me to turn around or go to the bathroom. She seemed to be enjoying giving the performance as much as I was enjoying watching it.
 

When she was completely naked and she'd stood there for a while, letting my eyes run up and down her gentle curves, she stepped towards me and started undressing me. She loosened my tie, then pulled it off. Slowly, one by one, she undid the buttons of my shirt. She pushed it off down my back.
 

Then she sank down in front of me, tugged my belt and button open, pulled my zipper down and pulled my pants and boxers to the ground.
 

I watched her as she eyed my cock for a few seconds before wrapping her lips around it. Then I was hers, powerless to do anything but succumb to my sexy new wife. After she'd sucked me for a while, she pushed me back until I fell down onto my back on the bed.
 

I stared down my body and watched as Lisa wrapped a fist around my cock. She had turned and was facing the wall as she lowered herself onto me. I watched her round plum ass move towards my stomach, then felt the first kiss of her soaked snatch on the head of my cock. It made me shudder.
 

"Like that?" she asked, giggling. She was still holding me with her hand and she ran the head of my cock along the length of her wet slit. Back and forth, back and forth until it was covered in her juice. "Do you like it?" She giggled again. She knew damn well I loved it by how stiff I was. She was just a tease that way.
 

I stared into the tiny dark eye of her asshole as she brought herself lower over top of me. It had sort of been a fantasy of mine to fuck her in the ass ever since we'd gotten together but she'd never been into it and that was fine.
 

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

I shook my head, my breathing coming in quick, ragged gasps. "Do it," I whispered. Then, getting into the spirit added "Let me feel that hot pussy all over my cock."
 

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

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

"Hold on," she said, lifting herself up. She laughed and kept standing up. "You're gonna like this, I promise. I saw it online." She got up on both feet, positioning her pussy over my throbbing cock.
 

Online?
 

What the fuck was she doing watching porn now?
 

I hardened as I realized what she was going to do. "Oh fuck baby," I whispered, "please yes..."
 

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

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

Lisa didn't react except to sink lower, until her beautiful ass rested on my pelvis and I felt myself completely up inside her cunt. She squeezed me with her pussy a few times. I could tell she'd been doing her Kegels because her box got so tight I thought it was going to pop my cock off.
 

I grabbed two handfuls of her fleshy ass and kneaded them. It made me harden inside her.
 

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

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

"Holy fuck," I said, still holding onto her ass.
 

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

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

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

I watched her ass and thighs flexing as she lifted and fell, lifted and fell. My eyes drifted back to that tiny black hole at the center of her crack. I let my hand drift around her cheek from where I was holding onto her, towards her tight ring. I pushed out my thumb and let it settle on the spot I'd been staring at.
 

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

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

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

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

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

Her creamy wetness spilling onto me, the sight of her body bouncing up and down and the way her ass hole squeezed, pushed me over the edge. "Fuck!" I roared as the first pulse of my seed shot through my aching shaft into her tight wetness.
 

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

I roared and shuddered as her curvy body coaxed every last drop of cum through my shaft, up into her filthy puss. I jerked on the bed, trying to shove myself deep into her towards her cervix but I couldn't do much. She was on top of me and in control. She grabbed my shaking legs and held them down on the bed.
 

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

She rode me for a while longer as I watched my mess spill out of her onto my pelvis. As my cock fell out, Lisa lifted herself up and arched her back giving me the perfect view of her messy, desecrated rose. Another trickle of white leaked out and ran down her thigh. She lifted her leg over me, spun around and flopped down next to me on the bed, smiling. "You like?" she whispered, running her fingers through my chest hair.
 

"Yes," was all I managed to breathe. Of course I liked.
 

Now how the hell was I going to figure out where all of this was coming from?
 






Chapter 6

 


I woke up the next morning to the feeling of Lisa's fingers gliding over my cock. I was already stiff and when I opened my eyes she was staring down at me with a wicked smile. Before I knew what I was doing, I'd pushed her away and propped myself up on my elbows. I looked over her to see the alarm clock. It was quarter to six.
 

"What's wrong?" she asked, the devilish smile not fading from her lips.
 

"What's...what's wrong?" I mumbled, my voice raspy from sleep. "I...what's gotten into you?"
 

I know. I know. Why? Why that? Why not just lie back and enjoy my wife?
 

I'd spent half the night awake and my sleep had been filled with crazy dreams. Crazy, horny dreams of Lisa and her engineer. Greg. If that's who he was.
 

"What do you mean?" she asked, not letting go of my cock.
 

"I mean...oh come on! You're a...you're a...minx all of a sudden!"
 

Lisa's eyes popped open wide for a moment. Then she burst into laughter and letting go of my cock, rolled onto her back.
 

Her laugh bounced around the darkened room. It crested, then waned into giggles until she sat back up.
 

"Minx. Nice one," she said, smiling.
 

I felt myself blush at being laughed at. What can I say. It was early. "So?" I asked. "You going to tell me?"
 

"Tell you what?" she teased.
 

I felt an anger start to burn through me. I'd never liked being teased and even though she was just trying to be playful, I'd almost had enough. I started to get up.
 

"Hey, hey!" she said, pressing her hand against my chest to hold me down.
 

I slumped back down onto the bed. I looked away, pouting a little bit like a child.
 

"Okay. Alright," she said. "I'm sorry."
 

I looked back at her and could just make her smile out in the darkness.
 

"I saw you, you know?"
 

A tightness gripped my chest. My guts began to twist. "Saw me? Where?"
 

"I saw you in the parking lot yesterday. Sitting in your car."
 

Oh fuck.
 

Her eyes moved along my face, watching my reaction. "What were you doing there?"
 

Now this, I hadn't thought of. I hadn't prepared for this. "I...I was going to come in and say hi to you again. See how your day was going. You were so upset about having to go to work there that I thought..."
 

"Come on, Jack," she said, calling me out. "That's not true, is it?"
 

I let out a sigh. How could she have seen me? And what, exactly, did she suspect? "I just thought I'd swing by and see how you were. That's all."
 

"Bullshit," she replied.
 

"Bullshit?"
 

"Bullshit. Why didn't you come inside?"
 

"I...I saw you walking out with Amanda and...that guy."
 

"Greg."
 

Aha!
 

Aha? Aha what, Jack?
 

"Right. That's Greg. I saw you walking out with those guys and I thought you were going to lunch so I figured..."
 

"You drove all the way across town and sat in your car for a good ten minutes before he showed up."
 

"What?" I asked. "How do you know that?"
 

"There are cameras in the parking lot. And at the front gate. I see everyone that drives in. I saw you drive in and I got all happy that I was going to see you. Then you just sat there in your car. What was that about?"
 

I felt a surge of panic well inside me.
 

Think, Jack. Think!
 

"I..."
 

Lisa's eyes narrowed as she got ready to call bullshit again.
 

I was never good at thinking on my feet. I leaned back against the bed, giving up.
 

"Is that why you were asking whether I'd made any friends?"
 

"Huh? No! I was just...I wanted to know if you'd met anyone. I wanted to know if you were having a better time. That's all!"
 

"Oh," Lisa replied, her eyes drifting down towards my chest.
 

My body seized as I felt her fist wrap around my still-stiff cock.
 

Her eyes shot up, her gaze boring into my skull.
 

"You're not...you're not jealous, are you Jack?" she whispered giving my cock a squeeze.
 

It stiffened in her hand as I gasped. She had me, almost literally, by the balls. There was nowhere to run.
 

Her eyes widened at my reaction. "Is that what it is?" she said quietly, her hand gliding along my stiff shaft in a firm stroke. "You let me out of the house and now you're feeling a little jealous?" She squeezed me again as she said the word.
 

I tried to scramble up and away from her grasp but she put her other hand on my chest. Then she swung a leg over me and before I knew it she was straddling me, my cock squeezed between her damp slit and my stomach.
 

"There's something you're not telling me here, Jack," she said, leaning forward.
 

I couldn't resist stealing a glance at her breasts, swaying beneath her chest, then pressing against me. Her nipples were stiff and I felt them press against my ribs.
 

"You want to know what I think?" she purred, sliding her pussy back and forth so some of her juices spilled out onto my shaft, then trickled down onto my balls.
 

"I think you are feeling a little jealous. I think that's why you sat in the car watching me. I think that's why you sat in the car watching me the day before. Before you came in to give me my lunch. I think you're feeling a little jealous that I'm out there in my nice business suit with Greg trying to look down my shirt."
 

I couldn't help it. My cock lurched at her words, pressing against her soft puss.
 

Her mouth fell open as she felt the reaction between my legs. She stared at me for a moment before gliding along my shaft again, leaving a trail of sticky wetness along my cock. "So what does that mean?" she asked.
 

"What?" I said, my breath barely a whisper.
 

"What just happened there. I felt that, you know?"
 

"I...I...I..."
 

I could think of nothing to say.
 

Lisa let the silence linger for a moment before sliding across me again. Her pussy made a sticky wet sound as she found the head of my cock with her entrance. She gazed into my eyes. "You weren't sitting in the car to watch me talk to Greg, were you Jack?" she whispered.
 

Again my cock tightened into a stiff pole beneath her. In the same moment she slid forward, then immediately back, impaling my aching manhood into her drenched cunt.
 

"Oh fuck," I wheezed at the feeling of her hot pussy swallowing me whole.
 

She let me slide into her, until she was sitting on me again, then lowered her chest onto mine. "So it is something about Greg then?"
 

The mention of his name, the fact that she was thinking about him while my cock was inside her, made me harden again.
 

Her eyes popped open in delight. "Wow."
 

"Lisa, it's not..."
 

"Shh," she said, pressing a single finger against my lips. "I want to figure this out on my own." She rose up, the tight lips of her pussy milking my cock the way her mouth had. She lingered in the air, teasing my glans with her drooling cunt, then slid back down. "Did you like seeing me flirt with Greg?" she whispered.
 

I gasped. My hips bucked, jutting against her and almost lifting her off the bed.
 

She smiled at the reaction. "I did it for you, you know? I knew you were watching me but I had no idea why. That first day, I saw you sitting in the car. There's a camera right above that spot. I saw you staring at me and I thought," she bit her lip and looked side to side. "I thought...I don't know what I thought. It just felt kind of naughty and devious and...and fun."
 

"Fun?" I asked.
 

"Fun," she replied. "It was fun knowing you were there. It was fun knowing that you could see everything through the window. It was fun because, I don't know, you don't...look at me that way anymore. And I knew it was harmless so why not?"
 

That made me deflate a little inside her. The fact that she knew it was harmless, that there was no real risk, took some of the edge off.
 

She must have felt me flag because the smile turned to concern.
 

I cursed my body for the reaction, hoping that I hadn't killed the mood.
 

In an instant she picked up exactly where she'd left off. "Don't get me wrong," she said, leaning closer and nibbling on my ear. "I'd fuck him in a heartbeat, Jack. If he asked me."
 

I've never felt such a surge of painful, needing lust as I did at that moment. My wife, who was straddling me and teasing me with her hot pussy, was talking about how she would fuck another man. I slapped my palms down on her thighs and my hips started to grind against her.
 

It made her grin. "Oh wow," she said. "Is that it? Is that what you like? I've never seen you like this Jack. At a loss for words and trying to fuck me like a horny teenager!" She giggled at my attempts to try and get her riding.
 

I'd disappeared into the fantasy. Somewhere along the way I'd stopped feeling like this was real. Maybe it was just another dream I was going to wake up from. I'd moved into that very small, very private space inside my mind. The space I went to alone at night sometimes. A space where the only thing that existed was that vision of Lisa with another man between her legs. Lisa's toes curling as he pierced her soft cunt. The moan that stretched her lips. The way her back arched and her thighs came up as he fucked his hard cock into her pussy.
 

She leaned forward again, still enjoying my rapt attention and attempts at getting her to fuck. "I bet he has a big cock, too."
 

I couldn't take it. I couldn't fucking take it. I reached up and grabbed her tits and squeezed them, then pinched her nipples between fingers and thumbs.
 

This is what finally knocked her off balance and into the same head space I was in. Her hips started to ride. As she rocked back and forth on me, she covered my hands with hers and squeezed them over her breasts.
 

Her head rolled back. It was open in a silent moan.
 

"You'd let him fuck you, wouldn't you?" I asked, losing myself in the moment. "You'd let him fuck your pretty little pussy, wouldn't you?" I was a seething mess of need.
 

"Oh fuck baby, yes!" she squealed, squeezing my hands again.
 

"You'd let him pound his cock into your tight little cunt, wouldn't you?"
 

She fell forward, slamming onto my chest, her hips still rocking. "Fuck yes!"
 

I grabbed her ass and lifted it. Arching my back I came up hard, slamming my cock deep into her throbbing cunt.
 

It was a sweaty, gushing mess. I felt the hot, white cream leaking down my shaft, down my balls, into the crack of my ass. I started thrusting up, pounding her with relentless force as we both rose towards climax.
 

Her breath was a rhythmic throb right next to my ear. I could tell she was close. My cock strained. My balls ached. Her pussy clenched, coaxing my seed up into her cunt.
 

"Fuck Jack, I'm going to come!" she hissed.
 

With a groan and a shudder, my own orgasm welled up inside me. I felt my balls tighten and my cock go stiff inside her. At the same time I felt her hot, soaked puss choke my cock, wringing it for seed.
 

The first hot blast of my spunk made her rise up and shout "Yes!" I kept drilling into her, lost completely in the vision of what it would look like to see her riding Greg like this. I felt shot after shot of cum wretch up inside her, blasting towards her womb as she rode out her orgasm.
 

As the feeling faded back into the dark recesses of my lizard brain, her sweaty body collapsed onto me, both of us panting and gasping for breath.
 

Deflating, I felt myself fall out of her. A second later I heard her pussy flap and felt a trickle of my own sperm come dribbling back onto my shaft.
 

Lisa started to laugh.
 

I smiled.
 

She lifted herself, enough to look into my eyes. "You naughty boy. Why didn't you ever tell me about that?" she asked.
 

I shrugged and smiled, then casually looked to one side.
 

A panic gripped me.
 

It was seven o'clock.
 






Chapter 7

 


I stood in Hayden's office with my eyes turned towards the ground, feeling like an errant schoolboy. The fucker had seen me roll in almost half an hour late. He'd been waiting and told me to head to his office for a quick meeting.
 

All of the excitement I'd felt that morning had evaporated, as if someone had sucked the air out of my lungs. Now I stood there with sweaty palms and a tight stomach, waiting for him to come in.
 

I heard the door open behind me. I turned around. Hayden swept into the office, his phone pressed to his ear.
 

"No. No way. I told that guy, I said, you get those contracts back to us within the next twenty-four hours or we're done. Yeah. That's right. I told him we were done. Well, Paul Devine can just go shove it up his ass. This is the busiest ad agency on the eastern seaboard and if they're not interested in our business then...what's that? He'll never find out. I'm telling you, he'll never find out. James couldn't find it if you stuck it in his ass. Don't worry about him. Yeah. I'll call you later I've gotta deal with something over here."
 

Taking the phone away from his ear, he punched the screen with his thumb, then sent it clattering across his desk with the cavalier disdain of a man who has more important things to worry about than keeping a seven hundred dollar phone intact.
 

"Jack," he said, walking around the desk and rubbing the back of his neck. "Have a seat, would you?" He swung down into his leather desk chair, swung his arms up and locked his fingers behind his head and leaned back.
 

Trying not to look sheepish, I lowered myself into the chair in front of the desk.
 

"How's it going, Jack? Everything alright?"
 

"Everything's fine, I just..."
 

"That's great," he interrupted with a smug smile. "Just great. Listen, I wanted to talk to you about something. I couldn't help but notice that you were late again today?"
 

"Yes, I know. I'm sorry. I'm really sorry, I got, my car wouldn't start and..."
 

His smile tightened at my lie. "Right. Well the things is, see, we've been talking a lot about some changes that might be happening here and I just wanted you to know, mano-a-mano, we all need to kind of keep our stick on the ice, if you know what I mean?"
 

Oh fuck. Oh fuck, fuck.
 

This was the last thing I needed. I had just had a meeting with James, one of the other partners a few weeks ago. He'd told me that things were looking good for me. From what he'd said, it seemed like I was close to making partner and now this was happening.
 

"Hayden, look," I began, trying to send calming signals with my hands. "I know you saw me walk in late from lunch the other day, too. I have to come clean. I wasn't really at the doctors. I...I've been having some personal stuff going on at home and I just...there was some stuff I needed to sort out. That's what was going on this morning, too. But it's all sorted now and look, I promise this won't happen again. It's all...it's all good now."
 

I don't know what I'd been thinking. It just sort of came out. Unfortunately, Hayden wasn't the kind of guy who thought that "personal stuff" was a good reason to be slacking at work.
 

"Do you need some time, Jack? Is that it?" he asked, though I couldn't tell if he was being sarcastic or not.
 

"What? No. No! I'm good. I'm telling you it's all good now."
 

He nodded, looked down at his desk, then out the window. "There's a lot of young talent out there, Jack. You know that? Schools are pumpin' them out," he said, punching a fist into the air, "pumpin' them out faster than they can find jobs. I don't mean anything by it. I just think we all need to be on top of our game. You know? All of us." He drew a big, flat circle in the air between the two of us.
 

"Yeah. Yes...sir."
 

His face softened at hearing me call him sir. I fucking hated doing that because I hated being a kiss ass but it was definitely one of the things that Hayden loved. I figured it was justified in a situation like this.
 

"Good," he smiled. "I won't keep you then. What are you working on these days anyways?"
 

The question caught me slightly off guard. "Uh...the Napana file."
 

Hayden cracked a smile. "Ah yes. Napana," he said, drawing a banner with his fingers in the air. "Coffee you can count on. Hell of a tag line, don't you think?"
 

I managed a weak smile. It fucking sucked. "Yeah. Great."
 

"Chris came up with that. Bright kid. He's got a big future here."
 

"Yeah," I echoed. "Great."
 

"Good," Hayden said, standing up. "I won't waste any more of your time. Have a great day, Jack. Maybe stay a little closer to home for lunch?"
 

I felt my stomach sink again. I trudged out of his office and over toward my cubicle trying to cheer myself up along the way. It wasn't that today was Friday and I was going to miss lunchtime happy hour at Teddy's Grill that was getting me down.
 

That morning, as I'd been rushing around trying to get into work at a reasonable time, Lisa had put on the sexiest, most revealing top she'd worn to work yet. She stopped me on my way out the door, standing there in four inch black heels, a skirt that hugged her hips and thighs and that top beneath her blazer that made her tits just tug at my eyes. She'd looked up into my eyes and asked if I wanted to swing by for lunch. She was going to go out with Greg and maybe I could join them. Or maybe I could just watch?
 

I'd almost crashed the car on the way to work thinking about that. Thinking about her going into work dressed like that for Greg. I mean, it was for me but it was for-me-for-Greg, if you know what I mean.
 

On the way over I'd started planning how I could get away a little early and which way I could sneak in if I was late. I'd gotten myself all worked up and now this. There was no way I could make it across town to see anything and be back on time. My heart sank as I realized I would have to miss this one.
 

Hayden's being a douche, I texted as I sat down at my desk. Gonna have to rain-check on lunch. I tucked the phone back into my pocket and pulled up the artwork for the Napana file. Work would be a welcome distraction from all this bullshit, at this point.
 

My phone buzzed.
 

Bummer. Mind if I go anyways?
 

The unexpected question sent a ripple of angst and jealousy through me. What was she asking? Was this part of the game or did she just want to go out for lunch with the guys? Would she act the same way with Greg if I wasn't there? Or would she tone it down?
 

The possibility of Lisa heading out to lunch with her hunk of a co-worker was perturbing but strangely appealing at the same time. I would have no control at all. I wouldn't even know what she was doing. I would have to trust her to tell me all about it. I would have to trust that she wouldn't leave anything out.
 

I sat there staring at my phone trying to figure out what how I was going to respond. The thought of Lisa flirting with another man on her lunch break was terrifying and tantalizing at the same time.
 

"Is that company business there, Jack?"
 

Hayden's voice above me made me shrivel in my seat. I looked up. He was leaning against the wall of my cubicle, staring down at my phone. I tucked it back into my pocket. "No. Sorry, sir."
 

"More...personal trouble?" he asked.
 

Fuck.
 

"It's all good, sir. It's all good now."
 

His lips formed a tight line. An attempt at a smile. "Good. That's good." He knocked once on the wall of the cubicle, then sauntered away.
 

As soon as I saw him leave, I yanked the phone out of my pocket and started punching out a reply.
 

Sure. No funny business though, alright?
 

