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		In a broad 2018 study, 2/3rds of Americans were shown to have fantasies involving consensual non-monogamy, including swapping and watching.

		This included not just sexual relationships outside of marriage, but emotional ones, too.

		What is your spouse not telling you?

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		MACY

		Beginnings are not always the same as starts.

		The start of this was sarcasm.

		The beginning was when sarcasm turned to sympathy.

		This change was a couple years ago, just after my husband's accident. I told him about my new department head: his confidence; his magnetism; his style. I don't even remember his name and he has since moved on – let go as a sacrificial lamb in the corporate structure.

		Someone has to take the blame when idiot decisions result in reduced gross sales. Find someone high enough in the pecking order to blame. Even companies that designed massively-multiplayer online games weren't immune to this insane practice. Meanwhile, the truly guilty party keeps his job.

		My husband? Trace had been a vibrant, strong man. Back when he worked in pool construction, he had been a lovable, sarcastic hunk. He would often respond to my complaints of some man with a wry, "Sounds like you should date him."

		After his back injury, his sarcasm turned... morose? Maybe? Perhaps then he began offering his formerly sarcastic line in more sympathetic situations. He told me that maybe I should date my department head.

		I had laughed, put out of balance by both the switch from sarcasm to suggestion and the idea of dating the man over whom I was bubbling.

		All of this was on my mind – was always on my mind – as I stroked my husband's head. His face between my thighs was one of the few joys we still shared.

		I was getting close and said gently, "Trace."

		"Hmm?" His tongue didn't stop, and I had to battle the building swirls of pleasure to focus.

		"D-do you want to play a little?" This was how I tactfully offered to hold his cock in my hand while he mimicked humping me. It wasn't much sex, really, but the pain meds had robbed him of the ability to get hard.

		He stopped, looked up my body with a heartbreaking grin and said, "Okay..."

		I knew he was ashamed. I knew how much it hurt him. But I was willing to do whatever it took to share with him what I could.

		I put some oil on my hand. As I put the oil back on the nightstand, I clenched my jaw at the yellow bottle of painkillers sitting there.

		I knew he looked at it, too.

		Addiction.

		I tried not to talk about it.

		I curled my fingers as if I was holding an erection and rested my fist on my clit. His movements would finish me off.

		Trace shifted his body upright and moved forward. He placed his soft cock into my hand. Gone were the days of seven, hard inches. Three soft ones that couldn't even penetrate were all that we had together.

		I wanted to cry for my husband – for both of us.

		His constant back pain since the fall and the consequent prescription to Oxyparadol had brutally robbed him of the ability to become erect.

		He moved, mashing his softness through my fingers. His eyes were closed and the look of concentration no longer brought me hope of his achieving anything.

		I fought back thoughts and hopes.

		He pushed and shoved, moving and gasping. His movements caused my fingertips to brush my clit. Oiled as they were, I resumed the twisting, climbing spiral of tension.

		Wanting to avoid talking about his problems, I usually focused on something else. I said suddenly, "Remember I told you about the investment guy who came in with the group a floor below us?"

		"Yeah... angry guy?"

		"Not so angry, it turns out."

		"I thought he was all scary?"

		"Monica says so, but he's just a brooder."

		Trace panted, moving. "Oh? How's that any different?"

		"Well, it's not like he's on a short fuse. He's just very serious. Deliberate." The motion was bringing me very close. I twisted my hand subtly to rub at the same time as his pushes. Tension began pulling at my legs.

		My husband looked down at me. "Sounds like your type, huh?"

		"He reminds me of you when you were younger."

		"He's young?"

		"No, he's our age. He just..." Didn't lose his drive like you did after your accident. I didn't say that; I wasn't a cruel person. Besides, we both knew Trace's accident had been life-changing.

		He wriggled his hips. "Like me, huh? Maybe you should date him."

		There  - right there - was the beginning.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		TRACE

		Macy said, "Well, actually, I went to lunch with him today."

		From an Oxy stupor to clarity, I felt tingles rush up my feet. A jolt of pressure made me twitch.

		"A date?" I gasped.

		She was panting and squirming. "Well, sort of. We shared a table at lunch in the courtyard."

		Tightness gripped my chest. I wasn't sure if it was the usual indication I was about to cum or if it was hurt over my beautiful wife having lunch with another man. I grunted, moving. "Oh... that's all? I thought you were firmly against the idea of dating?"

		"I am. Or was. I still am."

		I looked down at her, squinting.

		"I mean, of course I don't want to date anyone; I have you. But I've been talking to a couple of the gals at work and they think I'm being stiff. That I shouldn't be so short-sighted."

		I grumbled, "That's what I've been saying."

		"But I'm not looking for someone else."

		I said, "It isn't about finding anyone else; it's about relaxing and just having a little fun. There is too much serious in our lives." I caught myself looking at the yellow bottle. "I..." I choked off.

		She squeezed my dick in reassurance. "I know, babe. I know. Anyway, I shared a table with him today, and..."

		"Did you have fun?"

		"We just talked a little."

		"Was it fun?" I was still moving. I think I was close; I wasn't certain. But I could tell she was very close. I wriggled harder.

		Her eyes snapped open and she smiled up at me. "It was."

		There was a brightness there I hadn't seen in a long time – a little spark of the old Macy that was alive and vibrant. I knew my condition was dragging her down with me and it hurt. If nothing else, I wanted to preserve that life within her so we could both share in some meager amount of joy together. I gasped, "See? That wasn't so hard, was it?"

		A faltering smile started, then grew on her face.

		I said, "Describe him to me."

		"Well... he's not as tall as you and not as muscular as you had been... He rides bicycles and walks a lot to beat the deskbound job he has. He doesn't trust people, but he seems really decent."

		"What's he look like?"

		My wife's eyes went glassy in memory. "He's shaved. No beard like yours. He has a long scar on his forehead over one eye. I didn't ask how he got it. Brown hair almost black. Blue eyes."

		"What was his name?" I couldn't remember if she had told me before.

		"Dante. Dante Webb."

		The quality of her response framed a picture in my mind of admiration. Could she find reason to relax and explore something of a normal female-to-male friendship that didn't involve pain and meds and anguish? I said again, "Sounds like you should date him."

		She looked up at me and said breathlessly, "He invited me out for drinks, Friday after work."

		I was stunned. "Yeah? No kidding? Like, a real date?"

		She nodded.

		"What did you tell him?" I panted at the edge of panic. Knowing her, she had rejected him.

		"I told him, okay."

		I gaped and felt a constriction deep inside. Suddenly, I jerked and cum flooded out of the end of my soft cock. Pulses of electricity shot up my legs but faded into deadened twitches at my crotch.

		Macy inhaled in panic beneath me, but looked down at my eruption. Tilting her hips up, she groaned louder and higher until she released her own orgasm.

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		MACY

		Not in the nearly three years since Trace's accident had I felt as if I was walking on a tightrope.

		Even if my husband's sarcasm had turned to something close to sincerity, likely from self-pity, I never really considered dating some man to be anything I would do.

		Sure, I wanted to give Trace all he wanted, but dating someone? Insanity. I was certain it was a foolish dream brought on by his defeat and depression. There was no way I would pile on the pain by engaging my time with another man – even if it was just for drinks.

		Except, what if the girls at the office were right? What if sharing drinks and conversation with a man would really lift my husband's spirits? Would it? Was I willing to do anything to help?

		Friday morning was another new beginning.

		Trace limped stiffly in his odd way. I don't think he was bothered by the pain anymore, but had learned to walk when he had been injured to avoid aggravating his back. It was an odd sideways shuffle that spoke of fear, rather than practicality. "Don't wear your usual."

		I finished rinsing my mouth. "What?"

		"Wear something nice."

		"Why?"

		"You're going out on a date, Macy."

		"It's not that kind of date."

		"Who cares? You're beautiful and I think you look wonderful when you wear your skimpy clothes."

		I laughed. "I'm not trying to impress him."

		"Why not? Impress him and make him squirm."

		I studied him in the mirror.

		He was looking down at my butt.

		Incorrigible. "It's just drinks."

		"I want to see you dressed like we were going dancing. The other guys used to drool over you. Made me feel like a king."

		I went quiet.

		I know how much all that meant to him.

		Used to mean to him.

		Coalescing my thoughts was a momentary diversion. My eyes slid to the wall of the bathroom. The muted blue of the wall was set off by a wallpaper border over which we had wrangled: I had wanted the lighthouses with starfish; he had wanted the lighthouses with seashells.