As soon as I hit send I regretted it. Funny business? What the hell was that? What did I think she was going to blow him in the restroom? I sat there trying to concentrate on my monitor for a good ten minutes before I felt the reply buzz in my pocket.
 

Whatever you say, Jack. Whatever you say.
 

The sentence was followed by a little winking face.
 

A cold jealousy settled in my stomach. It was going to be a long day.
 






Chapter 8

 


This time when I got home, Lisa wasn't there. As soon as I pulled into the driveway I started making excuses for her. Maybe they'd kept her late at work? Maybe her car had broken down. Why hadn't she texted? Why hadn't she called? There had to be a reasonable explanation, obviously.
 

Maybe she's fucking Greg?
 

It came out of nowhere but as soon as it had taken root in my mind, it wouldn't go away. With all the elegance of a raving lunatic, a man possessed, I poured myself a whisky and sat down on the couch.
 

Every time a car would drive by I would spring up to check if it was Lisa. Every time it wasn't I would get that same sinking feeling in my stomach. I thought of texting her but what would I say? Even a simple "where are you?" felt like it would sound desperate. As the light waned, I started fidgeting with my phone, checking it every few minutes to make sure I hadn't missed a message from her.
 

When I finally saw the headlights from her car turn into the driveway, I felt alternate waves of relief and panic wash over me. I stood up. I sat back down. What would be better? Cool and collected like nothing mattered? Or nervous wreck, dying to know what happened?
 

I went for cool and collected, flipping through my phone with my thumb. When the door opened it took all my willpower not to look up right away. After a few seconds, I casually glanced up.
 

Lisa was standing in the hallway, smiling at me, leaning against the wall, one foot hooked behind the other.
 

"Oh hey," I said, managing not to croak it out. "What's up?"
 

She let out a guffaw and rolled her eyes. "Yeah. Right."
 

"Yeah right what?" I asked.
 

"Yeah, right, like you haven't been sitting here waiting for me to get home."
 

"Oh, I just thought you were probably...out with Amanda or something."
 

Her eyes narrowed and her smile widened. "What's with not messaging me all day? Weren't you curious about how it went?" she asked.
 

"Ugh," I groaned, "Hayden was riding my ass because I'd been late a few times this week. I didn't want to get caught texting on 'company time.'"
 

The smile disappeared from her face. She kicked off her heels and walked towards the couch. "Is everything alright?" she asked, sounding very concerned.
 

"What? Yeah. Everything's fine."
 

"Everything's fine?" she said.
 

"Yeah. Everything's fine."
 

She shook her head. "Okay. Here's where I don't believe you."
 

"What? What do you mean?"
 

"I mean," she began, sauntering over to the couch and sitting down next to me, "I don't believe that you just sat here not thinking about what I texted you about. You just...stopped thinking about it? About me going to lunch with Greg?"
 

She looked at me with a knowing smile and I knew I didn't have a leg to stand on. I was done. "Fine. Fine. You win. What happened?" I asked, staring at her.
 

"Jack." She sat down and reached out and put a finger on my chin. As her smile curled wider, she let the finger trail down the front of my neck, past the collar of my shirt. Her slender finger swooped down the front of my shirt, the nail clacking along the buttons as she dragged it lower and lower.
 

And suddenly I found myself once again gripped by a powerful jealousy, if you could call it that. It was more than just jealousy, though. At the core of the feeling was the powerlessness I felt at what she was about to say. If something had happened, it had already happened. The only difference was that she was going to tell me about it and make it real for me.
 

Her finger slid past my buckle and the tip of it landed on the hard bulge that had formed in my pants, tenting them. Still smiling, Lisa scraped the fabric with her nail making me flex under the sensation.
 

I stared at her, wondering if in the next moment, what she was going to say was going to change everything between us. Surely she hadn't just...
 

"Jack?" she whispered. "Nothing. Nothing happened."
 

The relief I felt at her words was meaningless. I can't call it empty because it felt like nothing had been emptied. My entire being still felt full and flexed, in a state of tension, as if nothing had been resolved and nothing ever would be. Unless...
 

"So how did you feel? Before I told you? How did you feel?" she said, fanning her fingers out over my aching shaft.
 

"I...I..."
 

I...what, Jack? Spit it out.
 

How the fuck did I feel? How did I feel staring into my wife's smiling eyes, knowing she was teasing me about fooling around with another man? I felt terrible, right? Wasn't that what I was supposed to feel? Terrible? And hurt? And betrayed?
 

But it was a good kind of terrible. Something about it was tugging at me and wouldn't leave me alone. Something about it was only making me want more of that tortured feeling.
 

"Would you ever do something like that?" I finally managed to whisper.
 

Lisa narrowed her eyes and looked down at my cock. I followed her gaze but got distracted by the beautiful line of cleavage plunging down her top that made me want to sink my face between her tits.
 

"You're not being serious now, are you?" she asked
 

Oh God. Was I? Was I being serious? Would I ever really be able to stomach something like that? My mind was saying to watch out, take it easy and not say something I was going to regret but my stomach and my cock were what did the real talking.
 

"If...if you were into it," I said, yanking my eyes from the two magnetic orbs of flesh pressed together by Lisa's bra to look back up at her.
 

She stopped smiling and looked deeply into my eyes, searching for the truth. She pulled her hand off of my cock.
 

I looked down, unsure of what I'd done wrong. "Hey, what's wrong? I was only joking if..."
 

Lisa put a hand up and silenced me. "It's not that. You don't have to pretend you were joking. I just wanted to be...I just wanted to ask for real. Sorry if it killed the mood. I know it's just a fantasy but I didn't want...I didn't want someone to get the wrong idea. Like if you were just saying this because it's hot..."
 

It took me a moment to realize what she was saying. "Wait, you really want to do this, don't you? With Greg?!?" That last part came out sounding a little more panicked than I'd hoped.
 

"What? No! No, no, no! I mean, I wouldn't mind but it's not like I'm planning this or something. I'm not saying this so that you'll...so that I can..."
 

I saw Lisa start to get flustered. I felt my cheeks start to heat and realized I was getting kind of flustered too. I mean, it was a crazy thing to be talking about. "Hold on," I said, jumping up off the couch. I grabbed my whisky glass, walked across the room and grabbed another one, then filled them both with a healthy amount of scotch.
 

When I came back to the couch, Lisa looked grateful for the distraction. We both had a sip, then another. As soon as I felt it warming my stomach I knew we were both going to feel better.
 

"Good call," Lisa said, setting her glass down and smiling. "Look, it's not that I'm somehow planning to do this. I just wanted to have a talk about whether you were actually into it. A talk that didn't involve me being sexy or us making out or whatever. I just want to know how you actually feel."
 

And strangely, now that we were talking about it openly and Lisa had resigned to just send it all out into the ether, I felt much less nervous about it than I had when we'd just been role playing. "Okay, I know this is going to sound strange, but you already know the half of it. Or at least you've already seen how I react to watching you with, er, around other men." I put a hand on her arm. "It really turns me on. I don't know whether it would still really turn me on if something actually happened or if I would just freak out, but in my mind, anyways, it really turns me on."
 

Lisa flashed me an earnest smile and touched my hand with hers. "Okay, so don't take this the wrong way or anything, but the way you look at me, even when I'm just talking about it, makes me really hot."
 

I chuckled. "How could I take that the wrong way?"
 

"I don't know. I just don't want you thinking that this is some backdoor way of me getting you to let me sleep with another guy."
 

I held my shit together for about five seconds.
 

"What? Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked.
 

"He-he...backdoor..." I muttered, chuckling some more into my hand.
 

Lisa rolled her eyes, groaned and smacked me on the arm. "Why do boys have to be so stupid?"
 

"I don't know," I replied, seriously pondering the question as I shook my head. "I really don't know."
 

"Do you want to have this conversation or not?" she snapped.
 

I snapped out of my middle school idiocy and leaned towards her. "I'm sorry. I really am. I'll...try to stop."
 

She let out an exasperated sigh. "Look, the reason I'm bringing this up," she said.
 

She immediately had my rapt attention. What was the reason she was bringing this up?
 

"The reason I'm bringing this up is because Amanda asked me out."
 

"Amanda asked you out?" I asked.
 

"Amanda asked me to go dancing with her next weekend."
 

Wham!
 

There it was. That feeling again. That achey-hurty jealous but oh-so-good feeling that made my cock do a little dance in my pants. "Dancing?" I asked.
 

"Dancing."
 

"When's the last time you went dancing?"
 

"I don't know," Lisa said, thinking back. "College?"
 

It was college. I knew that for a fact. She'd gone out with one of her raver girlfriends and had a terrible time. Lisa was much more into digging into a good book than she was into going dancing. "You don't even like dancing."
 

"I know," she shrugged. She picked her glass up and took another sip of her scotch. "But I thought..."
 

Here it comes, Jack. You ready for it?
 

"...I thought it might be a good way to..." She looked away, obviously feeling sheepish.
 

"Hey, it's okay. Just say what you were going to say," I said.
 

"I thought it would be a good way to test the waters, or whatever."
 

Slam!
 

"Test the waters?" I asked.
 

"Test the waters like, if you're really into this. If not that's okay too. I just thought if I were on the dance floor, had some drinks. I thought, you know, maybe you could watch from the table or something and we could see if we liked it or whatever. But maybe it's a stupid idea. Forget I said anything. Yeah, just forget about it."
 

"Wow, wow, hold on," I said. "I told you you could say anything. Why are you so worried about this?"
 

Lisa sighed and tilted her head. "Because I don't want you thinking I'm some slut that just wants to sleep around."
 

"I don't think that."
 

She looked almost surprised by that. "Well, that's good. Yeah. That's good," she said, nodding her head as if she were trying to convince herself it was.
 

"Do you think that? Cause that's what it seems this is about. That you think you'd be a slut. Just sleeping around."
 

Lisa lowered her eyes and thought about it for a few moments. She looked back up with a puppy-dog face and a droopy lip. "Maybe," she said, pouting.
 

"Who cares?"
 

"Who cares?" she echoed.
 

"Yeah. Who cares? It's not like anyone's going to know about this."
 

"Well, if we go with Amanda she might find out. Or at least suspect. I don't know."
 

"Do you really care what she thinks?"
 

"No, I guess not," Lisa said after a while.
 

"I'm not going to tell anyone. Other than that you have no one else to worry about."
 

"I guess..."
 

"What I want to know," I said, leaning in even closer. "Is how long you've been cooking up this plan to cheat on me?"
 

She gasped and her eyes shot up to mine.
 

"You little slut," I whispered with a smile.
 

Lisa's face burst into a grin and she slapped me on the chest with her hand. I grabbed her before she could take it back, pulled her close and our lips met. She tasted like bubble gum. Sweet like chemical fruit.
 

"How about we get back to what we were doing?" I asked after our kiss ended.
 

"Oh Jack," she purred, "I want to but can we please, please have dinner first? I'm starving!"
 

I groaned inside but smiled. "Of course we can," I replied.
 

But my mind was already thinking of next weekend.
 

Dancing, huh?
 

Maybe we could go and buy Lisa something nice to wear.
 






Chapter 9

 


"What about this?" Lisa pressed the tiny black tube of fabric against her body and turned one way, then the other.
 

Shifting in my seat to try and accommodate my hardening cock, I looked at the dress she was showing me with one eyebrow raised. "It's hard to tell. I can barely see it. Can you try it on?"
 

Lisa smirked because this had been my reaction to every piece that she'd brought back to the change room. "You just want to get another eyeful, don't you?" she asked, turning and stepping into the little booth behind her.
 

"Yes. Yes I do," I replied as she closed the door.
 

It was Wednesday night. We'd spent most of the previous weekend talking things through. It was surprising how much there was to talk about. Stuff came up that we hadn't shared in years. Stuff from our sex life that we'd probably never have brought up again if we hadn't stumbled onto my strange fantasy.
 

In the end we decided it would be best to take it slow. Even though Amanda had invited Lisa to go dancing, I insisted that it be the both of us. After some convincing Lisa agreed that it would be best if both of us were to go and not just her.
 

First of all, I wanted to be there. Most of what I found hot about it was actually watching her interact with another man. Of course the state of tension I'd been in on Friday before she got home was kind of sexy too, but there was too much angst that went with it.
 

There was no way I could spend a whole night sitting at home and wondering what the hell she was up to.
 

Lisa had also agreed on this and started talking to Amanda about me coming with them. The problem was Amanda didn't get why Lisa wanted me to come so badly so Lisa had to end up telling her the reason for it. Amanda thought this was hilarious, which also made Lisa feel better about it.
 

On Tuesday, I told her my idea about going and getting her a dress for that weekend and she loved it. I picked her up after work on Wednesday and took her out to dinner, then we drove to Main St. downtown where a bunch of boutique stores had sprung up in the last few years. Not being able to find anything there, we drove to the mall and started poking around the smaller stores, and finally tried Jackson's department store.
 

The place was pretty dead on a Wednesday night so we pretty much had it to ourselves.
 

A few minutes after she went in, Lisa emerged and my eyes bugged out. She looked incredibly stunning. She'd taken off her bra and squeezed her breasts into the tight top part of the dress. The bottom of it barely covered her ass, making her long, toned thighs look even longer and more muscular. As she stepped to look at herself in the mirror, she made a few last adjustments to how the dress hugged her body. She looked stunning.
 

"What do you think?" she asked, standing sideways and running a hand down her tummy.
 

"I think you're going to have every guy in the place eating out of your hand," I replied.
 

"I do look kind of hot, don't I?"
 

"Kind of? You're a fucking bombshell. I...I can't believe you married me, seeing you in that."
 

Lisa laughed and in a mock Long Island accent said, "Oh stwap. Yeh tsoo much."
 

"No really," I went on, unable to keep my eyes from roving up and down the curves the dress highlighted, "you look really hot."
 

Lisa smiled at me in the mirror and I could tell she was feeling pretty good about herself. And that made me feel pretty good, too. Lisa had always been confident about her mind but she wasn't the kind of girl to get too hung up on her body image. Which was a good thing, but it was still nice to see her happy about the way she looked. It made her glow.
 

She turned to face me, then leaned to one side and peered out into the rest of the department store. She looked one way, then the other, then stood up straight and looked right at me. Spinning on her heel, she crooked a finger, letting me know I should follow her.
 

"Uh...where we going?" I asked, a little dumbfounded.
 

Lisa grabbed the tie I was still wearing from work and yanked me into the change room along with her. She shut the door quietly and put finger up to my lips when I started to ask her what was going on.
 

"Shh," she said, kneeling down in front of me. As she did, I got the perfect view of the cleft of flesh her breasts made down the front of the dress. I was already hard from watching her try on so many sexy dresses. I just wondered what would happen if we got caught. "If you don't want to get caught," she said, reading my mind, "you're going to have to make it quick."
 

With that, she yanked my zipper down and reached her fingers into my boxers to fish out my cock.
 

She plunged her face onto it right away. Working hard to stay quiet, she started working her tongue over it, wrapping it around and around the head while she sucked up and down my shaft.
 

As I grabbed the walls to try and steady myself, she reached her other hand into my pants, found my balls and started to rub the underside of my sack with the tips of her fingers.
 

This sent delicious ripples shimmering up my spine into the base of my brain and back down in between my legs, stiffening my cock and making my balls pull up.
 

I stared at her, looking up at me with her wide, brown eyes. She looked so deliberate in what she was doing. Studious almost. It wasn't a duty to go down on me but something she was doing because the act was doing something for her.
 

I found this to be incredibly hot. The fact that suddenly my wife liked giving blowjobs, liked sneaking a quickie in in a public place was a huge turn on. That message shot from my lizard brain down into my cock and I got rock hard inside Lisa's mouth.
 

Still stroking my balls with her fingers, she let out a little laugh over my shaft.
 

Somehow this seemed hotter still, that she was being so playful and giggling even while my cock was in her mouth. My breathing quickened and I could feel seed pulsing through my cock. "Baby," I whispered, careful not to be too loud in case there was someone on the other side of the door. "I'm...careful...I'm gonna come."
 

I thought she was going to pull off. Actually, I didn't know what I thought her plan was. She never really liked swallowing, which was fine but I couldn't really nut all over the change room wall.
 

Lisa did pull off, but left the head of my cock in her mouth and only for a moment. Long enough to giggle again and say, "So? Come?" Instantly, she grabbed my ass with her hand and sank down onto my cock. As I watched her take more and more of me into her mouth my eyes bugged out again. I felt the head of my cock touch the back of her throat. Then I watched as she plunged me even deeper into her mouth.
 

Then I felt the muscles in her neck tighten, tickling my glans as her tongue swept back and forth across my shaft. That was it. That pushed me over.
 

"Fuck," I hissed. I reached out to steady myself and the only thing I could find was her head. I put both hands on her head and with my cock buried that deep inside her mouth it felt like I was just using her face to release. That made me come so much harder.
 

I felt jet after jet of hot sperm blast into her throat, splashing across the back of her neck. I felt her swallow, sweep her tongue across my cock for more, then swallow when she got the next blast.
 

I made some ugly half-groaning, half-grunting noise but managed not to cry out. Unloading the rest of my spunk into her hot mouth, I shuddered, then staggered back.
 

Lisa gagged, probably from the sensation of my cock falling out of her mouth so fast, but managed not to wretch. She cupped a hand to her mouth just as she started laughing. She swallowed the last of my semen and fell back against the changing room wall.
 

I saw it when she took her hand away from her mouth. Just a tiny droplet of my cum, dribbling down her cheek. "Fuck!" I said, and reached out to try and scoop it up. I was too late. The little bead of white cream dripped from the tip of her chin and fell in a tiny puddle on the dress, darkening the fabric.
 

Lisa looked down to where I was pointing, then back up at me. She covered her mouth with her hand started to laugh. "Guess we're buying this one then?" she said between giggles.
 

The knock on the door startled both of us.
 

"Hello? Who's in there?"
 

We sat there, snickering like school kids until whoever was behind the door gave up and left. Then we hurried to the counter, paid for the dress and rushed out of the store and into the night.
 

I was already hard again by the time we got to the car.
 






Chapter 10

 


Lisa looked just as incredible on the Friday we went to the club as she had in the store. We picked Amanda up at her apartment and headed downtown. So as not to be rude, we let Amanda ride up front while I drove and Lisa sat in the back.
 

After a bit of banter between the two of them we drove through the dark streets in awkward silence for a while before Amanda spoke up.
 

"So you guys gonna do it?" she asked.
 

I glanced at her to see her looking at me from the passenger seat. "Do what?"
 

"I mean are you going to go through with it? Are you actually going to let another guy fuck her?"
 

I nearly drove the car off the road. I knew Lisa had told her but I didn't expect such a forthright question about it. "Uh...I don't know. I guess we'll see when we get there."
 

"She is going to kill in that dress, you know? She's gonna be chasing guys away all night. Unless you want to take more than one home!" She threw her head back and her blonde hair, which she'd curled for the evening, bounced on her bare, tanned shoulders.
 

I looked at Lisa's reflection in the rear view mirror. She was rolling her eyes but she was smiling. Her whole body seemed to be buzzing with energy. She was definitely excited about the possibilities the night might bring.
 

Even though I'd had a week to come to grips with what was happening, sometimes my own reaction at what I was about to do still took me by surprise. I would get that same electric thrill shooting through me as I imagined Lisa on the dance floor, surrounded by other guys. I kept wondering how I was going to react in the moment but I wasn't worried about it. I didn't know what to expect but I knew it was going to be good.
 

By the time we got a parking spot, then walked to the club, the girls were huddling together against the cold and I felt a little out of place. The only guy invited to girls night.
 

We didn't have to wait in line for very long. As soon as the bouncer spotted Lisa and Amanda, or more accurately, their legs poking out from beneath their short skirts, he waved us over. He opened the velvet rope that was keeping the rest of the line from walking through the door and let us pass. I thought I saw him give me a funny look but I didn't pay too much attention to it. I was way too involved in what I was heading into.
 

Inside the air was hot and thick with the smell of booze and cologne and sweat. The music was thumping but it wasn't so loud that you couldn't talk or make out what someone was saying to you. After leaving our jackets at the coat check, the three of us made our way to the bar.
 

The girls got vodka shots and I got a double Jack on the rocks. We stood around letting our eyes get accustomed to the dim light and our bodies used to the feeling of sound being pumped through them by the enormous sound system.
 

After they'd finished their shots, Amanda started pulling Lisa towards the dance floor.
 

"Hold on," Lisa said, turning toward me. "You still okay with this?" she asked.
 

It was sweet, her being so thoughtful. I gave her a big smile. "More than okay. Go. Have fun. I'll be right here if you need me."
 

She gave me one last look that said "I love you," before being swept up into the sea of bodies by Amanda.
 

I leaned back on my stool and watched them weave their way through the crowd out into the center of the dance floor. It was funny seeing Lisa in her high heels. The only other time I'd seen her wear heels was for our wedding and even that looked out of place. But she'd been practising wearing them all week and now that she'd gotten the hang of it it just added to all that new sexy confidence she had.
 

It took all of thirty seconds of the two of them dancing before I saw a guy come up on either side of them. The guy behind Amanda was a tall dude with jet-black, slicked back hair. The top two buttons of his shirt were undone, showing off his dark, hairy chest adorned with a thick, gold chain.
 

It wasn't the kind of guy I'd imagined showing up but Amanda didn't seem to mind as she backed away from dancing with Lisa and closer to him.
 

The guy that stepped up behind Lisa was black. He had a shaved head and wore a black t-shirt that hugged his muscular frame. He stepped in close, but not so close that he was right on top of her.
 

Lisa didn't notice at first. It took Amanda shooting her look then glancing over her shoulder, towards the guy, to get her to turn around. When she saw him standing a foot or so away I saw her body freeze for a moment, then relax, then transform into a different shape entirely.
 

It was like watching the most primal response from an animal when presented with a potential mate. All the cues came at once. Her breasts seemed to get rounder as she pushed her chest out. The pleasantly plump shelf of her ass raised a little. Then she raised her arms and waving them gently from side to side in time with the beat, showing off her taut tummy and slender hips. It was a silent invitation to dance.
 

Blood surged into my cock as I watched the guy step in towards her. I felt my heart thud in my chest, skipping a beat, probably in disbelief that we were going through with this. I took a deep breath to calm down, then leaned back onto the bar to enjoy the view.
 

The guy smiled as he saw that Lisa was up for a dance at least. Two dark and sturdy hands swept up her sides and settled on her hips, swaying together with them to the music. The guy stepped closer.
 

I caught my breath. His body was just inches from hers now, his head tilting down as if he were breathing in the scent of her neck. They started moving together, her light skin seeming whiter against his dark flesh. He pressed closer to her still, closing the gap between their bodies. Now his chest was against her back. His hips against her ass.
 

A terrifying thrill rushed through me as I wondered whether she could feel his cock against her.
 

They started moving moving in unison, two snakes twining around each other. Lisa's ass pressed further out and she ground it against his hips.
 

My blood was running hot and cold now. My cock was stiff. My insides were tied into a thousand knots. Every time I saw him move his hands I thought I saw her react. I thought I saw her relax a little bit more and press closer towards him.
 

I have to admit I had a moment of doubt here. It was just as hot as I'd imagined, seeing Lisa being groped and pawed at by another guy, but she seemed so lost in the moment that I wondered if she would ever come back to me. I wondered if we could ever be the same again.
 

His black hands moved up and around the front of her body. As they danced to the thundering beat I saw his hand creep even further up and around until it settled on one of Lisa's round breasts.
 

The image sent another blast of angsty lust coursing through me. It was exciting seeing him get close to her. It was a thrill seeing his hands on her hips, her thighs, even seeing him lean close to her neck. But not of those places were nearly as forbidden as what he was doing now.
 

The full weight of what I was witnessing hit me like a truck.
 

Another man was groping my wife's tit and all I could do was watch.
 

I guess that wasn't strictly true. In theory I could have gotten up, walked across the dance floor and told them to stop. I say in theory because I don't know if there was a force in the universe that could have moved me from my spot in that moment.
 

My cock was rock hard. I could feel sweat beading along my forehead. I couldn't even lift a fucking hand to wipe it off. All of my energy, every single last ounce, was going to staring, bug-eyed, at the two of them getting to know each other.
 

I saw him squeeze her fleshy breast. I watched her close her eyes. She leaned back, leaning into his chest, savoring the hard wall of muscle at her back. She ground her ass against him and now I was sure that she was stroking his cock with it.
 

"So you're really into that, huh?" The sound of Amanda's voice tore me from Lisa and the stranger's world and back into the club. The music seemed to amplify. The lights felt brighter. My tunnel vision faded and I turned around. Amanda was standing next to me, stirring her cocktail with a red straw and staring at Lisa and the guy.
 

"I...I guess," I mumbled, feeling a little sheepish. I barely knew her and it felt like this was a pretty intimate thing for her to know about me.
 

"I dated a guy like that once," Amanda said, not taking her eyes of the sight of Lisa and the dark stranger undulating on the dance floor.
 

"You did?" I asked, my curiosity suddenly piqued.
 

"Uh-huh. He wanted me to fuck other guys."
 

"Really?" I said, barely able to believe she wouldn't have told Lisa something like that. Or maybe Lisa just hadn't told me?
 

"Really. He was a really nice guy. I really liked him." She turned and looked at me with her big, blue eyes. "He was the kind of guy I really could have...tried to make things work with, you know?"
 

"Why didn't you?"
 

"He was just too into it. He couldn't stop asking me about it. Would I do it? Just once. He wouldn't stop going on about it."
 

"I'm not like that," I said. I had no idea why I felt the need to justify myself to her.
 

"Didn't say you were."
 

We both turned back to the floor and stared at Lisa for a while longer.
 

"You don't get worried?" she asked after a while.
 

"Worried? Worried about what?"
 

"You don't get worried that she's going to fall for some other guy and leave you?"
 

The pleasant tightness in my stomach twisted into a dreadful knot. "What?"
 

"You know. Like what if she hooks up with this guy and, like, they really hit it off?"
 

I forced an awkward laugh. "It's not like that. She's not...looking for anything like that," I explained.
 

Amanda laughed. "Sometimes things happen when you least expect them though, right?"
 

I didn't like what she was getting at but I had nothing else to say. Thankfully Mr. Goldchains emerged from the crowd and spotted us at the bar.
 

"Hey," he said, eyeing Amanda up and down and parting his shirt a little wider with his fingers. "Let's dance." He was chewing gum now.
 

Amanda smiled at me, hopped off her bar stool and took his hand.
 

He led her out to the floor and immediately put his hairy, olive paws on her ass and started to dance. She didn't seem to mind. Almost looked like she liked it.
 

I turned my attention back to the spot Lisa had been dancing with her stranger.
 

She was gone.
 

Gone.
 

Gone.
 

My heart skipped a beat then dropped into overdrive. I jumped off the bar stool and without thinking where I was going started plowing through the crowd. My vision tunnelled again as I searched frantically for the shape of Lisa's face in the swarming sea of sweaty dancing, groping bodies.
 

I pushed people out of the way, stumbling through towards the back. My mind started racing as my imagination ran wild with the possibilities of where they might have gone. Had they gone upstairs to the lounge? Had they left? Why would they have left? Or had Lisa succumbed to her desire and dragged him into some dark corner for some illicit fun?
 

My body seized at that last one. That wasn't what we'd talked about. This had never been part of the plan. We were supposed to keep in touch. This was supposed to be about us!
 

My palms started to sweat as I plunged deeper into the club towards the bathrooms. I stopped dead in my tracks as I saw him, the dark stranger, leaning against the wall beside the entrance to the women's bathroom. A moment later, Lisa emerged.
 

I spun around. I felt a cocktail of shame and relief surge through me. Shame at the fact that I'd even suspected her of doing anything like that. Relief at the fact that I'd obviously been wrong. I picked my way through the crowd, toward the wall and turned to find them again.
 

They'd gone back to dancing. In the same spot, more or less, where they'd been before. I could see Lisa from the side. She didn't seem as relaxed anymore, her body was tense, her eyes scanning the room, searching for something. My shoulders sagged as I realized she was searching for me.
 

Making my way around the room I came back to the bar stool I'd been sitting at. Our eyes met. Lisa smiled.
 

My heart fluttered but I managed to smile back.
 

She turned around, pried his hands off of her hips, then said something to him.
 

He cocked his head and furrowed his brow but Lisa was already turning to walk away. He put up a hand and even though I couldn't hear it, I made out what he was saying. "Hey. Hold up." He dipped a hand into his pocket and pulled out a card. He handed it to Lisa who looked at it, then tucked it into the front of her dress. When she turned back to walk toward me, she was smiling. She came up to the bar and almost fell into my arms.
 

"Hey," she said, pressing her nose against mine.
 

I closed my eyes, finally feeling like I was back in the driver's seat now that I was touching her again. "Hey," I replied.
 

"Should we get out of here?" she asked.
 

I nodded.
 

"Let me just find Amanda." She turned, let go of my hands and prowled back into the crowd. A few minutes later she was back. "She's all good. Let's go home." She pulled me off the bar stool and dragged me toward the door.
 






Chapter 11

 


We fell into the house, slamming the door behind us, locked in a passionate kiss as our hands groped each other's bodies. We stumbled to the living room, tearing off clothes, pawing at each other until we fell onto the couch naked, wet and hard.
 

Lisa lowered her body on top of mine and I felt the wetness of her slit on my stiff cock. She slid herself back and forth. She leaned forward her breasts, nipples stiff pressing against my chest, hot and soft.
 

She plunged her tongue into my mouth, searching for mine, hungry for my kiss. I kissed her back and slid my hands up her thighs until they found her ass. I guided her forward until I felt the heat of her tight hole at the head of my cock. Raising my hips, I shoved my dick inside her snatch.
 

"Oh fuck!" she moaned as her hot, sticky cream gushed out of her and slid down onto my balls.
 

I started fucking myself up into her, clawing at her body as she rose up off of mine.
 

We were like two animals possessed. Two creatures that needed to feel everything about the other, that needed to melt into each other.
 

All I could think of was seeing her out on the floor with that guy. I thought of his dark hands pawing at the breasts I was touching now. I thought of how he'd grabbed her ass, how he'd leaned close to her neck. I thought of the way his dark skin had looked next to hers.
 

It made a violent shudder rip through me and settle into my cock, hardening it even more.
 

Lisa began to moan and mewl on top of me. Her cunt started squeezing me, her body begging me to nut. "Fuck, I'm gonna come!" she cried. Rising up and riding me hard, she bucked on top of me, her wet pussy drooling hot, fresh cream.
 

I was almost at the edge too, hoping I could last until she finished.
 

As her hot pussy squeezed and sucked my stiff cock my vision blurred and the dark fantasy slid into my mind. I could see it almost as clearly as if I were there.
 

Lisa on the couch. The dark stranger's hard body beneath her. His cock buried inside her tight, pink cunt. Her lips twisted in agony. Her body tense. Her ass bouncing as she rode. Then the silent explosion inside her that filled her with seed and shoved her over the edge.
 

A blistering climax tore through me and I shouted.
 

Lisa's eyes popped open at the feeling of my cock hardening inside her.
 

I felt the first hot splurt of my sticky seed splash into her insides.
 

She yelped. She dug her fingernails into my chest. Her pussy tightened. Then her whole body burst into a furious fucking as she rode the wave of my orgasm to the peak of her own.
 

I watched her breasts slap noisily against each other above me. Her back was arched, making them seem larger than they normally were. Her hard nipples tiny pink pebbles crowning her soft mounds. 
 

Her orgasm finished with a violent shudder just as I felt her cum, mixed with mine, come squirting down my cock. She groaned and fell on top of me in a sweaty, panting heap.
 

I put my arms around, my cock still inside her but flagging now. We held each other like that until we'd both calmed down.
 

Lisa started to chuckle first.
 

That made me laugh a little which made her giggle even harder and soon we were both roaring with laughter.
 

I don't know if she knew what we were laughing at. I wasn't sure myself but there was something amusing about how primal and animal our lovemaking had been, after the fact. We finally calmed down and she lifted herself up to look into my eyes.
 

"Sex. What a funny thing," she said, then leaned down to kiss me.
 

I put my hands back on her ass to try and ease her off of me but she brushed them away. "Wait," she said. "What are we going to do with that? I don't want it all over the couch!"
 

"Do with what?"
 

"With this mess," she said, pointing between her legs.
 

I could still feel our juices oozing out of her. I knew there was probably already a stain on the couch from where they'd dribbled down my balls. But now a fresh excitement gripped me. I wanted to see it. I wanted to see what that mess looked like. I wanted to see what her soft, silky pussy looked like with my cum seeping from it.
 

"Here," I said, "get up and slide off this way. Towards my chest."
 

She scrunched her nose up. "What?"
 

"Just slide off and up onto my chest." I looked up at her. "I...I kind of want to see it."
 

"See it?" she asked.
 

Oh for fuck's sake. "I want to see your pussy!"
 

"Jack!" she shrieked. "Gross!"
 

I shook my head and rolled my eyes. "Really? You're going to be grossed out about this? I just let you get groped by another guy. Come on. I've always wanted to see it, I just never felt like I could ask."
 

"What makes you feel like you can ask now?" she giggled.
 

I smiled at her. I wasn't too sure myself but something felt different about us. Like a door had opened. I wanted to walk through and see what was on the other side. "Come on. Please?"
 

She sighed. "Okay but don't do anything gross!"
 

"I won't. I promise."
 

Reaching back to keep my cock from flopping out of her, she eased herself off of me. The sudden cold and the feeling of falling out of her hot pussy made me shiver. She wriggled up onto my stomach, then further up onto my chest.
 

I lowered my eyes. I caught my breath as my gaze fell onto the sight of her stretched flower, leaking my creamy-white pollen. I put my hands on her ass and yanked her forward a little more.
 

"Jack!" she shrieked. But at the same time she, too, looked down to see what she looked like. To see what her pussy looked like after it had been used like that.
 

The tight pink lips were still stretched from my cock. As she squeezed her muscles more of my cum came oozing out. It trickled onto my chest, pooling in a hot puddle.
 

I looked up to see her staring at it, wide-eyed. She seemed as entranced by it as I was. I pulled her closer.
 

"Jack!" she gasped. But she didn't resist. Her ass settled onto my chest, her pussy less than an inch from my mouth.
 

I pushed out my tongue until the tip of it touched clit. I felt her shudder above me.
 

"Oh God Jack," she whispered as I started to lap at her stiffening clit. She reached down and ran her fingers through my hair. Her hips moved forward, then back. Soon she was rocking back and forth in time with my spinning tongue. More of our juices spilled from her onto my neck. She gasped. She moaned. Then, with a long, low groan I felt her coming again, her body shaking, her thighs slapping against my cheeks.
 

I licked and suckled her hot clit until she couldn't take any more and pulled herself away. She looked stunned. Her mouth was hanging open and she was panting again. "Holy fuck," she said. "That was hot."
 

After we'd both showered and fallen into bed I turned out the light and we waited for sleep to come. But as I spooned her body I felt none of the telltale signs. Her breathing was steady. There were no little fits or jerks as she fell into sleep.
 

"What are you thinking about?" I finally whispered.
 

Lisa rolled over and stared at me through the darkness. "Did you like that? Did you like seeing me out there with him?"
 

"I did," I replied. "I thought I made that pretty clear," I said with a grin.
 

She smirked. "Yeah, I know. I just wanted to be sure. I just wanted to make sure you weren't...I don't know. Upset, or something."
 

I thought about it for a while. "I'm not upset now. It was pretty terrifying when you disappeared."
 

"Disappeared?" she asked.
 

"I think you went to the bathroom. I went looking for you."
 

"Oh. That. Yeah, sorry. I just really had to go."
 

I struggled with whether I should ask the question for a while. "Nothing...happened, did it?"
 

"Happened? Oh! You mean did I give him a blowjob in the bathroom?"
 

A fierce anguish tore through me at her words. She must have felt it.
 

"Jack, I was joking!" she said and put a hand on my cheek. "Of course nothing like that happened."
 

My whole body relaxed at her reassurance. "Sorry. I had to ask."
 

"Jack," she whispered, running her fingers through my hair. "I would never do anything like that. Not without you there. This isn't about me. You know that, right? I want to do this with you. I'm only doing this with you."
 

It felt like nothing else needed to be said. I kissed her and we both drifted off to sleep.
 






Chapter 12

 


Our sex life was set ablaze by that night. Lisa would be waiting for me every evening when I got home. Sometimes naked in bed, sometimes on the couch. On Wednesday she went out and bought lingerie. Red fishnets with a hole in the crotch. We fucked like rabbits, talking dirty about our strange new fantasy.
 

I couldn't get enough. I had trouble concentrating at work. My mind was constantly filled with visions of Lisa lying spread eagle on the bed. Lisa waiting for her new lover, the dark stranger we'd met at the bar.
 

She showed me his card. Thomas Smith. It didn't say who he was, just a phone number and a twitter handle. 
 

As the memory of what had happened started to fade, so did the thrill I felt every time I recalled it. I wanted more. I wanted to see those hands running across her naked flesh, or so I thought. I wanted to feel the rush her illicit yet permitted betrayal brought.
 

By the time Thursday rolled around we were both so hot about it that I brought it up. We were watching TV and Lisa was sitting next to me on the couch. I reached over and took her hand.
 

She smiled. "What's up?"
 

I took a deep breath and steadied myself. "Do you want to try it? I mean for real?"
 

She looked perplexed. "Try what?"
 

"Do you...I mean, would you want to try and do it for real? Have sex with another guy?"
 

Lisa's eyes widened. She put the bowl of popcorn she'd been munching on down on the coffee table and sat up straight. "Are you serious? Do you really mean it?"
 

"Yeah. I mean it. Otherwise I wouldn't be asking, right?"
 

"Yeah," she sighed, "but...Jack?"
 

"What's up?"
 

"Are you sure? I mean, I know you say you're sure but have you really thought this through?"
 

"It's all I've been thinking about all week. Trust me. I've though it through."
 

Lisa leaned forward and put a hand on my arm. "Okay. I know. I know we've been having fun with this but..."
 

I frowned at her sudden reticence. Hadn't she been just as into this as I was? "But what?"
 

"But...are you sure that if it actually happens, if you we actually go through with this it's not going...mess things up somehow?"
 

"You mean between us?"
 

She nodded.
 

"Do you?" I asked.
 

"No. I mean, not for me. But Jack, if we do this it's going to be you watching me have sex with another guy. Don't you think that could cross some wires the wrong way or something?"
 

I don't know why but when I hear someone say something like that I take it as a challenge. "Look, there's no way anything could ever mess this up. Us. I love you. If you don't want to do it, that's okay too. I just thought that..."
 

"I didn't say I didn't want to!" she said immediately. "I just want to make sure we're being careful."
 

"We're going to be fine. I promise."
 

But the truth was that I didn't know that. I was saying it but I wasn't deeply convinced of it. Somewhere, deep inside this desire, I knew there was an element of risk lurking. I'd thought a lot about what Amanda had said. 
 

What if she hooks up with a guy and they really hit it off?
 

I would never admit this to Lisa. Hell, I could barely admit it to myself but there was something about that possibility, the possibility that this amazing thing we had might break under the strain of what we were about to do. "As long as we're in this together, what can go wrong? I'm into it, you're into it. If we do it and it doesn't work out we stop. It'll just be a little bit of fun. Right?"
 

Lisa smiled and nodded but I could tell she wasn't one hundred percent convinced. And somehow I took that as a challenge, too.
 

"Where's his number?"
 

"The card's in the top drawer of the desk," she answered.
 

I got up, walked over to the desk and pulled open the drawer. The white card with a simple black font was lying there on top of a stack of papers. I picked it up and walked back to the couch."Do you want to text him?"
 

"Now?!?" she asked.
 

I laughed. "Why not?"
 

"What should I say?"
 

"Tell him you want to meet. This weekend. Did you tell him about me? Does he...does he know about this?"
 

She took the card and stared at it. "We didn't really do a lot of talking. Do you think I should tell him?"
 

"I think you have to. It wouldn't be fair otherwise. Besides, how would I get to watch?" I added, grinning.
 

Amanda smiled faintly but didn't look up. She reached back and picked her phone up off the coffee table. "What should I say?"
 

"Tell him who you are and ask him if he's up for this weekend. If he is, you can explain the rest then."
 

She took a deep breath. "Okay." She looked up at me again. "You're sure about this?"
 

"Positive," I replied.
 

Amanda put the card in front of her and started punching the screen of her phone with her thumbs.
 

Thomas Smith replied to the text almost instantly. He said he was free and that he'd be up for meeting anytime.
 

Amanda sent a message back, explaining that she was married and why she wanted to do this. We were both nervous about this because if this scared him off or if he wasn't interested, we would have to start the whole process over again. I wouldn't have minded that so much but now that we'd decided to take the plunge I kind of just wanted to get the show on the road.
 

This fantasy felt like it was getting in the way of every aspect of my life and if I could just 
It didn't take him very long to reply to that, either. He sent a message back saying he understood and that he'd even done this kind of thing before.
 

This made us both laugh. The whole thing felt so foreign to both of us that it was hard to believe there were other people out there that were into this kind of thing.
 

Lisa texted him back and asked where he'd like to meet.
 