		In the border case, his reasoning had won me over. The starfish appeared as upside down stars and suggested to him something Luciferian. After he had said it, I couldn't unsee it. We had selected lighthouses and seashells.

		He had wanted something and not wanted something, and we had both been happier for it. Was such a case now? I straightened and drew a breath. "What did you have in mind?"

		The bright look that grew on his face was almost enough to erase my uncertainty.

		Almost.

		He shuffled back to the closet. "Well, if you're going right after work, then it needs to be something you can wear to work."

		I followed, wiping the wet from my lips after brushing my teeth. "Right. It can't be anything too revealing."

		He muttered, "Nothing too formal, either."

		"Right." We were on the same page.

		He passed over several articles I feared he might select, then tapped a sweater that I never would've imagined for a date. "This, with your jeans and those knee-boots."

		I laughed. "Those are very unflattering. Are you trying to sabotage—"

		His serious look stopped me. "The jeans are sexy-tight and the boots suggest more underneath."

		I coughed, embarrassed. "The sweater covers—"

		He was nodding. "The sweater covers your butt, sure. But it is bulky and suggests more—"

		"More underneath?"

		He nodded and stuck his hand in his pocket. A faint rattle emerged.

		I knew – and he knew I knew – he was fondling his prescription bottle. The rattle of pills stopped and he said quickly, "I thought you were at your sexiest in these."

		"But they're so... frumpy..."

		He shook his head. "You can't imagine how great you look in them."

		I clenched my jaw to keep from saying anything hurtful to his pride. His choice was horrible, but I wasn't looking for some kind of hook-up with Dante, anyway. Maybe Trace's suggestion for clothing would put the message out that I wasn't trying to entice anything.

		I sighed. "All right."

		The rattle started again, louder, then abruptly he yanked his hand out of his pocket. He exhaled loudly.

		I said, "And here I expected you to suggest a skirt and no panties."

		He just stared at me.

		Not knowing what he was thinking, I thought, Like a typical man.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		TRACE

		I watched her drive away down the short gravel driveway.

		Not certain I had done the right thing suggesting her most alluring outfit, I slumped against the entry wall.

		I was instantly aware of the smooth bottle in my fingers, without being aware of sliding my hand into my pocket. The pain that had forced the prescription was mostly a memory now. But the absolute shaking need for the numbness against the fear of pain and failure was too strong.

		I pulled out the bottle and worked the lid. I popped a single caplet into my mouth and bit. I no longer made a face at the bitter burst that coated my tongue.

		Bitterness.

		I capped the bottle and looked at it.

		Soon I would feel pleasantly carefree and almost happy.

		But in that acrid act of engaging my addiction, I knew it was all useless. I hurled the bottle as hard as I could away from me.

		Failure.

		Did my addiction matter?

		I was on disability now. I was paid to sit home and write science fiction. I was paid to pop these little pills.

		Was that so bad?

		I can't get hard.

		My addiction whispered to me, It doesn't matter, does it? Does any of it? Why not relax and be happy?

		Numbness spread through my thoughts, erasing my cares. I found the peace I needed – that I needed every day.

		My wife would be going out on a date - a real date! The slow swell of positive comfort fortified my homage to the addiction. Feeling light on my feet, I went in search of the bottle. I felt a deep satisfaction that Macy was finally doing something that would bring her some fulfillment.

		I felt intensely gratified.

		Maybe now things would be better after all.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		MACY

		Every nerve in my body sat on edge, as if any movement against the ground glass of time might tear me asunder.

		Everything about this was wrong.

		Not Dante - he wasn't wrong. He didn't feel wrong. Nothing came from him that was setting me on edge, no. No, in fact, he was the only anchor to which I could cling that steadied my ship.

		His flat voice made me look at him. "You seem on edge?"

		This is wrong! I'm married and I love my husband. You're married, too! I rubbed my arms. "I... feel... a little uncomfortable. What would your wife think?" There, that'll force him to see what I'm feeling...

		He sat back and squinted at me. "She won't know." He looked around. "She can't know."

		"Oh?" I tried a little sarcasm. "Would that be a bad thing?" I wasn't trying to scare him away, but I felt as if sharing my acute apprehension was appropriate.

		He inhaled and looked away. "It's a bad marriage."

		"Mm hmm." I had heard the likes of that before on TV movies for women.

		"She married me for the money."

		"Right."

		He looked at me dispassionately. "You come dressed nice, but wielding a forked tongue."

		"Ouch." I wasn't sure if I meant it or not. I'm dressed nice?

		He took a deeper breath. "I didn't want to talk about me, but let's get this out of the way, shall we? My wife Lexie married me for the money. Know what happened? Perfect woman turns into perfect shrew, after she gets me to put up two hundred thousand dollars for our home."

		"So?"

		"You don't know the whole story. She asked me to give it to her to get us the house from her sister – who's a realtor. My name isn't on the deed."

		I tilted my head. "Why not?"

		His mouth twisted. "Her sister convinced me it would be cleaner that way. I know about investments, but not much about real estate. My attorney said we could contest—"

		"You've been to an attorney?"

		"A divorce attorney."

		Now I felt bad about questioning his motives. If he had gone that far, he wasn't snowing me. I leaned forward. "What did he say?"

		"We could contest the house in court. But without my name on it, a fickle judge could cost me the entire amount. The only real option is to wait for the next two years and four months to reach common law status. With the way housing prices are escalating out of control, I stand a good chance of getting all of my money back on a common law split."

		"Oh... so you want a divorce but you need to wait for almost... three years...?"

		He was nodding. His eyes were not happy.

		I sat back.

		The waiter dropped our drinks and bowed away.

		I said, "Did you really have no indication that she—"

		"She was almost the perfect Barbie. After the marriage, I almost thought she had been replaced by a pod-alien. She wants me to divorce her so she can keep the house and my money, and get support."

		"She doesn't work?"

		"Nope. Sits at home all day and makes Tik Tok videos."

		"Does she make money off those? Is that like Only Fans or something?"

		He laughed - low, mean, and disgusted. "She gained like a hundred pounds after the marriage. Nobody would pay to see her fat ass. No, the videos she makes are just rants. She screams at people at the top of her lungs about politics and the like."

		I blinked.

		He muttered, "As if her spit-flying shrieks were going to make people listen." He spun his glass on the table once and firmed his lips.

		The move seemed like an end to me, so I said, "You think I'm dressed nice?"

		A desultory glance and a quick nod was my only answer.

		I said, "Sorry about the marriage question."

		He looked at me with a more considering gaze. "Not to make this a tit-for-tat, but what about your husband? Trace, you said his name was?"

		I nodded. I pulled up my phone and tapped and slid to my favorite picture of him. He was leaning against the fence rail by our barn, wearing work pants with suspenders. He stood bare-chested except for the suspenders, bearded, and clutching a cigar in his fingers and just in the act of biting it between his teeth.

		Dante's eyes widened. "Wow, is this real?"

		I said, "As of three years ago. Before his accident. He's... a little less muscular now."

		"Tell me about him and the accident."

		"He worked installing custom pools for homes. Handled all the rebar part of it. He fell into one of the pools straight onto his back."

		"Ow..."

		"He didn't break it, but the pain put him out of work. He couldn't walk for weeks, and the pain..."

		He didn't say anything.

		I continued, "The pain was handled with Oxyparadol; he became addicted to it."

		"I'm sorry."

		"So am I."

		"And he approves of you having drinks with me?"

		I nodded. "He was ecstatic. He knows he can't do much anymore – like go out with me..."

		"I'm so very sorry." Sincerity pushed from him like a force.

		I looked down. "This all just seems so wrong."

		He reached across the table and gripped my hand.

		Electric shock vibrated up my arm. Before I could yank my hand away, he had squeezed once and pulled back.

		He said, "You're safe with me; don't worry."

		The very next sensation was the loss of his hand. While I might not have wanted any other man than my husband touching me, I had an anxiety of being left alone. The sudden removal of his hand left me feeling almost abandoned.

		I said with a touch of the anxiety I felt, "I'm sorry." I didn't want to ruin this and have it end on the first drink. "I'm not a good date, am I?"

		Dante looked into my eyes. "We're all people. We're all vulnerable. We all hurt."

		I was in danger in that instant of gushing tears. I knew that such an event would be the stupidest thing ever, so I jumped up from the booth. "I'm sorry. I... I need to use the restroom." I fled before he could see my watery eyes.