He answered that it would probably best for all of us to do it somewhere neutral and suggested we get a hotel.
 

I immediately got online and booked a room at a three-star hotel by the airport. It didn't make sense to get any fancier than that but we didn't want to slum it up either. As soon as I'd made the reservation Lisa texted him and he wrote back saying that he would meet us at the bar there at eight o'clock on Saturday night. We could chat, get to know each other and then, if we were still into it, we could take it from there.
 

We both got so excited about what she'd just done that we raced up to the bedroom and fucked, then fell asleep and didn't wake up again until the alarm went off the next morning.
 






Chapter 13

 


The hotel was pretty classy for a three star. The rooms had just been redone and in addition to the two queen sized beds, there was a sitting area off to the side with a desk and a comfortable armchair. We checked in, dropped off our bags then, not knowing quite what to do with ourselves, headed down to the bar to try and loosen up.
 

After a few drinks we ordered burgers and moved to a small table in one of the dark corners of the bar. Once the alcohol had worked its magic, we started giggling like teenagers about what we'd gotten ourselves into. Before we knew it, it was quarter to seven, we were on our third drink and we both kept glancing towards the door to check if Thomas had arrived.
 

I was sitting with my back turned to the entrance and had to crane my neck to glance back. 
 

Lisa would stare at me, check her phone, then look up towards the door. She worked herself into a sort of obsessive compulsive cycle until I finally saw her eyes light up. She reached across the table and grabbed me by the arm, nearly spilling our drinks. "Oh my God!" she whispered. "It's him!"
 

She stood up, teetering for a moment because she'd forgotten she was wearing her heels. Steadying herself, she put on a smile and walked towards the door.
 

I watched her walk across the restaurant. She looked stunning. She'd put on a tight black skirt and a tight, white v-neck with a neckline that dipped well below the line her cleavage made. Her stride seemed to have changed the moment Thomas had walked through the door. It was a confident strut with just enough sway in her hips to draw every pair of male eyes in the place to her ass.
 

It was hot, thinking that all those men were staring at her, then funny once their wives and girlfriends started to admonish them for leering. I chuckled and felt a swell of pride at what a hot wife I'd scored.
 

Thomas smiled once he recognized her. I wasn't sure how they were going to greet each other, considering the somewhat awkward circumstances, but he took command of the situation, leaned in and planted a very friendly, unassuming kiss on her cheek. The kind a gentleman gives a woman he's met once or twice. Then he held out his arm.
 

Lisa hooked hers into it and together they walked back across the restaurant and towards the table where I was sitting.
 

I stood up as they approached, not quite knowing what to do with myself.
 

"Jack?" Lisa said as they stood in front of me. "This is Thomas."
 

He seemed taller up close but he had a friendly face and warm eyes.
 

He stepped out and offered his hand.
 

I gave him a firm shake. "Nice to meet you." 
 

"Nice to meet you too," he replied. "You have a lovely wife." He spoke in a deep, warm voice that was just the right volume for only the two of us to hear in the quiet room.
 

I looked at Lisa who was smiling, glowing even from the sudden attention of two men. I looked back at Thomas. The three of us stood there for what seemed like an eternity before Thomas took charge again. "Should we sit?" he asked, shooting the two of us a toothy grin.
 

Lisa, who'd been looking between the two of us like she couldn't quite believe what was going on, giggled and walked around the table to where she'd been sitting. Before she could sit down, Thomas was behind her, pulling out her chair.
 

I was a little stunned to see that. Not that I minded. He seemed like a really classy guy. I guess I hadn't been expecting that.
 

Thomas took a seat in the empty chair at the end of the table as I sat back down. The waitress red-haired waitress sauntered over and slapped a menu in front of him on the table, then pulled out her notepad and pen. "Can I get you a drink?"
 

"Uh, just a glass of red wine please," he said as he picked up the menu. "And that'll be all, thank-you. I've already eaten."
 

The waitress grabbed the menu and without another word, walked back toward the bar.
 

Thomas laced his fingers together and put his hands on the table, looking back and forth between me and Lisa. After a few more moments of silence, he spoke up. "You two seem a little nervous. First time?"
 

Lisa's mouth fell open and she turned to me with a desperate look.
 

"Uh...yeah. I guess." There didn't seem to be any harm in telling him that. "Do you...do this a lot?" I added.
 

Thomas shrugged. "Every now and again. It started with a crazy night with a couple of friends and then I kind of got into it. Has to be with the right couple, though."
 

I studied his features as he spoke. The first thing I noticed seeing him up close was his strong jaw. The muscles in it were so defined by his taut, dark skin that it looked like he worked out with his mouth. His eyes were a stark white against the dark pupils. Set deep in their sockets they made his brow look permanently furrowed. The bridge of his nose flared into wide nostrils and he had full, pink lips and I couldn't help but notice, a very pink tongue.
 

The waitress came over, carrying a glass of red wine on a tray and set it down in front of Thomas. He thanked her with a smile, then raised his glass. "To new friendships," he said, looking to me, then to Lisa.
 

"To new friendships," we echoed and picked up our glasses in a toast.
 

It had only been a few minutes since he'd arrived but with every passing minute I got a better vibe off the guy. He was well dressed in a crisp, white shirt and wearing a dark tie. Black pants and shiny black shoes. He looked like a businessman on his way to present at a conference.
 

"So, Thomas," I said, taking another sip of my drink for courage, "what do you do?"
 

Lisa immediately kicked me under the table and shot me a furious look.
 

Thomas noticed, smiled, then waved his hand. "It's alright. I don't mind. I like getting to know people first. That's why I wanted to meet with you before we...decided whether to go on. I'm actually a nurse. I work at Central. Been there for five years now."
 

That was definitely not the answer I was expecting. "Really?"
 

Lisa gave me another fuming stare.
 

"Really. My father was a doctor. It was always his dream that I become one too."
 

"What made you go to nursing school?"
 

"I didn't," he said, sipping his wine again. "Not at first. I went into the military and became a medic. Dad was pissed," he said, chuckling.
 

This guy was really turning out to be the exact opposite of what I'd thought. "I'm...I don't mean to pry," I said, "but that sounds like a really interesting story."
 

He shrugged. "Not that interesting. Just a young man with an overbearing father wanting to prove his old man wrong or something along those lines. He nearly disowned me when I signed up but he got used to it. We're on pretty good terms now. What about you? What do you folks do besides pick up black men in clubs?" he asked, cracking another grin.
 

"I work in advertising," I replied. "Lisa's a writer."
 

"Well, not really," she said almost immediately.
 

"Oh?" Thomas asked.
 

"I'm a secretary."
 

"It's temporary," I said to Thomas. "Just until I...hopefully if I make partner I..."
 

Thomas held up a hand. "That's alright. I was just trying to be polite. Let's change the subject. You two are new at this, right?"
 

Lisa and I glanced at each other, then both nodded at Thomas.
 

He smiled. "I can definitely tell. Have you...have you talked about what you want? To each other?"
 

I frowned at him as he pointed the question at me. The way he was talking was making this whole thing much more clinical than sexy and it wasn't the way I'd seen it going at all. He was kind of killing my buzz. "Yeah. We've talked it over."
 

"So do you have any rules? Have you both talked about what you're comfortable doing? What you're comfortable with the other person doing?"
 

I felt an annoyance tightening inside me. "Look," I said, holding up a hand, "we've got a good marriage here. We've talked about it. Are you interested in doing this or not? Because it seems like you're the one that's having second thoughts or something."
 

"Jack!" Lisa chided.
 

But Thomas smiled again and shook his head. "It's alright. I understand why you might get irritated at me for bringing it up. I wouldn't if I didn't think you were so new. I've just had some...bad moments with other couples who thought this was what they wanted and it turned out not being the same thing once it was happening."
 

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. "Fair enough," I conceded. I suppose it was better that he was bringing this up than letting something like that happen. "But seriously, we've talked about it and we both want it. It's not just some bedroom fantasy that's going to change when things start to get real."
 

Thomas nodded and took another sip of his wine. "In that case, why don't you go up to your room, get ready and wait for me there. I'm going to have another drink and then I'll be up. If anything changes, you can tell me when I come up. If it doesn't, then we'll go ahead."
 

I felt myself calming down. Lisa was nodding and already standing up and I smiled my thanks at Thomas for his level-headedness.
 

"One more thing," he said as we were about to leave the table. "Is there anything you don't want? Anything you're uncomfortable with?"
 

Without thinking I shook my head, then looked at Lisa.
 

She was looking at me with a crooked stare. "Do I get a say in this?" she asked.
 

"Oh, sorry, of course. Sorry," I muttered.
 

Lisa bit her lower lip as she looked down at Thomas. I could tell there was something she couldn't bring herself to say. It came to me in that moment, what it was. I leaned forward so that only Thomas could hear. "No anal," I said softly. I felt my cheeks get a little red.
 

But Thomas reacted as if her were a professional. He nodded and said "no problem," and that was that.
 

As Lisa and I made our way upstairs holding hands, I felt my heart start to beat harder in my chest and my mouth dry out. This was finally going to happen. I was finally going to see my wife with another man.
 






Chapter 14

 


Once we were back in our room I started feeling excited again. Lisa sat down on the edge of the bed and I could tell she was nervous. I looked at her and smiled. "You okay?"
 

She nodded, but bit her lip and looked away. I knew she needed some help.
 

I sat down beside her, leaned close and pressed my lips against the soft skin on her neck. I gave her a long kiss there, then let my mouth drift up. I saw her skin pimple as I kissed her on the cheek. Reaching up, I touched a finger to her chin and turned her towards me and kissed her on the lips.
 

I felt her body relax as our tongues played back and forth in our mouths. She sat up a little straighter but the tension left her body as she kissed me back. She put a hand behind my neck and pulled me closer.
 

The kiss became more intense as we both sank into the moment. It came back to me, and I think to Lisa too, how hot what we were about to do was going to be. I let my hand drop onto her knee, then slid it gently up her thigh. The tips of my fingers found the soft cotton of her panties and it was damp with her excitement.
 

There was a knock at the door.
 

I opened my eyes and pulled away from our kiss, staring at Lisa and feeling closer to her than I ever had. "I love you," I whispered.
 

"I love you too," she whispered back a few moments later.
 

I stood up, walked across the room and opened the door.
 

"Am I interrupting anything?" Thomas asked with a friendly smile.
 

"Not at all," I said and took a step back to let him step into the room.
 

He walked in through the narrow hallway and stopped by the bed where Lisa was sitting.
 

I closed the door and joined them in the room.
 

"You want to join the fun?" Thomas asked.
 

It took me a second to figure out what the question meant. "No," I replied. "I think I just want to watch this time."
 

"Alright," he said and turned to face Lisa.
 

I discreetly squeezed past him and shuffled over to the large armchair in the sitting area. I sat down and got as comfortable as I could. The room felt smaller now with him in it and the armchair felt like it was closer to the bed than when we'd first walked in.
 

"You feeling a little shy?" Thomas said, looking at Lisa.
 

She nodded and giggled and it looked like she was a little uncomfortable in her own skin in that moment.
 

Thomas put a hand on her arm until she stood up. He was about a foot taller than she was and had to look down at her.
 

It was an incredible sight, seeing them standing there like that, Thomas looking down and Lisa looking up into his eyes. It was a moment I'll never forget. The calm before the storm when everything was still undone, when Lisa was still pure and mine and we could have walked away and left things like that.
 

Not that I would change what's happened but something about that moment was elegant and beautiful.
 

Thomas leaned over her and slipped a big, black paw around her back making her step closer towards him. He pressed her up against him and now they were as close together as I'd seen them on the dance floor except facing each other.
 

Lisa was staring up at him with a look of utter fascination. She hadn't been this close to another man since we'd gotten married and I could feel her nervousness and excitement.
 

I watched Thomas close his eyes. I watched his lips part. 
 

Lisa didn't close her eyes. Not until their mouths met, his full pink lips pressing against hers just as mine had a few minutes ago. That's when she closed her eyes and gave herself up to the kiss. By the way their mouths were moving I could tell Thomas was pushing his tongue past her pretty little lips. That's when I felt my cock throb and that's when I realized I was half-hard already.
 

It was a long, slow, almost passionate kiss. As I sat there staring at them as I made out, a small part of me wished I'd thought of this and told Thomas about it when he asked if there was anything we didn't want him to do. I wished I'd told him to keep things...unromantic. Not that there was anything terribly wrong with what he was doing. It's just that it was making me feel much more jealous than I thought it would.
 

I guess in all my fantasies and all the fantasies I'd shared with Lisa, I only ever imagined her in the middle of the act or seeing some guy between her legs, or her with someone else's cock in her mouth. I'd never thought of how things would get to that point.
 

I'd never imagined the foreplay, or the kissing, or anything but the actual act of intercourse. Now that I was seeing it, now that I was watching another man kiss her and seeing her kiss him back, I was experiencing a far darker set of emotions.
 

This was my wife. This was my woman. I really had just given her permission to fuck another guy. And I was sitting here about to watch that happen. The way he was touching her, the way his hand moved up and down her back, caressing it with such gentle fondness.
 

A panic struck me as I remembered Amanda's question again. What if she was right? What if Lisa fell for this guy? What if they formed a bond because I'd let them have sex and it complicated our marriage, or worse.
 

It felt like my insides were shaking at all these questions. For a moment I thought about stopping the whole thing. Then I looked up at Lisa. She'd put her hands up and over Thomas' shoulders, letting them dangle down behind his back.
 

I could see her nipples poking up through the tight top that she was wearing and I knew she must be even wetter than when I'd touched her before he came into the room. That made me rethink my idea to put a stop to things. She was obviously aroused by this and my cock was growing harder by the second. I started talking myself down from my worries. 
 

What could possibly go wrong in one night?
 

If it felt terrible after they were done we would just never do it again.
 

She couldn't possibly fall in love with a guy after one night, right?
 

I'd actually spent a bit of time rehearsing these in my head for the last few days. I knew there might be a moment where I got cold feet and I didn't want it to spoil the whole evening. The questions did the trick and I settled back into the chair to watch the show.
 

Thomas' hands had drifted down her body, past her hips, then down her thigh until his fingers found the hem of her skirt. He pulled it up a little, then I watched his dark digits disappear beneath it.
 

I caught my breath as I saw Lisa's body react. I saw the exact moment his fingers touched the spot mine had, that damp patch of cotton in between her legs. He pulled away from the kiss and smiled down at her.
 

"Sit down baby," he whispered.
 

Baby.
 

Oh my fuck I hadn't expected myself to react like that. I hadn't even thought about it. Of course people called each other all sorts of things when they were intimate. I should have been ready to hear him call her something like that. But I wasn't and it felt like a punch in the gut, hearing another man call my wife "baby."
 

It seemed like it caught Lisa off guard a little bit too but she did what he asked. Staring at him, she sat down on the bed.
 

I watched Thomas get down on his knees in front of her. It made my cock go completely stiff. He looked like a disciple about to worship at a sacred altar. He eased her thighs apart.
 

She wiggled her ass as he worked her skirt up towards her belly.
 

I sat there, still barely breathing as I watched his dark hands glide up and down her thighs.
 

"Come on baby," he said, prying her white cotton panties to one side. "Let's see that pretty pussy."
 

Lisa looked down and watched him peel the fabric away from her pussy. Her mouth fell open and she let out a little gasp as he touched her tight flaps with the ridge of his finger. They were coated in a sticky wetness.
 

I was close enough to see some of that wetness collect along his finger as he slid it up and down her slit.
 

Lisa couldn't stop staring at what he was doing. Whether it was his black skin, or just the fact that she hadn't seen another man touch her in years, I don't know. But she seemed absolutely entranced by what he was doing.
 

After sliding up and down a few times, Thomas looked up and into Lisa's eyes. He brought his finger up, the one he'd been touching her with. It glistened with her clear juices. Without asking he pressed it against her lips and slid it deep inside her mouth.
 

Lisa gasped again but didn't protest. She let him push his finger inside and even closed her mouth around it. Then I saw her jaw move and I knew she was licking it clean with her tongue.
 

That was so damn sexy, watching Lisa lick her pussy juice off that big, black finger.
 

Thomas slid finger in and out of her mouth a few times, the last time pulling it out with a loud, wet pop. Then he pushed her back onto her elbows on the bed. "Looks good," he said, smiling at her. "Looks like a good tasting pussy. I want to try some of that."
 

Lisa lifted her legs as he spread them apart and moved his head lower to her snatch. He took a deep sniff, breathing in her scent, before I saw his pink tongue flick out and lap at the warm, wet folds of her tight cunt.
 

Lisa whimpered, her legs shuddering in his hands.
 

Thomas sank lower, his whole mouth pressing against her pussy lips. I saw him spread her cunt open with his tongue. He turned his head slightly to one side and started working his tongue deeper and deeper into her opening.
 

It was a strong, pink muscle and made a potent lust surge through me every time I saw it probing deeper into Lisa's hole.
 

She seemed to like what he was doing too. She couldn't stop staring down her body, watching him eating her out. Her hips started to twist a little as she tried to work him towards where it felt best.
 

Thomas just kept a slow but steady rhythm, his tongue running in and out, then up and down her pussy. 
 

Each time he paused at the top, just beneath the hood and obviously on her clit, Lisa would mewl a little and her hips would wiggle a little more eagerly.
 

Thomas didn't respond to this, though. He would linger on the spot for a moment but then dip back down.
 

I was on the edge of my seat by now. Every now and again I would glance up at Lisa, wondering if she'd forgotten completely that I was in the room. It didn't matter, I wanted her to enjoy herself, but I wouldn't have minded if she at least shot me a smile.
 

That wasn't what had me so worked up, though. From the way he was moving, it seemed as if Thomas was planning something. Each time he licked her, he dipped lower and lower past her snatch. When he finally made his move, I saw Lisa's body go tight.
 

His tongue, covered in his own spit and Lisa's sticky wetness that had started to cream a little, dipped past her perineum and settled on the tight ring of muscle to her ass hole.
 

She gasped and I saw her clawing at the sheets with her nails.
 

"Easy, baby," Thomas said, pulling his tongue away and smiling. "I'm not going to do anything you don't want. If you relax, I'll show you how good this feels. I didn't forget what you said."
 

That was the first moment Lisa turned and looked at me since they'd started making out. Suddenly it looked like she needed my comfort and reassurance. It looked like she needed me to tell her things were going to be okay.
 

I was dealing with a confusing cocktail of my own emotions. I still felt some of the jealousy swirling in my stomach from seeing them kiss. But it was mostly overpowered by a burning arousal. My cock was hard. My mind was reeling from what I was seeing and from how it was making me feel.
 

I put on my best "it's going to be okay" face and gave Lisa a nod.
 

Her face relaxed at my reassurance and she gave Thomas a look that meant he could go on. She still looked slightly worried as he smiled and pressed his tongue against her hole again. She let out a gasp as the tip of it started tracing the rim of her ass.
 

Holding her legs up high in the air, Thomas licked her asshole getting closer and closer to the center.
 

Lisa and I had never done anything like this and with each circle her body got more and more tense, but she became visibly more excited. 
 

I wasn't sure where he was headed with this. Was he doing it because she'd said she didn't want to do anal? Was this his way of easing her into it? The thought that it might be was powerfully arousing. Watching him do it was like watching him slowly break down her defences and her will to resist.
 

As his tongue settled on the center of her soft opening, he moved his mouth forward and pressed the tip of it inside.
 

"Ah!" Lisa moaned as his tongue pierced her and sank into her flesh.
 

He held it there for a moment, then pulled it out, licking up and down her ass, savouring the dark space. Then he let go of her legs, straightened up as she sat up on the bed and leaned forward. He kissed her on the mouth and she didn't resist as he pushed his tongue past her lips again.
 

My cock was rock hard and aching to be freed as I watched her return his kiss, tasting her own filth on his tongue. I realized when he pulled away and stood up, from the way she was looking at him, something about what had happened had changed her. Whether it had weakened her resolve or what, I didn't know. I just knew that she seemed even more mesmerized by him, most likely from what he'd done.
 

Thomas stood up, undid his belt and let his pants fall to the ground.
 

Lisa reached up, tugged his boxers down, making his cock fall out. Her eyes went wide at the sight of the dark, half-hard mass of muscle swaying in front of her. I'd never seen that expression on her face and I'd do anything to see it again. She leaned forward with a new eagerness and taking him into her mouth, got her first taste of big, black cock.
 






Chapter 15

 


He had a thick cock. It was definitely thicker than mine and covered in veins that looked cragly and gnarled. It flexed as Lisa took the tip of it into her mouth. He stood looking down at her and enjoying the sight.
 

She brought up her hand and wrapped her slender fingers around him, forming a fist. Each time she leaned closer she took more and more of him into her mouth.
 