		And there was nothing I could do to stop the tears in the bathroom, no matter how much I dabbed and washed my face.

		What a great date. I can't even have drinks without falling into some stupid self-pity party...

		Perhaps berating myself helped; I stopped crying. At least I hadn't sobbed and blubbered. I washed my face again and hoped the red in my eyes would cool before I got back to the table.

		But when I turned into our table section, I saw the waiter handing Dante a receipt.

		I stood by the table as the waiter departed and my date got to his feet.

		He said, "I paid the bill, we don't have to stay."

		"I'm sorry; I really botched this, didn't I?"

		His brooding eyebrows drew down. "You're fine; I just didn't want you to feel uncomfortable."

		"I'm not, really. We can sit again, unless you want to end it."

		He gestured to the seat. "There is nothing I'd enjoy more than continuing our evening."

		Relief flushed over me like a hot flash. Suddenly I felt weak in the knees and almost collapsed into the seat. "Thank you."

		He was leaning forward, part of his lower lip twisted to the side. It looked decidedly villainous under his forehead scar. His voice was quiet, "Your husband really was happy I asked you for drinks?"

		I nodded and swallowed.

		"Would you both be happy if this happened again?"

		I swallowed harder and stared at him. I reached for my glass and felt the compulsion to be in the sphere of Dante's safety again. "Yes."

		He gave me a curious smile. "You keep looking at my scar. Is it scary?"

		"I'm sorry."

		"Nah, don't be."

		"What happened, if you don't mind me asking?"

		He sat back, slumped slightly, and looked off to the side. "There I was, young and brave, in the French Foreign Legion. We were facing down a bayonet charge, five of us against a hundred or more savages—"

		I started laughing. "You're kidding."

		Deadpan. "I am."

		I almost snorted.

		He said, "The truth isn't so glamorous. I was visiting my brother at his warehouse when a metal strap was cut and the end of it whipped across my forehead."

		I nodded slowly.

		"Not as exciting as a bayonet charge, is it?"

		"Was the doctor not all too careful stitching it up?"

		"It gouged to the bone. The doctor referred me to a plastic surgeon who could clean up the scar, but I never went. It's just a scar."

		"I'm not sure I could live with it like that..."

		He leaned forward and said evenly, "Hide the pain of the past?"

		"Don't we all?"

		"How often do you lie awake at night regretting or replaying things you've said or things you wish you'd done differently?"

		I laughed. "All the time. And you?"

		"Not anymore." He shrugged, looked away. "I don't like to waste time on the past. Too many mistakes."

		"That's very... stoic."

		His eyebrows came up. "It is, indeed. I don't hide from my past; I just don't dwell on it. No sense in being anxious over something I can't change."

		I looked at him in wonder. What if Trace had something of that attitude? My husband was blunt and focused. He berated himself over mistakes so they wouldn't be repeated. Would his condition have turned out any different? Would he have not become addicted if his attitude hadn't been to directly and immediately deal with the pain?

		Maybe. Maybe not.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		TRACE

		I was long off my high when she came home. I had considered popping another pill but had refrained: I wanted to be mentally sharp when hearing about her date.

		The anxiety built before her arrival. It was an undefined tension in my upper back that increased. Pain flared in my shoulder muscles – not my old injury. This kind of pain was sharp and aggravating, as if my back needed to be popped.

		Maybe a good chiropractic adjustment: snap; crackle; pop and suddenly breathing was easy again.

		My stomach churned with acid. I considered making dinner, but wasn't sure if she had been dined as well on her date, so I left off on that idea.

		I felt that odd constriction inside me as the day grew later. Was she okay? Was she angry? Happy? Pleased? All these thoughts and questions hammered at me until my heart was pounding hard.

		Or because I was avoiding another Oxyparadol.

		Her car lights shone on the gravel.

		Finally!

		Giddiness warred with worry as I waited inside the front door. I couldn't stand it. I yanked open the front door and waited on the porch. I realized I was clasping and wringing my hands.

		Unusual.

		Normally I found my hand in my pocket, twisting my pill bottle and causing the pills inside to tumble and make noise – sort of a reminder that I always had help within reach.

		I put my hand in my pocket and checked. Yep, still there. Comfort battled the urge to take them out and partake. A jolt of bitterness followed by a sense of numbed calm – it would be just the thing.

		Except...

		I removed my hand. I was too worked up for it right now. Maybe later after she had informed me of her date.

		My beautiful Macy walked from her car towards the house. Her clothes were in order and she looked serene – until her eyes met mine. Her gaze dipped down to my hands.

		I knew.

		She had expected me to be holding the bottle.

		Irritation flared up inside me and I almost pulled my refuge out and took a pill just to spite her. But I refrained, once again. No need to be petty when I was so excited to hear about her evening.

		Her surprised smile was almost as good as a hit of Oxyparadol. "Trace..."

		I couldn't stand it any longer. "How was the date?"

		"Drinks." She looked away, ashamed of something. "I wouldn't call it more than that."

		I felt things inside me fall. "It didn't go well?" I felt a growing urge to pop that cap. Failure mocked me from everywhere.

		Her eyes came up. "No, it went fine, I guess. Let's go inside before the mosquitoes get me."

		Fuck you, failure. "Yes, yes." I wanted to hug her, hold her, pull her into the house, but at the same time I didn't want to touch her as if she might shatter. I followed her inside.

		I forgot all about failure and anxiety as we sat on the couch, turned towards each other. I listened to her recount the date and found myself utterly rapt. All thoughts of pain, pills, and failure were gone. Blood beat in my temples and made me feel healthy. My heart beat strongly and adrenaline flooded my limbs. I couldn't get enough.

		She said, "I thought for a moment that it was going to be bad, but he really seemed to shrug off my lame attempts at insult—"

		"Why would you insult him?" I asked.

		"He's married. I felt bad, so I sort of wanted him to feel bad. Does that make sense?"

		I shook my head. Women. "No. It sounds vindictive and rude."

		A very worried look crossed her features. "Do you think I wrecked it?"

		"Well, you said he wanted to do this again?"

		She nodded.

		I almost felt like bubbling. "Then you didn't wreck it."

		Her shoulders sagged in relief. "This is too much for me. I don't know how to act anymore—"

		"Just be yourself. If he doesn't find you as beautiful as I do, then he's an idiot."

		She was silent a moment, looking at me – and deliberately not looking at my hands or my pocket.

		I realized abruptly that I had not even reached in to twist the bottle and make the pills rattle. It was such a shock that I almost thought I should do it just to reassure myself I was still sane. I refrained.

		She said, "He liked your choice for my attire."

		I could not stop the exultant laughter that bubbled up from inside me.

		Her face beamed. "You seem... so happy."

		"I am... I guess. I'm excited it went well. I'm happy it went well. I'm happy... for you."

		Her familiar arms snaked around my neck. "I love you, Trace Walker."

		My heart was bouncing merrily along on a happy path. "I love you, too, Macy."

		She held me for a long time, and squeezed here and there to show she meant it. When she pulled away, her hand came up and stroked my beard. She had used to do that frequently, though not so much... after the accident.

		But that failure was distant and undemanding at this moment. I said, barely containing my exuberance, "Are you going to keep dating him?"

		She said shyly, "If you want me to."

		"I do."

		"And I'll take your clothing advice; he really liked this."

		I grinned so wide it hurt.

		"You really do like other men enjoying how I dress?"

		"Absolutely."

		She shook her head. For a moment I thought she was going to reject it all, but she said, "Well, if it makes you this happy, I'll do it. Whatever you choose for the next date."

		I almost choked. "Promise?"

		She laughed. "Don't make me regret it."

		"When's the next date?"

		"He wasn't sure what was appropriate, so he asked for next Friday, again."

		I felt stunned. "A whole week?"

		She laughed again, harder, and clasped my arm. "My goodness, Trace. I'll let him know we can go sooner, if you want. He gave me his cell number for texting."

		I went dizzy with relief and sighed, relaxing. "Good. That's good."

		She kissed my lips. "Thank you for... convincing me to do this. I want you to be happy—"

		"I am!"

		"I'll text him later."

		I gripped her shoulders before she got up. "There's nothing you regret about the evening?"

		Softly, "Only that it wasn't you."

		I nodded slowly. "I'll... I'll start walking the property. Trying, anyway."

		Her eyes went wide. "Trace, don't push and hurt yourself!"

		"I was supposed to work at it earlier, anyway..."

		Her eyes glanced down to my pocket and snapped back up, panicked. Her whisper was fierce, "Don’t push too hard, please. Don't..."

		I knew what she meant.

		Although the failure of that moment was sharp and demanding, it did not overcome my joy at her evening.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		MACY

		I was lying on the couch in my bra and panties, texting Dante. I saw Trace out of the corner of my eye keep checking me.

		At one point, I said, "He sent a picture of his wife..."

		"Why?"

		"Remember I asked about her? Well, he's showing he wasn't lying." I showed him the hideous picture.

		His eyes grew large. "Whoa... Crazy."

		"Yeah, she has the crazy-eyes, for sure. All she needs is huge glasses."

		Despite texting Dante, who wasn't much for texting conversation, I was surreptitiously watching Trace out of the corner of my eye. He hadn't once reached into his pocket: his focus was on me.

		If I could get him to forget biting those damned pills for even one night, it was all worth it. If it helped him avoid his addiction, I'd date Dante and not regret a single evening.

		But maybe I was hoping for too much. What if the shine wore off and he went back to popping those pills?

		After two years, I had to hope. I had nothing left. How long could I keep this up? How long would his fascination last? It was just a dumb date – and not even a real date.

		I asked my husband, "When should I go out with him again?"

		"Is he asking?"

		"Sort of; he's not sure what you have in mind."

		"Good man. Tell him any time is fine. Tomorrow, even. Neither of you work weekends."

		I texted Dante. "Hmm..."

		"What?"

		"He likes to walk or bicycle on weekends. He has a mountain trail he likes, but..."

		Trace grumbled. "Nice place for a killer to deposit a body..."

		I gave him a look. "That's what I was thinking, though I can't see him being the type."

		"They never appear to be the type. Maybe suggest something more public."

		I texted that to him. It was marginally exciting to await a response, knowing that I was talking about meeting him for company again. I said, reading, "He understands. There's an exposition at the fairgrounds—"

		"That would be perfect."

		I nodded. "That's what I thought." I tapped my response and waited. "He says we can walk around and talk. He's not too interested in camping gear and Jacuzzis."

		"Sounds perfect. Food and drinks in abundance, a nice crowd, and plenty of fresh air." My husband bounced his head in approval. But he also fidgeted.

		I made my customary quick peek to see if he was getting antsy for another hit of Oxyparadol.

		He wasn't, though he saw my look.

		If anything, he appeared uncomfortable and uncertain.

		I said, "Is everything all right?"

		"It's fine," he snapped. But immediately I could tell he regretted it. "Nothing, really. Just strange cramps or something. Maybe I just need to go to the bathroom."

		I laughed. "Well, go!"

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		TRACE

		My wife tilted her head at the clothing in the closet. "Well? What should it be?"

		I pointed. "Jean shorts, that tank top... and those shoes – with your calf socks rolled down."

		"I don't like those shoes."

		"They go with the outfit and look cute."

		"I wore them once and didn't like them."

		I put steadfast hands on my hips. "You wore them once – for me. And they were incredibly sexy."

		Her look was soft and understanding. For a moment she didn't say anything, but then nodded and said, "Okay."

		I felt flushed with success; she was adhering to her promise to wear what I requested. Adrenaline gushed through my system and elevated me to clarity and purpose. "He'll love this."

		"And you?"

		I was as candid with my wife as I always was. "I'll be sending you out wearing sexy clothing knowing Dante will like it. I'll be pacing and waiting here almost gagging on the excitement." I fidgeted; that strange feeling of discomfort was back. It was difficult to pin down.

		"You really like sending me out dressed to impress another man?"

		"Before yesterday, I would've said no, but... this is exciting, I have to admit."

		She blushed. "Well, to be honest, I thought about it all night. I'm sort of excited, too."

		My lips spread into a painfully wide and natural smile. "Great!"

		She took the clothing choices and clasped them to her bosom. "Strangely, I feel even more excited knowing you'll be waiting for me."

		I chuckled. "I will be."

		She stroked my beard.

		Watching her leave later left my heart pounding in my chest. Adrenaline rushed through me again and left my limbs shaking. For the second time, my wife was leaving to go see another man.

		But this time was different. Just one day apart, but different. I still wanted her to have fun, but now I was hoping Dante would feel her allure. My hand slipped down towards my pocket.

		I not only wanted Dante to recognize it all, but to be attracted to her. My wife was beautiful and she deserved to have his attention.

		Would he like the way she filled out her jean shorts? Would he admire the hints of her ass cheeks peeking out under the frayed edges of her cutoffs from the back? Would he appreciate the swell of her breasts under the tank top?

		He better.

		I had a vision of my wife hugging him – her body pressed against his.

		Yes...

		I wanted him to hug her.

		And then I wanted to eat her pussy when she returned. I wanted to lick her to orgasm as she told me how wonderful he hugged.

		My hand brushed past my pocket and down to my crotch.

		I froze and looked down.

		I felt little if anything except the weird cramps.

		But...

		I had planned to try walking the lot – maybe even just around the barn, but I changed my mind.

		In seconds, I had slid my pants and boxers off. I gripped my failed manhood and began massaging.

		I thought of my wife.

		I thought of Dante.

		I thought of them walking together at the fairgrounds.

		I thought of them going on another date, like drinks or dinner.

		I stroked my soft cock while I imagined those things.

		And I liked it.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		MACY

		I had noticed little things.

		But it was just after my fifth date with Dante that I really took notice.

		A whole month had passed with my husband practically begging me to dress sexy and go out more often with this other man. His enthusiasm was infectious. My husband wanted it, and I began to want it.

		Dante was such a nice man that giving in came easy. He was different from Trace in many ways, but so appealing in their similarities. They both gave me comfort and a sense of safety and security. I was never alone with either of them.

		With my husband's constant encouragement, I wore even skimpier, more revealing clothing. I was a little behind my husband in enthusiasm, but it all grew on me.

		I liked having Dante notice me. I enjoyed his comments. I very much enjoyed my husband's pleasure at hearing how much Dante appreciated my attire.

		I began to yearn for it.

		A whole month.

		Five dates. Not that many, but after the fifth... yes. I wanted this probably as much as my husband.

		But this night at home, after the dinner date, I noticed. I really noticed. I was holding my hand in a fist like normal, allowing Trace to push his softness through my fingers. I was excited. So was he.

		But I noticed.

		My head came up, eyes wide. "You feel larger."

		Happiness turned to irritation on my husband's face. "Ditch the bullshit; I don't need pity." But his face shifted instantly. "God, I'm sorry, Macy. Forget I said that."

		"Trace."

		"What?"

		"You're larger."

		He pulled his hips back so forcefully that he almost fell backwards. His irritated look returned. But he was looking down at it. "Looks the same to me."

		"I can feel it."

		He growled in rejection.

		"You said you've been playing with it when I'm on a date with him."

		"Yeah."

		"Maybe it's working."

		While not mean, he pointed his finger at me and said levelly, "Hopes and wishes aren't going to magically bring this back."

		"But maybe prayer will. I've been praying..."

		He looked away, down. "I have, too, Macy. Every day."

		"Look, I just... I felt it. It's larger and I ought to know, right?"

		His face lost all of its hardness. "I'm sorry. I really am. For everything. All I know is I'm excited for you, I'm happy, and walking is much easier since last week's pain."

		I had noticed something else, too, that I dared not mention.

		Oh no.

		Cannot mention.

		He was skipping whole days of Oxyparadol. In its place, he was playing with himself. I never had a problem like some women did when they found their husbands masturbating. I thought a man stroking himself was sexy and fun. Me? It made me happy.

		But this development was even more promising. Could all of this help him break his addiction? Already he was complaining of occasional joint pain and insomnia. Those were prime indicators of withdrawal.

		I was willing to promote raunchy porn if it got my husband off of pain meds.

		But none of this could I admit to him. If I did, he would be forced to open his eyes to it. He would remember the failure and erectile dysfunction. He would remember the escape of his pain meds. Reminding him he had an escape was an invitation to feed his addiction.

		No, best if it was left all quiet and under the rug.

		Instead, I beckoned him and made the fist again.

		Engage this fantasy of his.

		Promote it.

		Push it.

		"I have a confession."

		He moved back to me, inserting his softness back into my fingers. "Oh? What could you possibly not have told me?"

		The truth. The whole truth.

		Breathlessly, I whispered, "This whole dressing skimpy for Dante thing?"