Thomas didn't move. He just stood there, watching his cock sink past her lips. Soon she was bobbing in a steady rhythm. She would get about half-way down his member, then pull off leaving a trail of glistening spit along the length of his shaft.
 

Every once in a while she would look up. Her eyes were wide and she wore a searching expression, as if she were wondering if she was doing it right.
 

Thomas didn't give her any reassurance, just let her suck his cock like that until he was completely stiff. As soon as he was, he turned to me. "You sure you don't want to join in?" he asked with a smile.
 

I only shook my head. My mouth was so dry and my throat and insides were so tight from watching that I didn't think I could say anything even if I tried.
 

He just smiled and went back to watching Lisa. After a few more sucks, he put a hand on her shoulder and pulled her off, then made her stand up.
 

He pulled her top up and she raised her arms, letting him pull it off over her head. Her beautiful, round tits fell out, nipples stiff and ready.
 

My heart was pounding inside my chest as I watched her work her skirt and panties off down her legs.
 

Thomas unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off.
 

Now they were both standing naked in front of each other. Thomas' cock was hard and every now and then would bounce as his hands settled on her sides again. He slid them up, cupped her breasts and leaned forward. He took one of her stiff nipples into his mouth and started to suck.
 

Lisa moaned. Her hand snaked around his head, pressing him closer to her. The air filled with the smell of the sticky fluids seeping out her cunt.
 

After he'd had his fill of one nipple, he pulled his mouth off, tugging at it gently with his teeth until she gasped. He moved to her other nipple and took it into his mouth and sucked it, too. Then he pushed her gently back and she first sat down on the bed, then crawled up until she was lying down.
 

Thomas was hard and ready and didn't waste any time. He got on his knees and crawled up and parted her thighs.
 

I sucked in a breath as I saw how red and swollen her pussy was. Her back was arched and her whole body was screaming that it was ready for his sex.
 

I felt another jolt of jealousy and lust at what was about to happen. My Lisa, my wife, was spreading her legs for another man. She was opening herself for him and soon his thick cock would be inside her. Soon there would be no turning back. Soon Lisa would know what it felt like to fuck another man and that small part of her that up until now was only mine, would be someone else's too.
 

Thomas lowered himself down between her thighs as she held them open. As Lisa reached down to spread her hungry pussy to take him, Thomas took himself in hand and pointed his cock at her snatch.
 

I felt my jaw drop as I watched the head of it press up against her hot, wet folds. I felt my chest tighten as I saw the tip of it press against them, then slide inside.
 

Lisa gasped.
 

Thomas pulled out, a string of sticky dew clinging to the head of his cock. Their eyes met.
 

I knew this was the moment.
 

Pressing against her again, he drove his cock into my wife.
 

"Oh God!" Lisa gasped. Her hands came off the bed and up onto his black back. I saw her claw her nails into his skin.
 

My eyes dropped down to where a third of him had plowed into her now. He held himself there, as if letting her get used to his girth. He pulled out, but not all the way. He left the head of his cock inside her this time. After a moment, he sank into her again, pushing deeper this time.
 

Lisa moaned as her legs came up off the bed and her heels hooked around his calves. She'd closed her eyes but the feeling of him fucking into her made them pop open.
 

Two thirds of his cock were buried up inside her pussy now and I saw a creamy grool come oozing out from her plundered hole. 
 

Thomas leaned closer to her. "You ready to take the whole thing, baby? You ready to feel that whole cock up in you?" he whispered.
 

Lisa adjusted her hips. She looked down between their bodies. Her gaze settled on the length of his shaft still outside of her. She looked back up at him. "I don't...I don't think I can take it all," she mewled.
 

Thomas smiled. He put his hand on her breast, letting his finger and thumb settle on her nipple. He squeezed it and I watched her buck beneath him. "You'd be surprised," he said, pulling his cock out again.
 

Lisa's eyes shot down between her legs again. She looked...scared.
 

I felt scared. I'd never felt the end of her pussy but I figured that she would know how much she could take. I wondered if I shouldn't say something. Maybe I should tell him that this was enough? Yet something kept me riveted to my chair, speechless.
 

I realized this wasn't just about me watching Lisa with another man anymore. It was hot as hell, what was happening, but now that I'd gone this far, I wanted something else. I wanted to see Thomas own her. I wanted to see what would happen if he tried to fuck that whole cock into her. I wanted to see him make her his little slut.
 

Leaning forward, he pressed his lips against hers. I saw him thrust his tongue into her mouth. She kissed him back and in that same moment he let all his weight fall onto her, driving his cock deep into her cunt.
 

Lisa cried out into his mouth. Her back arched as the wet sound of his pole plunging into the depths of her cunt filled the room. It was a sticky, sloppy noise. As his cock sank into her I watched her flex beneath him. He paused at the last inch, then with a quick jerk, drove that into her, too.
 

Lisa's body seemed to melt beneath him at the assault. I knew that she'd never felt me as deep as he'd gone. Had he hurt her? Had I done the wrong thing? Should I have intervened?
 

As Thomas pulled his mouth away from hers, the answer became clear. Lisa tried in vain to crane her neck and kiss him again. Her tongue flailed out of her mouth, searching for his but it was too far away. She looked...possessed. She looked...desperate.
 

Thomas smiled. "You see? You like that baby? You like all that black cock up in you, don't you?"
 

I sat straight up in my chair, my eyes riveted to Lisa's mouth. My heart felt like it had stopped, waiting for her response. I watched her mouth open. She breathed in. She breathed a single word out. "Yes." Then, "Oh God, yes..."
 

With another smile, Thomas lifted his hips, then let them fall again, working his cock in and out of her pussy. He lifted his body up and she looked down. He pulled himself out farther this time. Lisa gasped as he thrust back inside.
 

From her expression it looked like she almost didn't believe that his whole cock could fit inside her tight pussy. As he started fucking her in earnest she started moving her hips in time with his thrusts.
 

Her legs were still hooked around his and each time he drove into her it looked like she was trying to pull him closer, to make him go even deeper inside. A minute later, her body began to quake. "Oh God," she whispered, "you're going to make me come."
 

"Mmm-hmm," Thomas crooned above her. The way he said it left no doubt that he was used to making women feel this way. He was used to women reacting to his body like this.
 

Lisa's thighs started to shake. Her nails clawed into his back again. Her back arched, pushing her tits up close to his chest. 
 

I could only imagine how her pussy was clamping down on his cock, trying to suck the seed out from his balls.
 

Lisa came with a shout. With Thomas still plowing into her, she clasped her arms and legs around him, trying to pull him closer as her body released more juice over his cock. 
 

Thomas kept fucking her through her orgasm until she started to whimper. He slowed down, then pulled his cock out and rose up onto his knees. His black organ was covered in a thick, creamy white. Lisa's pussy always did that when she was really turned on. The normally clear liquid would take on a milky color the hornier she got. He looked over at me. "You alright?"
 

I was anything but. Not in a bad way. Actually, I didn't think I would ever understand what "alright" meant again. My head was spinning. I felt drunk. My heart felt like it might jump out of my chest if I got any more excited. I managed a stiff nod, staring at Lisa lying spent in front of him.
 

"You want to keep going?" he asked, turning back to Lisa.
 

Though she, too, seemed dazed, she managed a nod.
 

Thomas smiled, obviously pleased at her answer. Picking up one leg, he threw it over the other until he'd rolled her onto her stomach. He turned to me again. "You alright if I make her into a little more of a slut?" he asked with a wicked smile.
 

This made me giggle nervously as Lisa turned her to look at me, her mouth and eyes wide with mock shock. Our eyes met and I saw that there was something sinful and dangerous in her stare, now. She was pretending to be outraged by what he'd said but she really wasn't. She looked ready to play.
 

"Whatever you want," I managed to say, still looking at Lisa. "You're the boss," I added.
 

Thomas laughed. "Unh-uh. You're the boss, pal." But he didn't wait for me to reply. He hoisted Lisa up by hips until her face was pressed against the covers and her ass was sticking high up in the air.
 

"Hey!" she yelped. "What about me?" I watched a smile spread across her lips. "Don't I get to be the boss?"
 

Thomas gave her ass a playful smack. "Nope," he answered. "You're not the boss. You're our little slut. Isn't that right?" he said, turning towards me again.
 

Our little slut.
 

God those words made me hard. I wanted desperately to join in on the fun they were having on the bed but I didn't want to miss watching what Thomas was going to do. I looked at Lisa.
 

She was staring at me with a devious grin, now and I knew she was enjoying herself as much as I was. Her brow furrowed as Thomas landed another smack on her ass. She sucked in a breath and I looked down to see why.
 

Thomas had started playing with her pussy again. He was rubbing a finger up and down her slit. With his other hand, he spread her legs open wider, preparing her for himself. Every now and again I would see him glimpse at her puckered ass. He didn't make a move but something about the way he was looking at it made me think he had wanted to. After a few more rubs, he pointed his cock at Lisa's pussy and I watched him slip it inside.
 

Lisa's eyes practically rolled back up into her head. Her body tensed again as his cock shoved deeper into her and she groaned as he piled the last two inches in.
 

Thomas bent forward and put his hand around her neck. It was such a primal stance. The alpha owning his prize. His hips bucked as he started to rut.
 

It wasn't soft or sensuous love-making this time. This time it was a hard and fast fuck. He rode her pussy as she moaned beneath him.
 

I saw Lisa's body tense as she neared another orgasm. She came hard, crying into the pillow as he kept fucking her, stuffing his big, black cock deep into her cunt. As the climax passed, her body relaxed, as if she was resigning herself to being his toy for as long as he wanted.
 

Neither of us could have expected what happened next. Thomas looked at Lisa's inviting ass, pursed his lips and spat a thick gob smack dab into the center of her hole. She gasped but before she could react, Thomas already had his thumb pressed against it and was working it in.
 

Lisa's shock gave way to a pained expression.
 

That in turn sent a jolt through me as I realized she was actually enjoying the feeling of getting her ass hole rubbed like that.
 

Thomas rubbed the pad of his thumb around her ass, eyeing what he was doing with a pleased stare. It seemed to make him more aroused and it wasn't long before I saw Thomas' face twist as he closed in on his nut. He grunted.
 

The terrifying realization that we hadn't at all talked about how he would finish filled me with a painful lust. I should have told him! I should have told him not to come inside of her! I didn't know if I could handle the sight of that...
 

As his ass flexed, ready for the final thrust, Thomas ripped his cock out of Lisa, leaving her pussy a dripping, swollen maw. He wrapped a fist around himself and pumped the last few strokes to his climax. He groaned as his seed began to spew out.
 

Rope after rope of hot, white spunk splashed from the head of his cock and all across Lisa's ass.
 

She craned her neck and looked back as he finished all over her ass and her back.
 

When he was done, he slapped the head of his cock up against her ass hole.
 

Except this time Lisa didn't flinch. Her expression didn't even change, except for a slight smile. She just swayed her ass from side to side, letting him stroke out the last of his cum with the head of his cock pressed against her opening.
 

Thomas grunted and crawled backwards off the bed. He looked over at me but I was too stunned to say anything. He quickly slipped into his clothes, then without a word, slipped out the door letting it close behind him.
 






Chapter 16

 


Lisa, still lying on her stomach, looked at me from across the room with a smile.
 

There were so many emotions roiling through me that I had no idea how to react. Of course I felt like I wanted to tear my clothes off, rip across the room and claim her as mine again. At the same time, the sight of her lying there with Thomas' cum sprayed across her ass and back had me entranced. I don't know how long I sat there staring at it but it felt like a long time.
 

"You just gonna sit there?" she asked, finally. "Or are you going to come over here and tell me how that was?"
 

The question made me stir. I got up, pulled my shirt up over my head, then dropped my boxers and pants and walked across to the bed. I crawled onto it and lay down beside her looking into her eyes.
 

"Are you okay?" she asked, a look of worry settling on her face.
 

"I am," I whispered.
 

"Don't you want to..."
 

"I do," I said, interrupting. "I just...I wanted to look at you first. I can't stop staring at you. You look...you look like a different woman."
 

"You're cute," Lisa said, smiling and giggling at me. She reached down and found my hard cock with her hand. She wrapped her fingers around it and gave it a stroke.
 

My desire surged to life. I got up, swung a leg over her thighs and stared down at pussy and ass.
 

The lips of her pussy had sealed shut again but they still looked filthy and used. Her ass hole was tightly puckered but it was calling to me now. I wanted to own it, to make it mine the same way Thomas had. I reached down put a thumb on it, pressing it into her trying to get inside.
 

"Don't even think about it," Lisa growled, swatting me away.
 

I felt a pulse of jealousy. Why was he allowed to do something I wasn't? My cock bounced up and down at the thought of taking her in the ass.
 

"Don't get like that," Lisa said, reading my mind. "I just...it was fun but I'm still not into it. With you or him." She said it with a certainty that made me realize I wasn't going there. Not today, anyways.
 

I reached down and lifted her hips the same way he had, bringing her pussy closer to my cock. I put a hand on each of her ass cheeks and used my thumbs to spread the lips of her snatch apart.
 

They stretched apart, opening with a sticky smack to reveal more creamy wetness inside her. If I hadn't seen him come all over her ass I would have thought he creamed inside of her, it was that white. Taking my cock in hand I guided it to her hole.
 

I pressed the head of my cock against her pussy lips and shoved it inside with a grunt. I was hungry to feel a climax now and some animal part of my mind had taken over. I wasn't interested in soft, loving sex. I wanted to give her the same kind of rough, owning fuck that Thomas had.
 

Lisa groaned as I sank into her tight wetness.
 

My stomach twisted. It wasn't anywhere near the kind of sound she'd made for him. I liked that she was letting me do this to her, that she was going to let me fuck her like this, but I wanted her to feel just as good with my cock in her as she'd felt with his.
 

Putting my hands on her shoulders, I started thrusting, trying to give her the same hard fuck.
 

Her grunting turned me on, tightening my balls up between my legs but it didn't feel like enough. I wanted to make her come like this. I wanted to feel her pussy clamping down on my cock. I wanted to drive her to the same pleasure Thomas had.
 

I braced myself against the tide of climax swelling inside me. I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on anything but the feeling of her wet snatch, tight around my dick. I started fucking her harder, trying to push as deep into her as he had.
 

Lisa let this go on for a few minutes then I heard her speak. "Come on Jack. You get to come inside me. You don't have to pull out. Come on, are you going to let me feel your cum? You gonna fuck your cum into my pussy?"
 

I groaned at her dirty whispers and felt a surge of seed shoot through my shaft. Gritting my teeth, I tried to hold on for a little while longer.
 

Lisa's mouth split into a wide smile. She'd obviously felt me flex in her pussy. "That's it baby," she purred. "Give me that cum."
 

"I'm gonna fuck you some more. I want to fuck you longer," I grunted through clenched teeth.
 

This made her smile even wider. "Oh yeah?" she said quietly. "We'll see about that."
 

I felt her hand come up in between my legs. Her fingers wrapped around my balls in a gentle, warm squeeze. She rubbed her palm across my sack. "Fuck," I groaned as I felt another shot of cum well through my cock.
 

"Still trying to hold out?" she said with a giggle. She ran a finger across my nuts, then tugged at them gently, then rubbed. "Come on Jack, are you going to make me beg for it?" she asked with a soft pout.
 

The whole evening came flooding back. Seeing Thomas licking her asshole, watching his cock plunder her delicate cunt. Seeing her spew his hot spunk all over her round ass. I felt a climax surge through me and I couldn't resist it this time.
 

With Lisa stroking my nuts I roared as the orgasm tore up my spine. I felt my cock harden inside her, then I felt it start to pump, retching my seed deep inside her cunt. As my orgasm crested I thought of how this was owning her. I was the one coming inside her pussy and not over her ass. Still at the height of my pleasure I stared down at her dark ass hole and imagined what it would be like, sinking into that.
 

I slammed my body against her for as long as I could, chasing the tail of my disappearing pleasure. Once I'd milked all I could from the climax, I held myself inside her, her palm still on my balls until I'd floated back down to earth again.
 

Leaning back, I watched my cock fall out of her covered in our shared mess. A river of semen ran out of her pussy and down onto the sheets. I watched it oozing from her until she realized what I was doing.
 

"You really like that, huh?" she asked.
 

"It's pretty hot."
 

"Did you tell him not to come inside me?"
 

I shook my head.
 

"Maybe he just does that." She paused and we let the silence settle around us. "Would you ever let him?"
 

"Would I ever let him what?" I asked.
 

"Would you let him come inside me?"
 

This shook me for a few reasons. One was that she obviously was already thinking of doing this again. I didn't mind that, I was too, but somehow I hadn't thought of how that would make me feel. It meant she'd enjoyed herself and that was good. At the same time...
 

He had that huge cock. Had it felt better than mine? Had she felt more fulfilled with him inside her? I lowered myself onto the bed and looked into her eyes. "Already want more, huh?"
 

"What?" she asked, surprised. "Oh. I mean, only if you do. I just thought..." she trailed off.
 

"You just thought I would?" I asked with a smile. It was true. I did want to see it again. I wanted to see her fucked again. Already I wanted to see her turned into even more of a slut. I just hadn't expected her to be so eager about wanting it too.
 

"So would you?" she asked, returning to her original question.
 

"Do you want it? Would you want that?"
 

Lisa smiled. "I saw you get a little worried right before. You didn't know what he was going to do and you looked sort of caught off guard. You thought he was going to fuck it into me?"
 

Fuck it into me.
 

I don't know why but there's something about hearing my woman saying something so directly about sex, especially with another man that gave me the chills. "I have to think about it. You're on the pill so it would be alright I just...I don't know. I guess I didn't really think it through until I realized it was going to happen."
 

Lisa moved forward and kissed me. "It was really hot, wasn't it? I could tell you thought it was hot."
 

"Did you?"
 

She shrugged. "I guess. I liked knowing you were watching."
 

The question had been circling in my mind since I'd fucked her. Probably since I'd watched him stuff his cock inside. I dug down deep and found the courage to ask it. "Did he...did he feel better than me?"
 

Lisa scowled. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean he was so big. Did you like that?"
 

She shrugged again. "I don't know. Different, for sure. I don't know about better."
 

Whether it was the way she said it or just my imagination, I don't know. I didn't think she was being entirely truthful, though. Was she telling a little white lie to spare my feelings? "You don't have to do that."
 

"Don't have to do what?"
 

"You can tell me if it was better. I was just wondering. I don't want you to hold back."
 

Lisa didn't say anything for a while. It was obvious she was carefully considering her answer and that didn't feel good. I didn't want her lying to me. It felt like the only way this was going to work was if we were completely truthful with each other. No secrets. No lies.
 

"He did have a pretty big cock," she finally said, quietly. "I didn't even know if I was going to be able to take it."
 

"Did it hurt?" I asked.
 

She shook her head. "It didn't hurt."
 

"So you liked it?"
 

Lisa bit her lip and looked at me, her eyes sheepish. "Kind of," she said, nodding.
 

I did everything I could to control my reaction but something must have showed. Maybe my nostrils flared or something.
 

"Jack, come on. You said you wouldn't be upset if I told you."
 

"I'm not. I'm glad you did. It just...I don't know. It still feels weird hearing it."
 

"I love you," she said, caressing my cheek.
 

I managed a smile. "I love you too."
 

We lay there like that for a while longer. Lisa's eyes started to shut but I didn't want to sleep. Or, more accurately, I was worried I wouldn't be able to sleep. Seeing her drifting off, I gave her a gentle shake to wake her up. "Want to go back to the bar?" I asked.
 

She smiled, her eyes sleepy, but nodded. "Let me get cleaned up."
 






Chapter 17

 


"Jack, you seem...more energetic somehow."
 

I was standing at the copier waiting for a job to finish. I turned at the sound of Hayden's voice behind me. He was holding a white coffee mug, wearing his traditional white shirt with a red tie.
 

"Oh, thanks. Yeah I've been doing some running. Exercise really does give you more energy," I replied with a smile.
 

Hayden smiled a back. A straight-toothed winner of a smile. "Glad to hear it, Jack. Glad to hear it." He gave me a soft punch on the arm before turning around and heading back out into the office.
 

In fact I hadn't been running at all. I hadn't been doing any extra exercise. It had been two weeks since our encounter with Thomas and a few days after we'd both decided that we wanted to try it again. This had fuelled our already hot sex life even more to the point where we were having sex once, sometimes twice a day.
 

We'd made plans with Thomas, this time inviting him to our house. I wasn't sure whether this was a mistake or not, but he seemed like a really decent guy and not a serial killer. I'd argued that we would all be more comfortable. We could have dinner and drinks and then see what happened.
 