		"Yeah?"

		"I've imagined him touching me..."

		His pulse beat faster in his neck. "Yeah?"

		"And while he touches me, you're waiting up for me here at home. It... makes me wet."

		He moved with more energy and his breathing became rough. "Do you want him to touch you?"

		"I think... that would be nice."

		He sighed and his eyes rolled up in his head. He swayed dangerously over me, but his hip thrust was sure. His cock, limp as it was, thrust with force through my fingers. He whispered hoarsely, "I want him to touch you, to kiss you."

		I was surprised. "Kiss me?" I smiled hugely at the thought.

		"I want him to kiss you so thoroughly you're unable to stand on your feet."

		"That sounds like fun. You wouldn't be mad?"

		"No!" he said harshly. "I'd be home jacking my cock like a teenager."

		His movements had me close. I twisted my hand to brush my fingers more firmly against my clit. "I like the sound of that."

		"You know what else I want?" His hips were working overtime.

		"What?"

		"I want you to touch him."

		"Touch him? We've hugged."

		"I mean touch him – like you're touching me right now."

		I was swept upwards without warning. "Oh! Trace!" It was all I could do to get the words out before I exploded. I rushed my words, "Oh, that sounds nasty!"

		My husband groaned. Hot splashes blanketed my abdomen. I looked up in surprise, even in the throes of my orgasm. His soft cock was spurting. Since his injury and addiction, it had only dribbled and ran like a slow faucet. At least two shots had squirted my abdomen, and I saw one more by the time I looked.

		He was gasping, "Touch his cock. Stroke it, Macy... Stroke it for me, please..."

		In wondrous joy, I said, "I will, I promise."

		He looked down, glazed eyes focusing on me in surprise. "You will?" He wavered, clearly at the end of his energy after the orgasm.

		I nodded. "Yes, anything for you, my love. Anything. I love you so much." I pulled him down onto my tingling body and hugged him. I was thrilled at the progress where none had been for years. If this was going to help bring back my husband and our happiness, I would do it.

		I looked forward to it.

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		TRACE

		Son of a bitch, I was walking straight. That had been the hardest part – forcing myself to take steps that two years ago would've resulted in utter, total agony.

		There was no pain, just awkward sensations of breaking a bad habit.

		And my circuit around the barn was picking up speed.

		Macy was getting ready inside for another date with Dante, her sixth. Despite my protestations, I too had felt my cock be larger than its useless three inch waste of skin.

		But two years had dulled me to all hope. Savagely rejecting it was just a defense mechanism to avoid disappointment and more... failure. Macy was just excited and I secretly was overjoyed that she also noticed it.

		Was it the situation? Her dating? Or was it that I wasn't taking pain meds every day because I preferred feeling myself when she went on dates? I hadn't touched myself this much since I had been a teenager. Taking the pain meds robbed me of the sensations I enjoyed with her dating. They deadened the excitement to nothing. I didn't want that; I wanted to be involved with what my wife was doing.

		I hadn't wanted anything more than her getting out and having some social fun – like drinks and maybe dancing – until she had gone out on her first date. Then I had realized I wanted more.

		The excitement drew me in.

		Now I wanted her to touch Dante in ways she reserved only for me.

		Just thinking about it now as I approached the house was enough to make me feel those odd sensations down there - odd because these were somewhat different than pre-accident. These were accompanied by abdominal cramps.

		What the hell do they put in these prescription drugs?

		I hadn't been completely clean, but a reduction from maybe a dozen a week to just two was progress even I couldn't deny as being senseless hope.

		Whatever was happening, I wanted more of it. I wanted to come back. Was that too much? I didn't know. Who could tell with injuries and damnable pain med addictions?

		I punched the air, loosening up my shoulders. It had been too long since I had been physically active like a proper man. Would I ever reach the point where I was hard enough to penetrate? Or would... Or was that something I would be forced to leave to Dante?

		I couldn't tell Macy that; she wouldn't understand. Women don't grasp simple things. No, that wasn't something I had wanted when this all began, but things had changed.

		I stood in front of my wife and ignored the joint pain. It felt good to have walked as many times around the barn as I had. Besides, the pain was different. It wasn't the debilitating, paralyzing back pain, but rather joint pain from withdrawal.

		Same for the fucking insomnia.

		She turned to me wearing the clothing I requested. The swell of her breasts were easily visible. Her ripped jeans shorts showed off all of her legs and left little to the imagination. "At least it's a bike ride and not dinner. I couldn't wear this to a restaurant."

		I nodded.

		She said, "So... I'm not saying I will definitely do it this date, but if I was to touch him and he got... frisky... How far should I let him go?"

		I stared into her eyes. "As far as you can dare to let him."

		"That's not an answer, Trace."

		"As far as you want."

		She didn't appear satisfied with that, either.

		I know she wanted me to be the one setting limits that allowed her to feel guiltless if something happened. Maybe I should help her? Why not? I said, "Don't place any limits."

		She swallowed visibly. "I... don't know if I can do that – have no limits, I mean."

		I crossed my arms and nodded in thought. "Well..." What was realistic? Why not just be bold? Why not give her what I want, then? I nodded to myself. "The limit is touching and kissing."

		She dipped her chin firmly. "I can handle that."

		"Because... if anything more happens, I want to be there."

		My wonderful Macy has a range of looks, all of which are easily readable. This look she gave me was a new one, but just as easily readable. Her eyelids were open not just in surprise, but a mix of realization and speechlessness. Without moving or blinking, I could see her eyes shift through a number of emotions just by the way her pupils dilated.

		Windows to the soul...

		Her voice was very quiet and tentative. "Is that what you want?"

		Now it was my turn to be silent. I searched her two eyes with mine. I recalled the same look on her face when I had asked her to marry me. I remembered our honeymoon touring New Orleans. I counted through the fourteen years we had been married. I tasted the happiness and listened to the love.

		I said, "Yes." I paused, considering the calamity we had lived through that left me in this state. "I'm your husband and I reserve my rights. If anything happens, it is only with my permission and supervision. Kissing and touching are fine, but anything else happens here."

		She giggled.

		I knew it wasn't derisive.

		She placed her hands on my shoulders and looked up at me, as if hanging from me without putting any pressure on my shoulders – a habit acquired after my injury. She said, "Trace Walker, I would've expected no less. I don't know if I'll let anything happen like that, but if it does, it'll happen as you say."

		

	
		CHAPTER 11

		

		MACY

		Coming home was strange.

		All at once familiar and yet so different.

		My lips still felt the pressure of Dante's mouth. My entire left hand vibrated as if holding the handle of a powerful vacuum.

		I walked from my car to the house, carrying my package as if I weighed almost nothing. A breeze might have lifted me and floated me away.

		I hadn't felt this happy since... since Trace had proposed to me on a ski slope in Wyoming.

		He was waiting for me, coming out of the front door to our ranchette as I stepped up to the porch.

		I handed him the package. It was a simple, unwrapped box, but I had put a gift bow on it for him.

		His eyes lit up. "Montecristo Originals!" He happily accepted the box of cigars and searched my face. "I thought you wanted me off of them?"

		I touched his beard, stroking down the long, coarse hairs. "Maybe I was wrong to ask it."

		"How did the date go?" He could not hide his eager curiosity.

		I couldn't stop my smile. "Let's do this in bed. I ache so bad it's hard to walk straight; I really need to finish."

		His face lit up in pleasure and he waved his free hand to the door. "At your service, ma'am."

		I took a quick shower and joined him in bed. He was lying back, toying with his limpness, while holding an unlit cigar and considering it. He gave it a final sniff and set it aside when I came out of the bathroom.

		There was no pill bottle on the nightstand – there hadn't been for at least a week now. I wasn't sure if he had run out or had simply put them away somewhere; I was afraid to ask. Dredging up that subject might remind him of the allure of the addiction.

		I climbed in next to him naked. "So, I got kissed."

		The delight that shone from his face colored his question. "Is he a good kisser?"

		"He... gets the point across."

		A cloud crossed his brow. "Not too good, huh?"

		I laughed. "It was fine. He's a very serious kisser. You're a more passionate kisser."

		"I see." He looked confused.

		I laughed harder.

		"What's so funny?"

		I leaned close and whispered. "I... held him... in my hand."

		The wonderment on his face was innocent and genuine. "You did? Tell me."

		"In his car at the fairgrounds, after the kisses, I asked if I could see it. I told him I was curious."

		"And he just whipped it out?"

		"He was amused, but took it out for me."

		"So... what was it like? Did you like it?"

		"He apologized. He was quite embarrassed, but it had been leaking, so the end of it was all wet."

		My husband chuckled throatily. "Now that meets my approval."

		Amused, I said, "It does?"

		"Sure, it means he was turned on being around you. I like it."

		"So he wiped it off with his hand and showed it to me."

		"What then?"

		"I told him I wanted to see it hard and if I could help him get it that way. He was shocked but offered not a speck of resistance. He sort of leaned back and let me handle it. I used my one hand and stroked him hard." I waved my left hand.

		My husband let out a long, entranced sigh. He seized my hand and brought it up to his face. Closing his eyes, he rubbed my hand against his cheek and kissed my fingers.

		Tingles began radiating from my pussy and the ache deepened. I gasped at his move and the reverence he exhibited in showing his love to my hand.

		He kissed more, focusing on my wedding ring.

		The attention to my ring was not lost on me. I had stroked Dante's cock with my left hand. The ring of my marriage had rubbed another man's erection. My husband was demonstrating how much he approved.

		The ache in my pussy began turning and twisting. I said, "Ooh... that's nasty."

		He placed my hand on his chest and clasped it there. "I might have asked if it was nice, but I think I'd rather asked if it met your approval. Was it good enough for you?"

		I nodded, speechless. The emotions twisting inside me were going to need a release, very soon.

		"Will you stroke him again?"

		I groaned in sexual frustration and scrambled for the oil. I applied some to my pussy and more on my left hand. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see my husband's cock more swollen than usual – even more than what had shocked me before. I said nothing, I just seized it.

		He gasped and shifted so I could get a better grip on it.

		I rubbed and pulled desperately, but I wasn't relying on that alone. My voice was almost guttural and crazed. "It felt so good to jack his cock, Trace. I loved it. When it was hard I went real slow. He oozed more and I used it as lubrication."

		My husband gasped, thrusting his hips. "Yes! Good!"

		"Everything around me sort of faded away and all I saw and all I felt was his cock. I stroked him and we talked. I stroked him and we kissed."

		He groaned loudly. His shaft twitched. In a flash, he had twisted over me. This wasn't any kind of a move he had accomplished since before his accident. He forced his way between my legs.

		But I didn't resist at all. I threw my legs open, wondering if this was going to be it.

		His manhood was swollen. Not very erect at all, but more than at any time in more than two years. He pushed it right onto my hole.

		In my agony of need, I said, "Force it into me, baby. Do it. Because I'm going to do it again. I'm going to have his cock in my hands and... And I wanted to put it in my mouth, too."

		My husband moaned feverishly and pushed and pushed. "Yes, do it. I want your hand on his cock on every date. I want your mouth on—" He wasn't hard enough to do more than nestle the head in my lips and mash the soft head against my hole. I felt the sudden hot squirts.

		Panicked, I wanted only to be supportive. "That's okay! I love you, Trace. I love you. Kiss me and hold me."

		He didn't listen. Disappointment was on his face only briefly, and he scooted down to smash his face into my messy pussy. His tongue assaulted my clit with enough force that I felt like it was pushing me through the mattress.

		Everything that had led up to this point with Dante: the innocent dates; the drinks; the talks; the kissing; and now the handling all boiled into one enormous twist inside of me that snapped under Trace's tongue. I clutched his head and howled.

		

	
		CHAPTER 12

		

		TRACE

		My wife wore a black velvet choker and had on her only fishnets under a black minidress. She was going dancing.

		I stood there at the door, naked, stroking myself.

		She looked down at it with relish on her face. "Keep at it and eventually, it'll be hard again."

		I knew she tried to avoid mentioning my problem, but at this point, even I was beginning to know it was only a matter of time and effort. I gave her my best rakish grin. "I'm going to be doing this the whole evening."

		"Save some for me?"

		"Of course."

		"So... is it knowing that Dante might be sliding his fingers into me tonight that turns you on?"

		"All of it. Just seeing you happy and enjoying yourself is enough."

		She kissed my lips and then dropped to her knees. Taking my cock into her hand, she kissed the end. Her tongue flicked out and licked it.

		I said, "You're going to kiss him later..."

		She took everything I had into her mouth and sucked. Her head moved back and forth as if I was really hard.

		I felt stirrings, but only those. The sensations had been like that for a week, now. Always hinting - never going farther. But the stirrings were new and a sensation I had not felt in years.

		She smacked her lips and kissed the end again before standing.

		I lifted the hem of her dress. Black panties. "Do you really need those?"

		"Naughty man. We had an agreement that anything that happens—"

		"Yes, but you could still tease him."

		Her eyes flashed interest. "Maybe... next time? I'll think about it."

		"I think... I'll buy a box of condoms for you. Just in case."

		She stepped close to me and grabbed my dick again. She whispered hotly into my ear, "You want to know something? I can't wait for him to be between my legs. I want it, badly."

		I croaked back at her, "I want him there, too, babe."

		She licked her lips and kissed me again. "Wait up for me; I'll be home around nine."

		

	
		CHAPTER 13

		

		MACY

		Three amazing months had passed since I had started dating Dante. He wasn't a perfect man, but he was sensitive behind his scowling, and he was caring and comforting to me. I enjoyed every minute I spent with him.

		I enjoyed holding his erection.

		I enjoyed his tongue on my clit.

		I even enjoyed the grinding we had done.

		I couldn't help myself at this point to be so enrapt and ravenous for him that I broached the subject on my last date that I wanted him inside me.

		He was willing.

		Trace was willing.

		I had a box of condoms.

		What I didn't tell my husband was that I wanted my first encounter with Dante to be private. Instead, I told him that Dante wanted the first to be just him and me. In reality, Dante was perfectly willing to have me with my husband present.

		It just... felt better this way.

		I brushed a light eyelash enhancer on as I bent close to the bathroom mirror.

		My husband panted behind me, jacking his cock feverishly to my dress and backside. Knowing he was excited for me going out on what was essentially a screw-date was hot beyond anything I could've imagined a few months ago.

		I was already wet.

		He groaned.

		I was getting used to that, and I loved it; it made my nipples hard.

		He said, "You have the condoms?"

		"Yes."

		"You really think he will?"

		I put away the makeup and turned. Running a finger down his naked chest to his cock, I said, "He texted me, asking me to his house. His wife is gone tonight on some march at the state capitol. She won't be back until late tomorrow."

		He grinned. "All alone in his home?"

		I moved my face close and licked his ear. I inhaled the remnants of a cigar he had enjoyed earlier. The mellow pepper and cream aroma was masculine and sexy. "Show me how much you love me."

		"Yeah? How?"

		"He wants me to come over so he can make love to me. Show me how much you love me by telling me to go and then driving me to his house."

		"Gladly."

		"Do it."

		He chuckled. "Please, Macy, let me take you to Dante's house so he can fuck you – no... No, let me take you so he can make love to you."

		A burst of joy exploded in my chest. I stroked his beard.

		Trace's eyes were almost glazed. "I like that."

		"What?"

		"I like the idea of him making love to you."

		"Yeah? What do you want?"

		"I want him to enjoy it. I want you to enjoy it."

		"What if there's more? Would that be bad?"

		"No! I want it, in fact."

		"What exactly do you mean?" I thought I knew, but I wanted him to say it.

		His voice was hoarse. "I want you to love him. I want him to fall in love with you."

		I squeezed his semi-hard dick. "I'm pretty certain he already has."

		Paling with relief, my husband cupped my face and kissed me several times. "Good, good. I want this to be like real dating - a real relationship. You deserve it."

		I backed up a little and lifted my skirt. I wasn't wearing anything underneath. "I have matching panties, but don't you think showing up like this is better?"

		He looked weak enough with lust to pass out. "Perfect. Make love to him, Macy, and then come home to me."

		In the car, on the ride over, I sat and simply watched my husband. That he was driving me to be fucked was an insanely unique kind of high I had never before felt.

		And while I might have been confident in the car, when I stepped inside Dante's beautiful home, I suddenly felt like a lost little girl.

		I almost ran back out and chased down Trace's car.

		But Dante, with his brooding scowl, swept me up into an embrace that provided a buffer of comfort. His kiss shattered the rest of my reservations. His hands roaming my body spread reassuring warmth I desperately needed.

		When he set me down, I was able to breathe. Gathering my wits, I said, "Your wife really won't be here or show up unexpectedly?"