It had taken Lisa a while but she'd finally agreed and we'd invited him for that coming Saturday.
 

My productivity at work had gone through the roof. I knew that if I buckled down I would have a good chance of making partner before the end of the year. I knew that meant kissing some Hayden ass but I was even ready for that, too.
 

If I did make partner, Lisa could quit her job in January and get back to writing.
 

When I got home that night she was waiting for me with dinner. I set my backpack down and walked over to where she was standing in the kitchen, stirring a gravy in a pan. I put my hands on her shoulders and started to rub them in a light massage. Then I leaned in and kissed her softly on the neck. "How about a little aperitif before dinner?"
 

I heard her lips crack open in a smile. "You mean the bedroom kind?" she asked.
 

"That's more or less what I had in mind," I answered, planting another kiss on her cheek this time.
 

"Jack," she said, setting her wooden spoon down and turning around. "I was thinking."
 

Uh. Oh.
 

Not exactly what I'd been hoping her response would be. Hoping or expecting.
 

"Don't get all worried," she said giggling and touching my nose. "I just thought maybe if we gave that a skip today we could...maybe it would be more intense tomorrow?"
 

I felt my insides shudder. "What do you mean?"
 

"I mean, don't get me wrong, I love how much sex we've been having but..."
 

"But what?"
 

"Okay," she said with a sigh. "I'm a little sore and I thought if we took the night off, it might be more fun tomorrow. What do you think?"
 

Realizing she wasn't saying anything but what she was saying, I relaxed. I couldn't let my mind play tricks on me like that! We'd had sex every day for the last two weeks. Of course we could take a night off and things would be fine. "Absolutely," I replied.
 

Lisa's eyes relaxed and she leaned forward with a kiss. 
 

I kissed her, then stepped back. "In that case I'm going to take a shower before dinner."
 

"Okay," she said as I walked towards the stairs. "Don't be long! Dinner's on in like five minutes!"
 

I spent ten minutes in the shower, five of them jerking off because despite how hot our sex life had been, it still felt like I hadn't gotten enough.
 

We at dinner and chatted, then Lisa said she was tired so I read and drank whisky downstairs while she went up to bed.
 

The next day we both woke up a little nervous. I had a hard on that I knew wouldn't let me get through the day and had to stroke one out in the bathroom before breakfast. 
 

We went to the market, did other groceries, I got the snow tires onto the car, then we sat around drinking beers in the afternoon, waiting for the evening to roll around.
 

About an hour before Thomas was supposed to show up, Lisa went upstairs to shower and change, leaving me alone on the couch downstairs. There was a roast in the oven and we'd opened a couple of bottles of Merlot to let them breathe.
 

As six o'clock neared the knot in my stomach started to tighten as I thought of what the evening would bring. When Lisa finally came downstairs she was wearing nothing but an apron and high heels. Like, nothing. No underwear, no bra. Just a thin apron that barely covered her gorgeous curves.
 

She grinned as I stared at her, unable to speak for my shock.
 

"What do you think?" she asked.
 

"What are you doing?" I managed to stammer.
 

"Just having some fun," she said, spinning around and giving me a flash of her fleshy ass. "Do you think he'll like it?"
 

I let out an awkward guffaw. Of course he would like it. What wasn't to like? She had an amazing body with very little covering it. I wondered how any of us would get through dinner with her dressed in just that. But before I could say anything else, the doorbell rang.
 

With one last smile, Lisa walked over, her heels clicking on the wooden floor. She twisted the knob and swung it open.
 

Thomas only paused for a moment as his eyes roamed down her curvy frame. A wide smile spread across his lips as he looked up into her eyes. "Good evening," he said, as if nothing were out of the ordinary.
 

I stayed sitting on the couch, unable to stop staring at the two of them staring at each other.
 

Lisa giggled as he stepped inside.
 

Thomas took her hand, leaned down and kissed the back of it, then straightened, pausing to stare at her breasts beneath the apron. "I guess this means you haven't changed your mind?" he asked. He looked over and nodded at me. "Jack," he said by way of greeting.
 

I gave a meek wave, still quite stunned by what Lisa had done.
 

When he reached over and put a hand on her back to bring her closer, I just stared and watched him do it.
 

Lisa was a lot different this time. She didn't seem anxious at all. She looked coy and playful and stepped closer to him, letting her breasts press against his chest. 
 

Thomas' hand slid down her back and settled on the round, white cheek of her ass. He grabbed a handful of her cheek, squeezed it, then kneaded it slowly enjoying the feeling of her flesh in his hand. "You're all ready to be a little slut again, aren't you?" he teased.
 

Lisa only giggled at this, covering her mouth with a hand.
 

Thomas reached down, tugged his belt open then patted her ass. "Let's see what a good little slut you are," he said.
 

Without missing a beat, Lisa got down on her knees in front of him and started undoing his pants.
 

I was still in a state of shock. I sort of the thought the evening would progress the way the last one had. We'd have dinner, a little wine, some more wine. Then I thought we'd all make our way upstairs and play it by ear. I didn't expect my wife to be so...eager to please, I guess?
 

I looked on as she undid his pants, let them fall to the floor then tugged his boxers down. His cock was mostly flaccid, a heavy, dark, sagging thing between his legs. I watched her take it in her hand and put the tip of it to her mouth.
 

She looked up at him as she let her tongue play along the tip. Like a slave looking at her master, hoping he was pleased with what she was doing to him. She flicked her tongue back and forth along the underside of his shaft then wrapped her lips around it and let him sink in.
 

Thomas let out a satisfied growl as she swallowed half his cock into her mouth. He started getting harder and Lisa rose along with him, sucking and slurping at him until his dick was completely stiff. Then, with the enthusiasm of a porn star, she started bobbing back and forth on his cock making wet, sloppy sounds as she rode him with her mouth.
 

Thomas let her do this for a while before putting both his hands on the side of her head. "Hold on baby," he whispered as he held her in place and thrust his hips towards her, sending his cock plunging deep towards her throat. "Keep that mouth open baby," he said. Slowly at first, he started to use her mouth, fucking it like he would a willing pussy.
 

Lisa stayed in place. As he drove his shaft into what must have been her throat, she stayed in position, kneeling in front of him and letting him use her.
 

As this went on his thrusting became more urgent and one corner of his mouth twisted into a snarl.
 

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. The guy had just stepped into my house a few minutes ago and now he was fucking my wife's mouth. It was so hot watching Lisa be owned in that way but I wasn't sure if I was completely okay with it. We hadn't talked about it. It was a little "surprise" and I didn't know if I liked at as much as either of them seemed to. I didn't have much choice.
 

I saw Thomas' ass cheeks squeeze tight and I realized he was about to come.
 

"Easy baby," he said, choking the words out. "I'm about to nut."
 

Instead of pulling away, this made Lisa take back control. She pushed his hands away and started bouncing up and down on his cock with her mouth again. It was clear that she wanted him to come.
 

I sat and watched, wondering where this sudden horniness, this slutty behaviour had come from? From the way she was handling him it looked like she'd been thinking of his cock for the past two weeks, waiting for this moment to come. As he groaned into his orgasm, she made no attempt to pull off.
 

Thomas shouted and I knew he had begun to explode inside her mouth.
 

I heard Lisa gag but she didn't relent. She kept sliding across her mouth, her cheeks hollow and her eyes wide as he filled her mouth with his spunk.
 

I couldn't believe what was happening as I watched her swallow mouthful after mouthful of his cum.
 

He started rocking slowly back and forth and soon his orgasm had expired but he didn't make an effort to pull her off.
 

Lisa slowed down but kept sucking, each suck followed by a slow loving stroke of his hand as she eased his seed out and swallowed more of it down. Finally, when it was obvious he was spent, she let him fall out of her mouth and she stood up.
 

I looked at her to see that a tiny trickle of cum had escaped the side of her mouth and was rolling down towards her chin.
 

Thomas saw it too. Putting a thumb below it, he scooped it up and pressed his thumb against her mouth. She took it like she'd taken his finger, letting him press it into her mouth as she cleaned it with her tongue. Once he pulled it out she let out a flirty giggle, turned to me with palms raised in a sort of "ta-da" gesture and said, "Dinner anyone?"
 

Thomas laughed and that's when I finally managed to pull myself up off the couch.
 






Chapter 18

 


Dinner was a little tense, at least for me. Actually it was tense only for me, I think. Lisa seemed like a woman transformed. Her performance upon Thomas' arrival had thrown me for a complete loop. Obviously she'd never only ever given another man a blowjob while I watched once before, two weeks ago with Thomas. But it wasn't that that had me unhinged.
 

What had shaken me was the panache, I guess I'd call it, she'd done it with. Coming down in nothing but that apron, taking Thomas' cock out and kneeling down before him as he stood in the hallway. I was having trouble enjoying my roast and putting my finger on why this was so unnerving at the same time.
 

Lisa, for her part, seemed completely at ease, as did Thomas. They laughed at each other's quips and carried on a polite, often flirtatious conversation as I looked on. It was not the dinner I had envisioned and as the evening wore on I became more and more frustrated and felt less and less involved. By the time Lisa pulled out the apple pie she'd brought home from the store I was an angry little troll sitting at the table not trying at all to look or be polite any more.
 

What bothered me even more was why no one was noticing or, if they were, why they weren't reacting to my tantrum.
 

As Lisa finished her apple pie and liqueur, she smiled at Thomas, her eyes betraying the state of her inebriation, and asked, "So? Shall we?"
 

I felt a red hot rage erupt deep inside my gut and come burning up my throat. I felt my lips tighten as I fought the emotion, trying to control my reaction to it.
 

It was Thomas who seemed to notice. "Uh, everything okay Jack?" he said, eyeing me a little sideways.
 

I knew I had to choose. Lisa was looking at me a little funny now too, and I knew I had a choice to make. I could pretend like everything was fine, go upstairs and watch them fuck, maybe even join in. Or I could ask Thomas to leave and tell Lisa about everything I was feeling, try to figure out why I was having the reaction I was having. It took me a moment to decide but when I made my decision, I was certain it was the right one.
 

"Thomas, I'm sorry. I'm going to be a jerk here and..."
 

Thomas raised a hand and smiled politely, already pushing his chair away from the table. "No need to apologize Jack," he said, making his way toward the door.
 

I stood to go see him out.
 

"Hey, wait! What?!?" Lisa called out from behind me.
 

I realized that Thomas must have been hurrying out partially because he knew I would have to deal with Lisa's reaction to what I'd done. He turned to shake my hand as he reached the door. "Listen Jack, you call me again when you're ready. If you are. And no hard feelings about this. I've seen a lot worse." Without another word, he opened the door and slipped quietly into the cool night.
 

I took a deep breath because I could already feel Lisa's rage burning behind me. I turned around with my eyes closed and opened them to see her standing there, red-faced and fuming.
 

"What the fuck was that?!?" she snapped.
 

Suddenly whatever I'd been going through felt distant and not worth the fight we were about to have. But there was no way to do an about face on turning Thomas out. Even if it did end up in a fight, now that we were here, we might as well have it out.
 

"Look," I began, trying not to sound like I was managing her too much. She hated that. "I don't know. It's...the apron and...the way you came down and just..."
 

"Just what? Just what, Jack?"
 

"Just...gave him a blowjob like that! You couldn't have warned me!??" I said, letting my anger erupt.
 

Lisa's mouth fell open. "Warned you?" she whispered. "Fucking warned you?"
 

I tried not to cringe against the coming explosion.
 

"We fucking invited a man over to fuck me, Jack! What more fucking warning did you need?" She only paused to let the air settle for a moment. "I fucking come down dressed like a total slut, blow a guy because you like to watch and you're going to get fucking butt-hurt about it? Are you fucking kidding me?!? I was trying to be slutty because you said you fucking liked it, Jack, remember? Remember that?"
 

"Lisa, I remem..."
 

"Don't you fucking answer that question it was rhetorical! Get the fuck out of my way, I'm going to bed. I feel completely humiliated, Jack and it's your fucking fault! And don't you even think of coming upstairs tonight. There's blankets in the closet. You can be glad we have a comfortable couch."
 

Lisa stormed past me and up the stairs and I tried not to look at her ass as she went up but I did because, well, you know.
 

I thought about going up after her. I thought that maybe I could try and explain what I'd been feeling but the lack of more booze was making me sleepy and I knew she'd be too pissed to hear what I had to say anyways. So I grabbed a blanket from the closet, took my pants off and settled down on the couch after turning the lights off.
 

It was only nine-thirty, which meant it was going to be a long night.
 

I didn't feel like turning on the TV. I really only felt like ruminating, trying to figure out exactly what it was that had pushed me over the edge. After a while I started getting ideas.
 

Thomas was a smooth guy. He was a likeable guy. Not the kind of guy I should be jealous about and yet, there was an element of jealousy there. He had fucked my wife, for starters, but then I'd asked her to do that so it couldn't have been that. No, there was something else about him that I found unsettling.
 

He had a big cock. Obviously there was nothing I could do about that. Well, maybe I could look for a guy with a smaller member but Lisa had seemed to enjoy his cock so much. Also, we had a fine rapport with him and I didn't want to ruin that. Unable to find anything about the way Thomas had acted, I turned my thoughts to Lisa.
 

Immediately I felt myself flinch at the memory of her coming down in nothing but that apron. If she had done it in any other circumstances, like for instance if I'd just gotten home from work or she wanted to surprise me on a Saturday, I would have absolutely loved it.
 

But she hadn't. She'd done it for Thomas. Even though she said she'd done it for me, because I liked watching, I couldn't get over the fact that she'd never done anything like that for me. Then, when the two of them started having such an easy-going good time, it just added to my insecurity. 
 

Was she really enjoying herself as much as she was or was it all just a show for me? If she really was enjoying herself that much, who was to say that what Amanda had asked wouldn't come true?
 

What if she hooks up with a guy and they really hit it off?
 

Obviously this had me concerned. It was clear that it was something I was worried about. I'd thought about it a lot since Amanda had brought it up and now it had gotten in the way of us having a good evening with another guy.
 

I thought long and hard about telling Lisa about it. We were supposed to be open and sharing everything, after all. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that it wouldn't help. I could already hear what Lisa would say. She would say that nothing like that would ever happen, that this was about us and that if I felt that way then we should really just stop.
 

And I was positive that that was the way she actually felt. She had no more way of knowing how this would end or if her falling for another guy were a possibility than I did. Sometimes things happen at strange times.
 

No. If I wanted to keep trying to play out this fantasy, I would have to deal with whatever this fear, this jealous fear was inside my own head. After I'd thought about this in circles for long enough, I eventually came to the realization that I would have to trust Lisa.
 

There was no way I could control every single thing she did so why try to control any of them at all? When all was said and done, Lisa would have to be just as invested in us as I was if things got rocky.
 

I could either accept that and move on, or forget about the whole thing and leave it in the past.
 

I got up the next morning and made coffee. Then I cleaned up the kitchen from the night before and boiled a couple of eggs to go with toast. I waited until about ten o'clock to make sure she had enough time to sleep in if she wanted before heading upstairs with her breakfast.
 

The bedroom was almost pitch black. She'd drawn the blackout blinds, put her earplugs in and was wearing a sleeping mask.
 

I crept in towards her, hoping the smell of freshly buttered toast and hot coffee would gently wake her up.
 

I saw her foot stir. Then she rolled over onto her other side, away from me.
 

I set the tray with breakfast down on the bedside table and sat down on the bed as softly as I could. I put a hand on the large lump of comforter that was her hip. I breathed a sigh of relief when it didn't get swatted away.
 

It took about five minutes of me sitting like that and her stirring some more, rolling back and forth underneath the covers before she sat up, popped the ear plugs out and peeled off her sleeping mask. She cringed against the glare of the light coming from the door but her expression softened when she saw the tray of food.
 

"Hi," I said, looking at her with as earnest an expression as I could muster. "I came to say sorry."
 

She sighed and pushed her lower lip out in a pout but she didn't look angry anymore. "I'm sorry too. I think I had too much to drink last night. I'm sorry about all that yelling."
 

"I kind of deserved it," I said, reaching over and taking her by the hand.
 

"Kind of?" she asked with a slight smile.
 

I returned the smile and squeezed her hand. "I got...I let the jealousy run away."
 

Lisa sighed. Her smile faded as she looked into my eyes. "Why?" she asked.
 

"I just...it just caught me off guard, you coming downstairs in nothing but the apron. I started thinking about why you'd never done something like that with me, for me. Then you and him started flirting and I just let it get the better of me."
 

Lisa looked at the space on the bed between us. "Okay. I guess I get it. Let's just...why don't we just forget about all of this. We don't need to do this if it's going to mess us up."
 

"Lisa," I said, making her look at me again. "I still want to do this. I did a lot of thinking last night. I know there's no way to undo what happened but I know that Thomas would come back, if we asked him."
 

She didn't look convinced. She shook her head. "Or we could just forget it?" she said.
 

Yeah. Maybe she could have done that. It had been a fun ride and maybe we should just get off now before it got rough. That was going to be a little harder for me than for her, though. Now that I'd seen it happen, now that I'd seen her with another guy I didn't know if there was any way I could get enough of it. I felt like if I could just deal with my jealousy this could be one of the hottest things that had ever happened between us.
 






Chapter 19

 


That Monday I came home to Lisa sitting on the couch in her sweat pants. She'd obviously been there for a while because there was a big bag of chips on the coffee table and a couple of cans of beer next to it. She looked up at me as I walked in the door.
 

"You're home early," I said, putting down my backpack.
 

"They let me go."
 

It took a moment for her words to sink in. "They what?"
 

"They let me go," she repeated.
 

"Like...you got fired?" I asked quietly.
 

"Not fired, they just didn't need me anymore. They said that things were slow and they couldn't afford another receptionist."
 

I tried to stay calm. "Oh shit, Lisa, I'm sorry," I said. I'd already started thinking about how the hell we were going to manage without her income.
 

"But..." she said, then trailed off.
 

"But what?"
 

"But Greg asked me out."
 

What?!?
 

"What?"
 

"Yeah. The nerve, right? He was the one to give me the news and as I was leaving he asked if I wanted to go out."
 

Lust laced through the panic in my chest. "He knows you're married, right?"
 

"Yeah! Totally! Can you believe him?" She didn't seem as upset about the whole thing as I wanted her to be. Maybe she didn't realize how it felt, having everything be on me again. The mortgage, bills, everything.
 

I had no idea what to say.
 

"I told him no, in case you were wondering."
 

I hadn't been. I'd been to busy worrying about what the hell we were going to do. But when she mentioned it I felt a surge of angsty lust pulse through me again. "You told him no?"
 

"I told him no." She bit her lip. "That's what I thought you would have wanted?" She stared at me as if the question was some kind of challenge.
 

"Oh. Okay. Good," I said, a little out of breath about the whole thing.
 

"Is it? Did I do the right thing?" She lifted a hand and started playing with a stray lock of hair behind her ear.
 

"What do you mean?" I asked.
 

"I mean that is what you want, right? We're over all of that? Me sleeping with other guys?"
 

It didn't sound like she was making sure. It sounded like she was testing the waters.
 

I wasn't sure what to say. I was already getting kind of hard just thinking about the prospect. Lisa, my wife, on a date with another guy. A guy that knew she was married. A guy that wanted to fuck her anyways. And here she was, pretty much asking me if that was okay. I started to heat up. "Is that...are you saying...would you actually do that?"
 

Lisa shrugged and looked down at the couch. It was as unconcerned a reaction as she could have had. "It's up to you, I guess. You're the boss."
 

My cock hardened some more. It seemed almost like she was playing me a little by saying that but even that was hot. "I'm the boss, huh?" I asked, leaning against the door frame.
 

Lisa lifted her legs up off the couch and stood up. Even wearing nothing but sweats and a t-shirt she was hot. Her nipples were poking against the fabric of her shirt as she swayed across the living room floor. She stood in front of me and put her hands on her hips. "So?"
 

"So what?"
 

"So did I do the right thing? By saying no?"
 

I stared at her, trying not to glance down at her tantalizing breasts. I thought of what it would be like to be alone in the house with Lisa out on a date with another man. What would it be like to sit on the couch, waiting for her to come home, not knowing what she was up to? My cock went completely stiff.
 

Lisa glanced between my legs. Stepping closer, she reached down and put her hand on my cock. She smiled at my hardness. "Not sure, huh?"
 

"No," I whispered. "I guess I'm not."
 

"Want me to take care of that for you?" she said, her hand already at my belt buckle.
 

I swallowed and managed a nod.
 

Lisa smiled. She sank down onto her knees in front of me. Tugging at my buckle she yanked it open, then with nimble fingers undid the button and tugged my zipper open. Hooking her fingers over my belt, she pulled my pants and boxers down. My cock sprang out, hot and hard and ready.
 