		"No. She took a chartered bus. She said I might have to come bail her out because she'll be throwing bricks at counter-protestors."

		"Bricks?"

		"Yeah, all paid for and provided by the Alliance for Better Communities."

		I laughed incredulously.

		He shook his head, indicating he didn't want to talk about it. "I want this to be about us."

		Focusing was electric. "Are you going to show me around?"

		"I'll show you the guest bedroom. The rest of the place is superfluous. I don't treasure this home, I only value what I mistakenly threw away to get into it." His scar writhed on his brooding brow.

		Despite his reluctance to show me around, I saw enough to know his décor was simple and functional. I immediately knew Lexie's room by the clutter, mess, and memorabilia. In every conceivable crevice of her bitch-cave were crammed Star Wars collectibles of all types. Most of it was plastic junk sold for huge dollars because it carried the Star Wars label.

		Dante grated, "She fancies herself a Jedi."

		This was one of those times I knew a man meant to say something that refused a response. I kept my tongue.

		He showed me the guest bedroom.

		I turned to him and saw the hunger; men were single-minded. Frowning, I pulled a couple packages of condoms from my purse. "My husband insists."

		Dante scowled. After several breaths, he said, "I will honor your husband's wishes." He plucked the two condoms from my fingers and tossed them on the bed.

		Disappointment flooded me. I had hoped maybe to feel him. It had been so long since Trace had been able to enter me, and... to feel another man inside of me without a condom was something I really wanted.

		Dante's hand came up under my dress and found my opening as easily as if he had practiced on me for years. A finger curled up and in.

		I gasped and swayed on my feet.

		"You're soaking wet."

		I staggered against him. "I want you..."

		His hand brushed and rubbed briefly over my breast through the material before literally grabbing the front of my dress in both hands and shredding it from my body.

		I was naked before him with my torn dress at my feet. I looked down at it in despair.

		"I'll buy you two new ones."

		I looked up.

		His mouth was on mine in an instant. His hand roamed my breasts. His other crushed me to him. I was being mauled by this man while my husband drove home to wait.

		I was lifted and gently placed on the bed. With an almost dismissive swipe, he pushed at my knee to open me up. He breathed hoarsely, "I can't wait any longer. I've waited too long."

		With that, he was undressing frantically.

		I almost drew up in fright. I wasn't scared of him at all, but rather my body anticipated a violent assault based on his behavior.

		He stroked himself and tore open the condom.

		My pussy began to leak down my butt. I barely resisted the urge to tell him to fuck me bare; I owed it to my husband.

		He nudged my other knee and brushed against my inner thighs with his approach.

		My pussy twisted and clamped on nothing. And then I felt an old, familiar pressure.

		He didn't put it in right away. He held it there, looking at me. His mouth opened, then closed. Then opened again. "I... love you, Macy Walker. You're all I can think about."

		Tears welled in my eyes and I was nodding energetically. "I love you, too, Dante. Take me." I knew my husband was waiting for me. I knew I had just begged this other man to slide his cock into my innermost depths. I knew I was offering to him my most sacred part that was promised to my husband. Inside, my pussy was gnawing ferociously with need. I begged him. "Please."

		He reached for my purse.

		"What are you doing?"

		He dropped my cell phone next to me. "Call him."

		"What? Why?"

		His face softened. "Because he has given me something precious. His condition had been this only happened if he was with us. I know he wants to know – to participate. Call him and get him on the phone so he can hear it."

		"I don't think that's a good idea."

		"Nevertheless, do it or we don't do it." He rubbed the tip of his cock up and down my slit.

		"Please..."

		"Call him." Iron. Firm. Unchangeable.

		I tapped Trace's number.

		My husband's voice, concerned, "Yeah, Macy? Is everything okay?"

		"Are you home yet?"

		"I'm just pulling in. You need me to come back already?" He sounded disappointed.

		"No... Dante wanted me to call you so you could hear—" I was interrupted by Dante's shove. Parting my wet lips was his condom-covered shaft. The emptiness I had felt for so long was being stretched open and filled. I let out a long "Oh..." that was brimming with all the built-up need and lust I could barely contain.

		So this was what it felt like. So different from my memories, but so familiar. I gushed, "Oh, yes! Do me." I gasped and panted until he was all the way in.

		Dante muttered, "Is it good?"

		"Oh yes! It's wonderful. Fuck me."

		He began hammering my pussy with grunts and growls.

		I huffed and moaned with lust as my pussy took all of this man's cock. The sudden filling and emptying sensation was fantastic. There were no thoughts of how this was wrong, only how much I wanted and needed it and how good it felt.

		He said, "Lift your legs."

		I did until he had my legs bent up so my knees were near to my shoulders. Holding the backs of my knees for leverage, he dropped himself down, over and over, into my pussy. I cried loudly, with no control, and begged for him to fuck me harder. The sounds of his hips slapping the backs of my thighs almost drowned out my gasps. Feeling that hardness inside of me was pure bliss. The grinding of his abdomen against my clit was sending spirals of heat and tension from my pussy and along my limbs.

		The bed creaked. The mattress squeaked and bounced. Dante's effort was as total as a weapon. He attacked my pussy and claimed it. He destroyed my depths and made me his.

		I rolled over that high, tense peak and came.

		The unleashing of all the tension had me wailing. Lava erupted behind my clit in an explosive release that sent waves of heat throughout my body. Pulses rocked me, causing the room to spin and twist as lights dazzled my eyes even though they were closed.

		Dante slowed, then came to a stop, buried deep inside. His breaths were slow, but accelerating. His muscles stood out and his head fell back on his shoulders. His hands squeezed on my skin. Then I thought he was coughing. But I felt his shaft pulsing inside me, swelling and contracting.

		I felt an immense loss that I couldn't feel his cum.

		He pulled out and the condom was not only filled, but leaking at the base.

		I breathed, after years of waiting and frustration, "Phenomenal..."

		

	
		CHAPTER 14

		

		TRACE

		I listened to Dante hammering my wife's pussy over the phone. I had barely staggered into the entry and got my clothes off. Macy had dropped the phone; her voice was as distant as Dante's.

		I was leaning back against the wall, happily jacking my erection.

		Yes, it had finally happened: stiff enough to stroke and probably stiff enough to penetrate. It was a little wobbly and not rock hard, but it was an erection.

		I laughed with glee as I stroked myself. On the phone, my wife was grunting, gasping, crying out, and obviously really enjoying being fucked by Dante.

		This was everything I had recently hoped for. There was no failure here, only success on a level few could possibly understand or accept.

		I jacked in time with the skin slaps, the mattress squeaks, and his savage grunts. He was working my wife's pussy and I loved it.

		I had barely made it into the house after she had told him how wonderful it was. Her sounds weren't something fabricated or faked; I knew my wife. Her world was getting wrecked. Her body was being manfully devastated. Her pussy was admitting another man's cock and it fulfilled a craving that was growing within me – as surely as my dick was returning to life.

		She needed Dante?

		No, I was the one that needed Dante.

		His cock stuffing my wife's pussy was crucial.

		My hand never stopped and I loved every second of what was happening. My wife was being satisfied, I was finding that elusive success, and Dante was receiving something precious. Most people wouldn't grasp how special it all was.

		Hearing my wife cum was my cue to click off. I was leaned with my back against the wall and my hips thrust out. My erection was maybe five inches. Not fully there, but still hard enough. I waggled it in the air and laughed joyously. The sensations in the skin were much less numb than before.

		Would I ever fully recover it? Was the damage temporary? Partial? Permanent? I wouldn't know until I stopped seeing progress.

		My phone rang its little ditty.

		"Yeah."

		"You hung up?" She was panting.

		"I heard you finish."

		"Oh... He said you can come get me now."

		"Oh? No second or third time?"

		"No."

		"All right, I'll be along shortly."

		"Love you."

		"I love you, too." I thumbed off. I really would rather they had done it again so I had more time to stroke myself, but maybe I could regain it easily enough?

		When I arrived, he was with her at the door. She was holding the shredded remains of her dress around her clutched at her breasts. He kissed her and nodded to me.

		I flipped a wave.

		He watched her come to the car, but then followed hurriedly after. He came around to my side.

		I lowered the window and took his offered hand.

		He said, "Dante. You're Trace?"

		"Yep."

		"I want to thank you."

		I laughed good-naturedly. "Maybe I should thank you?"

		"Sorry about her dress; I told her I'd buy her two to replace it."