"Maybe this'll make up for what happened with Thomas?" she asked, wrapping her fingers around the head of my cock and stroking down my shaft. She looked up with wide, imploring eyes. My little slut asking for forgiveness with a blowjob.
 

Fucking hot.
 

"Only if I can fuck your face the way he did." Don't ask me where the courage came from to say that.
 

Lisa let out a little gasp that turned into a giggle but she quickly returned to her sultry role. Putting her hands on my thighs, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue as far as it could go.
 

My cock lurched at the sight. I could hardly believe this was my wife. Was she really going to let me do that to her? Was she really going to let me fuck her face like that? I suddenly felt a power over her I'd never felt before. Still not quite able to believe she was doing this, I put a hand on my cock and guided the head towards the tip of her tongue.
 

As I pressed my cock against her hot tongue she licked the underside of it. I reached out and grabbed a fistful of her hair. Not hard, just enough to keep her in place.
 

Like an obedient little slut she just knelt there with her mouth wide open and her tongue pushed out. I eased my cock along it, past her lips and into her mouth. She closed her lips around me, enveloping in the velvety wetness of the inside of her cheeks. I felt her tongue move side to side beneath my cock, making it flex inside her.
 

I pressed on. Stepping forward I pushed my cock deeper into her mouth, deeper until I felt the soft muscles at the back of her throat. I looked into her eyes.
 

They were still wide and still staring at me and that made it all the hotter, the way she was trying to show me how good she was.
 

I pulled out of her mouth, my shaft appearing covered in a slickness from her spit. I didn't know what the hell had happened to her but holy shit did I ever like it.
 

Lisa just kept staring up at me, completely subservient. Mine.
 

I started to thrust my hips back and forth letting my cock glide along her soft tongue as she licked the underside.
 

My breathing quickened and I felt my heart beating faster, too. I looked down, past Lisa's face to the two tiny shadows of her nipples on her shirt.
 

She must have noticed because she took her hands off the front of my thighs and reached down. She reached down and grabbed the hem of her shirt, yanking it up to reveal her soft tits hanging from her chest.
 

"Fuck," I whispered as the sight sent a hot pulse of lust down my spine and made my cock surge. Cum was already heating through my shaft and I knew I wasn't going to last long with how excited I was. Was she really going to let me fuck it into her mouth? Fuck!
 

I lunged a little harder and felt the tip of my cock touch the back of her throat. I felt the muscles tighten as she gagged and I almost pulled out, worried that I'd hurt her.
 

But she brought one hand up around me and onto my ass to stop me. She pulled me closer and started me thrusting again as she opened her mouth to let out that sound, that gagging sound that happened when I kissed her throat with the head of my cock.
 

She was like a little whore porn star putting on the performance of a lifetime. And it was all for me. She kept her shirt raised, the tips of her tits slapping against each other with each of my thrusts.
 

I felt my ass tighten, the way Thomas' had right before he came. I felt a surge of cum erupt out of my balls and shoot down my shaft. I felt one last impulse to pull out, or at least to tell her it was coming.
 

"Fuck, I'm gonna come!" I seethed.
 

Lisa's hand pulled me closer. 
 

I watched as she forced my cock into her throat. I watched it disappear into her mouth and as the first explosive shudder of an orgasm ripped through me I felt those soft muscles in her neck tighten, massaging the head of my cock for its cum.
 

"Oh fuck!" I roared as the feeling of hot spunk leaving my body and shooting into her mouth made my legs shake and wobble. I was buried balls deep in her face and she was still staring up at me even as she squeezed and swallowed me with her throat. Pulse after pulse of hot cum jettisoned into her stomach as I stood there feeling like a king for owning such a whore.
 

As my orgasm left me I staggered back and fell out of Lisa's mouth. A thick, gooey strand of seed and spit and bile clung between my cock and her mouth, making it look even filthier than when I'd been deep inside it.
 

Lisa took a few seconds to catch her breath, then with a single finger, wiped the sticky rope off her lip. She looked up at me and smiled as she swung it from the tip of her finger. "So? Is this what you wanted? To have a big slut of a wife?" she asked with a giggle. She obviously knew full well it was.
 

"You're...that was fucking incredible," I whispered.
 

Lisa laughed as she let her shirt fall back down and got up. She leaned forward, kissed my cheek, then patted my ass. "I'm going to take a shower. You let me know when you come up with an answer." She started up the stairs.
 

"An answer? To what?"
 

She didn't turn to look back. "To whether you want me to fuck Greg."
 







Chapter 20

 


I sat on the bed watching Lisa putting the finishing touches on her makeup. She was wearing her tight red dress that hugged her curves perfectly. The neckline dipped low and her bra pressed her breasts together present a plush and pleasant cleft of flesh that made me want to rip the dress off and fuck her over the dresser.
 

She caught me staring at it and smiled. "You sure you're going to be alright?" she asked.
 

I nodded. "Sure. Very sure."
 

Lisa puckered her lips, her lipstick as red as the dress she was wearing.
 

"Are you going to let him fuck you?" I asked after a few minutes of silence.
 

"Is that what you want?" she asked, turning to face me. She leaned against the dresser, her ass bulging as she sat down.
 

"If it's what you want."
 

She shrugged, her expression nonchalant. "It's what you want. You're the boss, remember?"
 

I started getting worked up from hearing her say it. My Lisa, my wife, was about to go and fuck another man. Or, she would if I told her to. "Are you going to let him come inside you?"
 

"Do you want that? Do you want me to come home like that? So you can be sure it really happened?"
 

It was one of the hottest things I'd ever heard her say and all I could manage was a nod.
 

Lisa smiled, stood up and walked over to the bed. She leaned over, offering a tantalizing view of her breasts, and kissed me on the cheek. "Then that's what I'll do," she whispered. She stood up, straightened the front of her dress, took one last look at herself in the mirror, then walked out the door and down the stairs.
 

I didn't get up and follow her. I stayed on the bed until I heard the front door close downstairs, then walked down myself and poured myself a drink. It was going to be a long night of waiting and I didn't want to be too drunk when she got home but I knew I would need something to take the edge off.
 

And what a razor's edge it was. As the minutes turned into hours, I sat on the couch imagining what she might be doing.
 

My phone buzzed. I picked it up and turned it on.
 

It was a text from Lisa. She'd sent me a picture of her and Greg sitting next to each other at a booth at some restaurant. Their cheeks were pressed together and they were both smiling.
 

Greg says hi. Hope you're having fun! I am!
 

My nerves sizzled at her little tease. A few moments another message arrived.
 

This time it was a picture of her thigh. A hand, obviously Greg's was resting on it, the fingers tucked ever so slightly up beneath her dress.
 

I shivered. He was so close to her pussy that I knew she must be getting wet from how he was touching her. I sat there staring at the picture, going over every detail and swimming in the most pleasant agony at what a hot wife she was being.
 

The next picture came about an hour later. The two of them in a cab. Then another. A picture of a bedroom. Then another. Lisa's naked reflection in the mirror, the dark shape of Greg's muscular body behind her.
 

Then the pictures stopped.
 

It was ten o'clock and I settled in for the long wait until she got home. Every filthy fantasy I'd ever had about her played out in my mind. Was she letting him fuck her face the way I had? Was she on her back, legs splayed, his cock stuffed deep inside her pussy?
 

I sat there thinking about all the ways he could be fucking her over and over, glancing at the clock every few minutes. Time felt like it was moving at an incredibly slow pace. I was nearly nodding off to sleep when I heard the door swing open and the sound of Lisa's heels on the floor of the hall.
 

I sprang up and stumbled across the living room to stand in the doorway to the hall.
 

Lisa looked...dishevelled, to say the least. Her hair was messy and her lipstick was smeared and a tiny trail of mascara had run down one cheek. When she saw me, she smiled with one half of her mouth and threw her purse down on the floor.
 

I stepped towards her, my filthy, used, dirty wife, put my arms around her and pressed my lips against hers. She opened her mouth and let me push my tongue inside. She tasted like booze and sweat and...cum. I kissed her as my hands roamed along her curves, greedy to own her again. As I pulled away she kicked off her heels and together we stumbled up the stairs.
 

As soon as we got into the bedroom we started tearing each other's clothes off.
 

"Did he fuck you?" I asked in an urgent whisper, tearing off her red dress.
 

"Oh baby he fucked me so good," she replied. "He's got a huge cock and knows exactly how to use it."
 

My cock got raging hard at this and I yanked the straps of her bra down, freeing her breasts. Her nipples were hard and I sank down to the ground and plopped one into my mouth.
 

Lisa ran her fingers through my hair as I licked and suckled her plump breast. She wiggled out of her clothes until she was only in her underwear.
 

I pulled away and my eyes settled on the stain that had darkened the fabric of her panties between her legs.
 

"You want to see?" she asked.
 

I nodded, not taking my eyes off the thin strip covering her pussy.
 

Reaching down, Lisa hooked two fingers into her underwear and peeled them to one side. As she pried apart her tight pussy lips, a trickle of creamy-white seed came oozing out. "I tried to keep it in for you," she whispered.
 

I thought my cock was going to explode from seeing that. I jumped up, threw her onto the bed and yanked her panties off. Tearing off my own boxers, I scrambled onto the bed and dove in between her legs. I paused at the feeling of the head of my cock against her nasty snatch, braced myself for the wave of pleasure to come, then drove myself inside.
 

Her pussy swamped me with a filthy, wet heat. I could feel her juices and Greg's come pulsing out from between our flesh. I strained as I shoved my hard cock deep into her soft folds.
 

"Oh fuck," Lisa gasped beneath me.
 

I looked down to see her lips twisted a little, as if she was in pain. "Are you okay?" I asked.
 

She smiled weakly. "Just a little sore. Greg really fucked me hard."
 

I slowed down, my erection flagging as I realized this might not be the fuck I'd dreamed of when she got home. "You want me to stop?" I asked, my insides pleading her not to say 'no.'"
 

Lisa bit her lower lip and thought about it for a second that lasted way too long. Then she looked up at me and smiled. "Not exactly." She pushed me gently off and I slid out of her pussy, my whole body aching with need. I backed up as Lisa threw one leg over the other and rolled around on the bed. "Here," she said, pushing her round ass up towards me, reaching behind herself and spreading her ass cheeks open. "Let me give you another surprise."
 

She squeezed the muscles of her tight, dark ass hole making the black dot wink.
 

Blood surged back into my cock as I realized what she was offering. She was going to let me fuck her in the ass. I leaned forward and getting on all fours crawled up to her until my mouth was just an inch away from her inviting orifice.
 

She smelled dank and musky and used. I pressed my tongue against her ass hole and gave it a quick swipe.
 

"Oh fuck," Lisa gasped, shuddering at the sudden wetness on her tight ring.
 

I lifted my head a little and spat, sending a gob of frothy spit barrelling at her backside. It landed on her hole with a soft slop. Leaning forward again, I started licking, rubbing my own juice into her flesh.
 

Lisa reached under herself, found her clit and started to rub. The sounds of her wet fingers gliding along sticky wet pussy lips filled the room. 
 

I felt her body tremble beneath me as my tongue licked and lashed her ass. I swept up her crack and back down, savoring the taste of sweat and seed that had caked there. Her hole puckered beneath my tongue, her body started trembling.
 

"Fuck Jack, fuck me!" she gasped. Her fingers were still spinning wet circles around her clit.
 

I didn't need more than one invitation. My cock, still wet from her pussy, ached. My balls bursting with seed ready to be drained into any hole I could find. I straightened up and shuffled forward on my knees.
 

Lisa was stretching her ass apart, making the hole of it gape as wide as it could for me to enter.
 

I took my cock in hand and pressed the head of it against her tight ring. I eased just a tiny tip of flesh into her, then paused, worried that I might be hurting her. "You okay?" I whispered.
 

"Fuck Jack, I said fuck my ass!" she groaned through clenched teeth.
 

Her intensity was overwhelming. Slapping her hands out of the way I grabbed her ass, then leaned forward fucking my cock into her virgin hole.
 

As soon as my balls slapped her wet slit I could feel her choking my shaft with her ass. I pulled out then drove myself back in. Her tightness made me seize up and almost spurt my load. I clenched my teeth, intent on waiting until she came, too.
 

"Do you like that Jack? You like taking my ass like I'm a nasty whore?" she said, her breathing heavy. "Fuck it Jack. Pump your cum into my fucking ass!"
 

She was out of control. I'd never seen or heard her act like this the whole time I'd known her. It was so hot that fucking another man had done this to her, turned her into a slut who was ready to be used any way I pleased.
 

As she started grunting I felt her insides tighten around my dick. I started fucking her harder, cum draining from my balls and into my shaft.
 

"Oh fuuuuuck Jack, I'm gonna fuuuuuucking cooooome!" she moaned. Every few flicks at her clit, the tips of her fingers would graze my balls. As she throttled my meat with her dank hole I knew she was ready.
 

I lunged forward, burying myself deep in her bowels as I felt the first shot of my load blast into her. It was a hot, searing feeling that tore down my cock and up my spine. She felt it too, felt me hardening inside her and it made her come.
 

With a shriek, she fell face first onto the pillow. Her hand kept rubbing furiously between her legs and her ass kept flexing around me, as if it were trying to swallow every last drop of what I had.
 

I roared as I my orgasm peaked and drove myself deep into her.
 

She rewarded me with a contented groan.
 

As the orgasm waned, I pulled my cock back, then stuffed it into her a few more times, letting the rest of my juice drain into her ass. I pulled it out just as quickly as I'd driven it in, not caring how it made her feel because it felt so good to think of her as my little slut that would do anything for me.
 

My cock was a filthy mess but I didn't care. All I could do was stare at the gaping maw of her freshly fucked asshole. It was sealing slowly shut but as I stared past the pink I could see the milky-white load I'd dumped into her.
 

Lisa rolled over onto her side and pressed a hand up against her ass. She was red-faced and still a little out of breath but she flashed me a contented grin. "I should go take care of this," she said as she started to get off the bed.
 

"Don't," I ordered.
 

"What?"
 

"Don't. Stay right there. Better yet, spread your legs. I want to see all that cum, his and mine, oozing out of you."
 

She hesitated for a moment and I felt a pang of worry that I'd overstepped our little game. Only for a moment, though. A few seconds later she rolled onto her back, spread her legs like I asked and looked me dead in the eye. "Yes sir," she whispered. "You're the boss."
 

I sat there for at least ten minutes, staring at her two holes leaking sauce. Every once in a while a trapped air bubble would come out from one or the other, making a messy farting noise and and sending bits of spunk flying out over the sheets.
 

I stared at it and it made he hard again and Lisa looked on, incredulous that I could get aroused so soon after we'd had sex. Drunk on the sudden power I felt she'd granted me, I ordered her to suck my cock.
 

She didn't flinch. She scrambled up onto her knees and sucked me off even though I was covered in her stench. Until I blew another load into her mouth. Then I told her what a filthy slut she was and we both got in the shower giggling like we were nineteen year-olds who'd just met.
 






Chapter 21

 


Lisa's dates with Greg became a semi-regular thing. We were both so turned on by it that sometimes she would go out with him every other night.
 

It still came as a shock, though, when he invited us to the Christmas party. Not just her. Both of us.
 

"He said he thinks you'd have fun. There are a couple of his friends coming. Not guys from the office. He said he wants to...you know, set something up?"
 

Lisa looked incredibly turned on by the prospect of being with more than one man and even though I still got a good buzz from her dates with Greg, I was more than willing to chase the dragon and see how watching her do something like that would make me feel.
 

I told her to say yes to Greg and looked forward to Friday that whole week.
 

The party was at a restaurant on the east side. It had a good sized bar, a quiet lounge and even a small dance floor. Lisa's old office had booked the whole place and the party was already in full swing by the time we got there.
 

Greg met us and we shook hands like old school buddies, like we'd known each other forever. He introduced us to his two friends, Seth and Mark. Lisa, despite having been let go, quickly found old acquaintances to chat with and I soon lost track of her in the crowd. Greg and I talked as Seth and Mark put the moves on whoever they could find.
 

As the evening wore on and Lisa came back, the three of them turned most of their attention to her.
 

Later, as the crowd began to dwindle, Greg, Seth and Mark stayed in the corner leaning on walls, hanging off chairs, sipping their beers and joking and flirting with Lisa.
 

She looked absolutely stunning, glowing from the attention and probably also from the booze I'd poured over my angst to quell the jealousy I felt. As the lights began to come on indicating the party was truly over, she looked at me and crooked a finger, beckoning me to her.
 

I walked across the room with Lisa and the men watching me. As I got closer I realized how buzzed she was. She wasn't slurring her words but she was definitely...loose.
 

"The boys want to know if it's okay to take the party to their place?" she asked, smiling.
 

"Sure. Only if can I tag along," I replied, smiling back.
 

The guys burst into chuckles and it was Seth who replied. "No worries. I'll get a cab."
 

We ended up having to get two cabs. The three of them rode in one and Lisa and I rode in the other. She stared out the window, watching the city at night go by in a drunken haze. 
 

"You look so hot right now," I whispered to hear, leaning close and kissing her ear. I saw the cab driver glance back at us in the rear view mirror a second before she turned her head to kiss me. I closed my eyes, relishing the sharp taste of alcohol on her mouth.
 

Seth's apartment was the ultimate bachelor pad. He had a huge flat-screen TV on the wall and a large lazy-boy in front of it. The walls were panelled in dark wood and recessed lighting illuminated the walls in a soft, yellow glow.
 

He smiled and waved us in, then offered us a drink after taking Lisa's trench coat.
 

She seemed to have sobered up a bit on the drive over but was still smiling and still seemed excited about what was about to happen. She sat down on the couch and Greg and Mark sat on either side of her. I perched myself on one of the bar stools by the counter to watch.
 

Seth passed me an open beer, then made his way to the lazy-boy which he spun around to face the rest of the group.
 

The three of them looked like wolves stalking prey they knew was already theirs. After a few jokes and a few laughs Mark reached over, took Lisa's drink and set it on the side-table by the couch. Then he leaned in and my adrenaline surged as his lips locked onto Lisa's.
 

She sank easily into the kiss, melting into the couch under his weight. As his paw clawed its way up her front she pushed her chest out, offering him her breasts. He cupped one and squeezed it, making Lisa moan.
 

The other two guys watched them make out for a while then set their drinks down and started to undress.
 

By this time I was almost crawling out of my own skin. Lisa looked so incredibly hot pressed against the couch by Mark. Her feet were sliding along the floor as he kissed her deeper, his hand on her chin now, holding her mouth in place.
 

I barely noticed the two guys standing naked in front of the couch until Seth reached down and took Lisa's hand.
 

She opened her eyes and her mouth fell open as she stared at their cocks.
 

They were well hung. Not huge but big enough. They'd stroked themselves half-hard and Lisa immediately took the hint that they needed, or, wanted a hand. She crumbled onto her knees in front of Seth still fully clothed in her red dress and spiky high heels.
 

Mark moved behind her and started undoing her dress as she took Seth's cock into her mouth.
 

My knuckles whitened around the beer bottle I was holding at what I was watching. I let go of it and pushed it to one side because it felt like any more pressure might actually break the glass. I stared as Lisa, an expert at sucking cock now, guided his shaft into her mouth until I saw by her expression that the tip of it touched her throat.
 

Seth stood above her, staring down as Mark undressed her. As soon as he'd undone the zipper, he yanked the dress down and her soft tits came bouncing out. The sight of them made Seth harden in her mouth and Lisa had to pull him out to readjust.
 

"Yeah?" she asked. "You like that? You like seeing the secretary on her knees sucking your cock?" she purred before taking him into her mouth again. She slid her face onto his now rigid shaft. As the head of his cock kissed the back of her throat she paused, opened, then took the rest of him in.
 

"Oh fuck," Seth groaned as the last inch of his cock disappeared into her mouth.
 

Lisa reached down between his legs and ran one of her sharp nails in between his two balls.
 

He lurched forward, shoving his fat cock deeper into her throat and making her gag.
 

She put her hands on his pelvis and pulled herself off. The cock popped out of her mouth with a bounce and a long, gooey strand of spit laced with Lisa's bile clung between the tip of it and her lips. She giggled, eyed his cock and licked just under his glans.
 

"Hey, don't hog that bitch," Greg said, pushing Seth aside and stepping up to take his place.
 

"Gonna make me do all the heavy lifting, huh?" Lisa asked with a smile.
 

The three men chuckled as Lisa stuffed Greg's cock into her mouth. She started bobbing up and down on it, leaving her mouth and throat open. Each time it touched the back of her throat she made a choking sound.
 

This made the other two harden as they watched Greg getting his cock sucked.
 

From behind her, Mark put his hands on her hips. He pulled on her to help her up while she kept Greg's cock in her mouth. She hobbled up onto her high heels. Mark peeled the dress the rest of the way down her legs and helped her step out.
 

My cock was rock-hard against my leg and I longed to pull it out and stroke myself but I didn't want to risk blowing my load so early. I wanted to save it all up for when I had Lisa to myself again.
 

Mark got into position behind her. She was bent over at the waist, still sucking Greg's cock, supporting herself with her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. Mark put his hands on her ass cheeks and pried them apart. He leaned forward, pushed out his tongue and pressed it against her tight ass hole.
 

More lust burned through me as I watched this. So far Lisa had resisted anyone putting anything into her ass. I wondered if she would relent with these three guys. I wondered whether she really would let all three of them take her at the same time.
 

Lisa began to moan over Greg's cock as Mark started to lick eat at her ass. I saw her thighs start to tremble. She reached up and grabbed hold of Greg's waist to steady herself. Then, unable to keep sucking, she eased the cock out of her mouth and moaned.
 

"You like that slut?" Mark asked, coming up for air behind her. "Come here. That ass looks way too tight." He pulled her backwards and started positioning her over his lap as the other two chuckled.
 

"Wow!" Lisa said as the head of Mark's cock touched her ass. She looked back to find him grinning at her, holding his hard cock up and ready to shove into her hole. "Guys, I don't know. I don't really do that," she said with a nervous laugh.
 

This seemed to throw the three guys off their game a bit. They looked at each other then, cocks in hand, turned to look at me.
 

It sounds ridiculous but it actually felt kind of nice. I felt like I was in control for a moment. Like I was calling the shots. "Hey guys, don't look at me. It's up to her," I said.
 

This made the three of them laugh again and I felt a silly sort of pride at the fact that I'd done that.
 

Lisa was looking back at Mark's cock, then up at the other two guys. She seemed uncertain and for a moment it felt like she might call the whole thing off. 
 

A wave of relief washed over me and probably the other two guys as she threw her hands up in the air. "Oh, what the fuck? Fine! Just...go slow."
 

My cock lurched in my pants as I realized I was going to watch take a cock inside her ass. With the three guys distracted by trying to lower her onto Mark's cock, I scrambled up and unzipped my pants. My cock sprang out with a bounce.
 

Seth and Greg held onto Lisa's arms and lowered her slowly onto Mark's waiting cock.
 

She gasped and her mouth fell open as the pressure built from his head pressing on her tight hole. She winced as he pushed deeper, eased in by the spit he'd left there from eating her out. I saw her suck in a breath, then exhale suddenly as the thickest part of his cock-head pierced her and he let her slide down his meaty pole.
 

Lisa breathed heavily all the way down, his cock filling her in a way she'd never been filled before.
 

Mark reached around with one hand between her legs. He found her pussy, then narrowed in on her clit and started to rub. As Lisa's ass touched his stomach his fingers flicked at her sloppy clit.
 

"Oh fuck," she groaned.
 

"What's the matter?" Mark asked.
 

"Fucking nothing!" Lisa seethed through clenched teeth. "Don't stop!"
 

The three men burst into laughter again but Lisa didn't even smile. Her lower jaw was jutting forward at the feeling of Mark's hand between her thighs. Slowly, carefully, she rose up, then sank back down, riding his cock with her ass.
 

Seth and Greg stood in front of them, jerking themselves off for a while before Seth stepped forward in between Lisa's legs. "Let's get that pussy next," he said. He spat into his palm and rubbed it over the head of his stiff cock. He leaned down with his knees on the couch and pointed his cock at Lisa's leaking snatch.
 

Something caused Lisa to look over at me. I saw something in her eyes I'd never seen before. A raw, animal fire was burning in them and I knew she was about to have the time of her life. This was what she'd confessed to me that she wanted. She was about to be used by these three guys, all her holes stuffed with cock.
 

As Mark thrust his cock up into her ass, her eyes narrowed but she kept looking at me. Her mouth strained into what might have been sadness if the rest of her face didn't look so satisfied. With one last glance she mouthed the words "thank-you."
 






Chapter 22

 


Greg pressed the head of his cock against Lisa's pussy. He slid it back and forth, then slapped her clit with it a couple of times.
 

With Mark still thrusting gently into her back hole, she spread her legs to let Greg shove himself inside.
 

He didn't go easy or slow. As soon as he felt her wet hole open for him, he squeezed his ass and fucked himself deep into Lisa's hot cunt.
 

She moaned a long, low, grunting sound as he filled her, pressing against Mark's cock that was up in her ass.
 

Greg let himself settle on his knees, perched on the couch and leaned forward to kiss Lisa's neck.
 

She twisted her head to one side, letting him press his lips against the soft flesh of her throat.
 

Mark held her up by her ass, still thrusting his cock up and down, deep into her bowels.
 

It took a while but the three of them found a rhythm, eventually. Greg matched Mark's thrusting and soon Lisa was being fucked in both holes, her pussy and her ass, taking their hard love as Seth stepped forward.
 

He'd been massaging his cock, keeping it stiff with his hand. He kneeled on the couch beside her on one knee and put his hand on the back of her head. As her body undulated between the two other men, he lowered her mouth toward his cock and lowered it onto himself.
 

She took him in, let him slide his shaft half-way into her mouth and now she was stuffed in all her openings. Her tits flapped, slapping against each other as the two other men fucked her.
 

Seth began to flex his hips, moving them back and forth, his cock swelling and plunging deep into her mouth.
 

I stared transfixed as I watched my mouth whore herself out to the three men. She'd taken all of them into herself, let all of them do what they wanted with her but now she turned her attention to me.
 

Our eyes locked. Hers looked a lot less hazy than they had, a lot less drunk. I could tell she was present and fully aware of what was happening. Sticky, wet sounds emanated from her pussy and every once in a while she would groan at the thickness of Mark's cock in her ass or gag as the head of Seth's cock touched the back of her throat.
 

I sat there, pulling on my stiff shaft, the cum seeping out from my balls and into my cock. I wanted to save myself for her, I wanted to give her my cum after all of this was over but I knew it would be hard to last. It was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen.
 

Lisa, my wife, was being used like a toy by these three guys and I was left on the sidelines to watch. To this day I don't know what turned me on so much about that, but something did. There was something about seeing her so...compromised that just dug deep into my mind.
 

I couldn't think straight anymore. I could barely sit on that damn bar stool. The only thing I could really focus on was the sight of all of those cocks impaled into her flesh. That and the expression on her face, even with Seth's cock in her mouth.
 

She was loving this. She looked like she loved being their toy. She looked like she was experiencing a pleasure she never had. A pleasure I could never give her.
 

The three of them seemed to flex in unison and I knew the moment was close. I knew that I was about to see all of them come inside my wife.
 

Lisa came first.
 

Her thighs, still stretched apart by Greg's body between them started to shake and convulse. She closed them a little, pressing them against his hips as he fucked her sloppy cunt. He picked up speed, his cock dipping into her soft wetness as he closed in on his own climax.
 

Seth grabbed her head and started fucking his cock into her mouth. It wasn't a slow deliberate stroke anymore and Lisa was no longer in control. Now he was just using her mouth as a hole to fuck. I watched as his ass tensed, readying his body to free his spunk.
 

Mark groaned first. His ass rose up off the couch and I saw his nuts flex closer to his body. He only had half his shaft inside her and I stared at it and watched as it pulsed and pulsed and pulsed. The thought that it was spitting seed into her ass almost pushed me over the edge and I had to slow down my furious stroking.
 

He lifted her up and then settled her back down. He did this a few times as I saw her clenching her ass for him, helping him to empty his chamber into her ass.
 

Greg came next. As soon as Mark was done he started fucking her harder, his cock sawing in and out of her sloppy pussy with slick, wet slops. I watched as his face turn red as he stared down at his member sinking into her. I heard him grunt. Then he let out a groan and slowed down.
 

His cock did the same thing Mark's had. As he held it half-way inside her I saw it flex, pumping her tight pussy full of his creamy white seed as he savoured the moment, savoured the feeling of her squeezing snatch. When he was done, he shoved himself in deep and held it there and Seth started in on his finish.
 

He held her by the top of the head, fucking her in the mouth and staring into her eyes. Cum had already started dribbling out of her other holes and now he seemed intent on filling the last one.
 

She kept his mouth open for him and looked up into his eyes, urging him to spew his load into her mouth.
 

A few moments later, he obliged. With a huge roar he unleashed his potent load.
 

I heard Lisa gag as splash after splash spewed into her mouth and hit the back of her throat. She didn't push him away or try to make him stop. It seemed like she only opened her throat more, starting to swallow to try and gulp up the creamy white milk he was fucking into her mouth.
 

And then it was over.
 

The three men, spent and tired, their bodies sagging as they pulled themselves out, eased out of Lisa. Greg was first. He pulled his cock out of her pussy. A trickle of his cream came dribbling out. That was quickly followed by a messy, wet fart as the air he'd fucked into her along with his seed found a way out.
 

Mark lifted her up until his cock fell out of her ass. It flopped to one side and he shuffled sideways along the couch.
 

Seth was last. He was still holding himself, still squeezing the base of his cock trying to shoot the last drops he had into her mouth.
 

When the three of them stepped away I was left staring at Lisa, sitting utterly used and spent on the couch. Cum was leaking from all of her holes. She was a sagging, sloppy mess.
 

I'd never seen anything hotter in all my life.
 

As the three men scooped their clothes up off the floor, I stood up and walked towards the couch.
 

They didn't make a sound. In fact, they all seemed to disappear into the one bedroom, or maybe onto the balcony as I sat down next to my wife.
 

"Are you okay?" I whispered.
 

Lisa managed a shaky smile. She nodded and looked up at me with tired eyes. It wasn't the drunken tiredness that I'd seen a few hours ago. This was a profound, heavy tiredness that I knew she couldn't fight.
 

"Are you gonna have some fun?" she whispered, her eyelids closing in mid-sentence.
 

As much as I wanted to, I knew that wasn't the time. She was exhausted, filthy and the best thing I could do for her right then was to get her home, showered and into bed.
 

I was horny as fuck but that would have to wait.
 

Right now I had to take care of my wife.
 






Chapter 33

 


Things toned down quite a bit after that. Christmas was coming up and we both had family obligations that we had to attend to. Shopping, travelling across the state to see my folks, then back to see hers took a toll on our little "adventures."
 

But that wasn't the whole reason for it. I would come home every day to Lisa laying on the couch or lounging in the kitchen in her track suit. I didn't want to say anything about getting another job. It was pointless before Christmas anyways. But it started to get harder and harder to just keep my mouth shut.
 

 The situation at work got a little more terse. James, one of the partners at the firm had always said promising things about me making partner. Now, his enthusiasm seemed to have faded and I started to wonder why.
 

Hayden the ball buster was, well, just that. He kept meeting me in the stairwell and glancing at his fucking Tissot and nodding and smiling. I took it all in stride but I started to worry about the fact that maybe becoming partner wasn't in the cards.
 

So Lisa sat at home while I kept up the daily grind. I'd get home and she'd be lounging around in sweatpants on the couch, watching TV or reading a book. I was usually pretty tired from a day of work and didn't have the energy to try and romance her into bed.
 

And then our sex life waned. I didn't understand. Of course things weren't as hot now that she wasn't seeing other guys but I didn't realize that going back to a regular relationship was going to be this bad.
 

I started trying a little harder when I got home. I'd make sure to put on a good face and maybe make dinner but she just didn't seem into it. I didn't want to push but I started to wonder what the hell was going on.
 

That's when I was reminded of what Amanda had said.
 

What if she hooks up with a guy and they really hit it off?
 

It didn't make sense that after having such an awesome time with Greg and then the guys at the party she would just lose interest in sex altogether. What if that was the case here? What if she had really hit it off with Greg? Was she sleeping with him behind my back? Was she falling in love with him?
 

The first few times I had the thought I talked myself out of it. But once something like that wedges itself into your mind it's pretty damn hard to yank it out. And of course, once it's in there and won't budge, you start looking for clues to see whether it's right.
 

Lisa was always home. There was ample time during the day for her to go out and meet Greg. He would have to take time off work, but it was doable.
 

I started asking leading questions about what she'd done after I got home, hoping some slip would out her and she'd come clean that she was having an affair. 
 

Nothing. Nothing like that happened. The story was always the same. 
 

Sat around. Watched some TV. Took a shower. Went for a walk. Read a magazine. You got home.
 

I thought of taking another lunch and driving across town. Hell, I even thought of taking an afternoon of and surprising her. But every time I went to ask for the time off from James, I would run into Hayden who would glance at his Tissot and smile. What a fucking jerk that guy was.
 

Christmas came and went and the January doldrums settled around us.
 

And then, one flat, grey day, I got home from work and Lisa was upstairs taking a shower. Her bag and a fancy purse were on the floor. Her heels were kicked off by the stairs. 
 

My heart lurched inside my chest. Was this going to be it? Was this going to be the big discovery I'd been waiting for?
 

As I stood there, trying to make myself breathe again I heard a buzzing. There was a little table by the door where we put our keys and she must have left her phone there when she came in. It made sense. She'd probably been in a hurry.
 

Fuck.
 

I was sure that this was it. I was sure I was going to find out that Lisa, my wife, had been cheating on me with Greg.
 

Fuck
Her phone buzzed again.
 

I don't know what the hell made me pick it up. We were very open with each other about everything but we didn't usually go touching the other person's phone. It was a sort of unspoken rule. So I don't know what made me do it. But I did. I picked it up and saw the little black and white smiley face up top that meant someone had sent her a text message.
 

Something dark and foreboding growled at me from the back of my mind. What if...
 

I swiped my thumb along the dots on the screen, unlocking her phone. It was easy to see her fingerprints and I just traced the pattern. I wasn't about to go into her texts or anything. I just thought that maybe I would get a thrill if it were one of the guys at her work texting her or something.
 

My heart stopped and my blood ran cold as my eyes settled on the name the text was from.
 

Hayden Stiles.
 

The Hayden. The partner from my job that was always giving me shit about...everything!
 

I actually shook my head. This had to be a mistake. There had to be another Hayden Stiles out there, one that somehow Lisa had met, right?
 

No. Obviously that was not right. This was obviously the same Hayden I knew but what the fuck was he doing texting Lisa?
 

I caught my breath as the bottom began to sink out from my stomach.
 

No.
 

No. No. No. No. No.
 

"Watcha doin?"
 

The sound of Lisa's voice coming down the stairs tore me from my stupor and I threw the phone back onto the table and tried to strike a casual pose. My mind was racing, trying to pile through every possibility but constantly ending up in the same place.
 

Was Lisa fucking Hayden Stiles?
 

"Nothing," I croaked just as she walked down the last step. 
 

She was wearing nothing but a towel, drying her wet hair with another. She smiled. "You're home quick."
 

I was?
 

Wait a second. What the fuck was Lisa doing showering as soon as she got home from work? My mind raced into the past, retracing my steps back to work. When had I last seen him? When had I seen Hayden?
 

A punch to the gut.
 

I saw him at lunch. I saw him grabbing his briefcase and his jacket from his office and heading out the door. Where had he been going? Had he come back? I hadn't seen him come back!
 

Fucking Hayden, Lisa? No!
 

Calm down, Jack. You've got nothing but a name. Maybe there's some other...
 

"Are you okay? You look funny."
 

"I'm...I'm fine. I just...I remembered I forgot something at work..." I said, trailing off.
 

Lisa scrunched up her nose.
 

"Why are you showering?" I asked, sounding a little clipped.
 

Her smile widened into a grin. "Thought you'd never ask. I've got a surprise for you."
 

My heart started to thud inside my chest. A surprise? What kind of fucking surprise? Was she about to surprise me and tell me she'd been fucking Hayden Stiles behind my back?
 

I'd let her go out on dates before but we'd never talked about this. We'd never agreed to this. This...this felt like a betrayal.
 

"What?" I snapped.
 

"Yowch, Mr. Cranky," she replied, leaning away from me. "Do you need a drink or something?"
 

"No. I'm fine. Just...what's my surprise."
 

Her smile returned and she spun around to walk back up the stairs. "You'll have to wait and see tonight! And don't even try to seduce me right now. I'm freshly showered and I don't want to get all messy again."
 

My stomach twisted into a tight knot as I watched her disappear into the bedroom at the top of the stairs. I realized I was almost hyperventilating and I had to talk myself into breathing slower and calming down.
 

Okay. I was obviously over-reacting. Why would Lisa sleep with Hayden, of all people, and not tell me. Or...or make it a fucking surprise?!? Had I miscommunicated something? Had I somehow given her the impression that this would be alright? I hadn't! I told her that she had to be open and honest and tell me everything! Was this her fucking way of telling me?
 

I stood at the foot of the stairs, not moving, for what must have been twenty minutes.
 

Lisa came down, having changed and done her makeup and I was still there. "Are you sure you're okay?" she asked, pressing a hand to my forehead. "Have you been standing here this whole time?"
 

"Uh...yeah. But no, I'm...I'm fine." I searched her smiling eyes hoping to find some kernel of the truth, some hint of what my big surprise was going to be.
 

Nothing. Just a sly, teasing smile.
 

"Well, you don't have time to change now. We're going out to dinner so you'll have to go like that." She swept around me, grabbed me by the hand and turned me around, then dragged me out the door and into the driveway.
 

Instead of heading to the passenger seat, she walked around the car to the driver's side and opened the door. "Come on, get in! We're going to be late!" she said cheerfully.
 

Something was not making sense. Something was not right. I always drove. Why was she driving? Why was she taking me to dinner? I spent the whole drive back into town sitting in silence, watching the lights of the city go by and wondering whether I was headed to the demise of our marriage.
 

When she pulled up in front of Marche Bistro and a valet walked up to the car, I did a double take. "What are you doing?" I asked.
 

"We're here. Get out. We're going to miss our reservation."
 

"Lisa, wait!" I said, slapping a hand on her arm. "We...I'm sorry but we can't afford this right now."
 

She scowled, then shook her head. "Don't worry about that. Just get out of the car." She yanked her arm away and stepped out of the door the valet was holding open for her.
 

I staggered out of my side and followed her up the three small steps to where a doorman was holding the door open for us. "Lisa!" I whispered as we stepped inside. I grabbed her by the arm again and spun her around. "I'm serious! There's no way we can afford this and I can't..."
 

She let out a terse and exasperated sigh as she rolled her eyes. "Jack, shut up! Just get into the restaurant already!"
 

I started to shake my head, stunned at her outburst. Marche Bistro was the most expensive restaurant in the city. Maybe this would be a good time to tell her it didn't look like I was going to make partner after all...
 

"Sir?" 
 

I turned to see the doorman standing behind us.
 

"If you'll kindly step inside? There are some other people waiting to get in."
 

"Oh. Of course," I said. I turned and followed Lisa through the two inner glass doors. I guess I could just as well talk about it inside the restaurant before we were seated and...
 

"Surprise!!!"
 

My heart nearly stopped as the whole restaurant erupted in a cheer at once. I looked at Lisa who was hanging off my arm laughing her ass off now. I looked back at the sea of faces, people standing up and clapping and I started to make them out.
 

There was James. There was Tina from the front desk. Ross, the guy that sat in the cubicle next to mine. It was like the whole office was here. My gaze settled on Hayden Stiles. 
 

He stood there at the head table clapping for a bit before making his way towards where Lisa and I were standing by the door. He reached out a hand to shake mine.
 

I took it but my head was still spinning wondering what the fuck was going on.
 

"You should wipe that deer-in-the-headlights look off your face, Jack. It's not really befitting a partner." He squeezed my hand and then slapped me on the arm. "Congratulations."
 

I had just made partner in the firm.
 

I turned and looked at Lisa as the clapping died down and Hayden walked back to his table. "You...you knew about this?"
 

"Duh. Obviously."
 

My shoulders slumped in relief as I realized that must have been what the text message I'd seen had been about. I let out a chuckle.
 

"Where you feeling a little nervous for a while there, Jack?" Lisa asked.
 

"Huh?"
 

"I saw you checking my phone as I came down the stairs. Then you looked like you'd just seen someone get run over by a train. What'd you think, that I was sleeping with Hayden?" She shot me an electric smile that sent a bolt of adrenaline pulsing into my gut.
 

I turned to see Hayden holding up a champagne glass, staring at us. I looked back to see Lisa still smiling that mischievous smile.
 

"He's not bad looking, actually," she whispered as we started walking. "Who knows what'll happen at next years Christmas party?"
 

I felt her hand glide down my back and squeeze my ass cheek.
 

My wife. What a gal.
 










***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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