		My wife just sat and listened.

		"Good man," I said.

		"Listen, I know you wanted more control..."

		I nodded silently.

		"And I'd certainly like more of Macy. Can I come over?"

		"Any time."

		"Tomorrow night?"

		I gave him my rakish grin. "We'll expect you."

		He slapped the door lightly in affirmation and stepped away.

		I saw him in the rearview mirror watching us leave. I asked her, "Disappointed?"

		"Not really, no."

		"Happy?"

		"Mostly, yes."

		"Mostly? You wanted more than once?"

		She nodded. "I was hoping."

		"You'll get more."

		"I'm still achy and I have to wait until tomorrow night."

		"I'll finish you again at home." I had other plans, too.

		She settled into the corner as if to sleep. "I'm sorry about all the noise. I forgot you were on the phone."

		I laughed. "That's great."

		"Huh?"

		"It was so good you didn't remember I was on the phone."

		"Well, it's sort of hard when I'm being brutalized."

		"Did he hurt you?" I didn't think so, but I wanted to be sure.

		"No! Not like that. No, not at all. I just meant... it was so good."

		"I'm very glad you enjoyed him. Hopefully much more in the future."

		"I hope so."

		At home, I got her into bed. Her dress dropped to the floor as soon as she stopped holding it: it was useless.

		Climbing between her legs, I got a good view of her pussy. Swollen and red, she was still wet from the fucking. Her pussy had felt another man's cock. I instantly devoured her labia and clit.

		She hissed with satisfaction and gripped my hair.

		I darted my tongue in and out of her hole, recalling the sounds she made as his cock had hammered into her opening less than an hour before. With my other hand, unseen by her, I stroked myself.

		I loved my wife and treasured the memory of her pussy on my dick. I imagined Dante ramming her pussy that she had promised to me. I envisioned his thickness filling her and moving in and out of her sacred area – defiling her and staining our marriage in a good way. I played it over and over until I had regained my somewhat hardness.

		Triumphantly, I reared up and moved forward. With a push that bent my shaft, I pierced into my wife's pussy.

		Her eyes opened as wide as I've ever seen them. "Trace!"

		I shoved what I could as deep as I could.

		My wife groaned and thrust up her hips. "Trace! You're hard!"

		"Almost." I laughed loud and without restraint. I pumped into my wife after years of inability. "Almost hard. I got this way listening to you fuck Dante."

		Her hands roamed over my face and shoulders. Water glassed her eyes. "Oh, Trace."

		"Macy... I need you to keep fucking him."

		Only a slight pause for reflection. "Okay."

		"I need you to be open for him as often as possible."

		A gasp and a giggle. "Okay."

		"I need him fucking you like... like you two were newly married."

		She let out a long sigh. "You're making me hot with all this talk..."

		"Can you do that for me? Fuck him here in our house as often as he can come by? Can you do it for me? Can you be his wife-away-from-home?"

		"Yes!"

		I heaved into her slowly, trying to feel and savor the experience.

		She whispered, "I'll be his wife for you."

		Everything went rigid and I gasped harshly.

		Her eyes lit up at the first squirt.

		I moved then, trying to be fast without it falling out. "Be his wife. Give your pussy to him just like you were newlyweds. Be his bride!"

		

	
		CHAPTER 15

		

		MACY

		Dante's arrival felt like a real homecoming – as if he was my husband long gone off to war.

		But I sort of had two husbands.

		I had texted Trace's idea about newlyweds to Dante and he had found the idea to his liking.

		He hugged me inside the door and then kissed me.

		My husband watched silently in the entry.

		I pressed myself against this man and felt his frame and muscles. I felt the hardness in his slacks. I relished the feel of his hug before he released me.

		I don't know why men can't get a clue, but I wasn't wanting to talk; I wanted and needed action. But Dante and my husband chatted about inconsequential things while my deep ache just churned inside of me like a hungry creature.

		My husband, bless his soul, knew me. He looked at me while telling Dante the last bit about his taking up writing science fiction. Before Dante could ask anything, my husband said, "I think my wife would prefer all this talk at a later time."

		The men stood.

		I scrambled up.

		Dante followed my husband into our bedroom. He said, "She told me about the newlywed thing. Would it be too strange if she wore a wedding dress and I wore a tux?"

		I said, "A ceremony would feel nice, too."

		Trace sat in the chair he had brought in earlier. He stretched out in that manly way and crossed a leg. His chin lifted in the air in thought, he said, "I wonder if..."

		Dante undressed me and then himself.

		My husband sat stroking his beard, deep in thought.

		Because I had to, I handed Dante a condom package.

		He tore it open.

		Before he could roll it on, I knelt and took his cock in my hand. His manhood was not as long as my husband's had been before his accident, but the shaft part was thicker. Trace's helmet was larger whereas Dante's was smaller; it almost gave his dick a tapered look.

		Whatever the differences, both were my toys and satisfying. I licked around the head of Dante's dick. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my husband shift around in the chair. Reminded, I pulled back just a little and used my left hand to stroke him.

		Instantly, my husband was out of his chair, undressing. He seemed very attentive to any activity he might be having – wanting to encourage it.

		While I rubbed Dante's cock across my lips and cheek, I hoped my husband would find ultimate success. Having him hard once again would... mean the end of all the failure brought on by the accident.

		I was determined to help him.

		I sucked Dante's cock into my mouth, showing my husband that I could love this man's erection with my mouth.

		Trace was stroking himself, watching me, scowling sexily in that manly way that told me he was lusting.

		I turned a little more and swirled my tongue around the head of Dante's cock. Then I kissed the helmet and sucked the shaft into my mouth. Moving my head back and forth, I hummed my need on him.

		Yes, that was what my husband desired to see. His hand was moving with more confidence. A look of relief was on his face.

		Dante was watching both of us. He took my left hand from his shaft and held it. With his other hand, he guided his erection to my fingers. The helmet brushed over my wedding ring. Slowly, he caressed the symbol of my promise with his cock. He rubbed his manhood all over my marriage.

		I was wet.

		Trace moaned.

		Dante stroked himself a little and squeezed out a large drop of precum. Bringing my hand close, he smeared the ooze right onto my wedding ring.

		That deep need gnawed ferociously inside of me as he did it. Unable to control myself, I put his cock back into my mouth. Frantically, I sucked him – moaning while I did it.

		I pulled my mouth off and jacked his shaft, then gently squeezed the tip. More precum came out. With a hand shaking with lust, I brought my ring to the large drop. I coated the band of sacred metal given to me by my husband with Dante's cum. I licked some off, then anointed my wedding ring again with this man's sex-juice.

		Trace was panting. He grated, "Oh... you're nasty."

		Dante lifted me to my feet. He applied the condom and sat on the edge of the bed. "Climb on. Sit on me."

		Different. I was usually on the bottom with Trace – rare that I rode. I straddled Dante and let him line up his sheathed cock.

		I felt the presence of his dick as it brushed through my lips and lined up with my hole. I felt the pressure as I wriggled and then settled. Right in front of my husband, I sank down onto another man's cock.

		The sensation in my heart was exhilarating. Feeling my pussy filled by another man's thickness while my husband looked on was intoxicating. That he was jacking his cock was energizing.

		I couldn't control my wanton urge to buck like a whore. I hung onto Dante's shoulders and worked my hips – rotating and humping frantically. The movement of our union against my labia and opening was magical. Slowly, tendrils of elation radiated out from my pussy. Tingles tantalized my lower body and drove me on.

		I moved with more force.

		Then...

		Dante froze, gripping me tight. "Oh..."

		I felt it.

		The condom had ripped.

		I froze too.

		I felt him shift as if to lift me off.

		I squeezed, whispering, "Stop. Just... don't move."

		He responded, with even lower volume, "It tore."

		I knew my husband wouldn't hear it.

		"Shh."

		We sat frozen.

		I wanted to feel it. I wanted to know what Dante's cock felt like, skin to skin, filling me. Neither could I help myself; I squeezed.

		Dante gasped. A little louder, "Feels... so good..."

		I felt my head spin. Here I was, just a few feet away from my husband, with another man's cock filling my pussy in the best way. Adrenaline flowed through my limbs. I felt the rapturous swoon of irresistible lust rising in me like a massive swelling force.

		I was married!

		My pussy belonged to my husband, but was firmly packed full with Dante's erection. My nipples were so hard they hurt. I was panting with the mounting pressure.

		I knew I was supposed to be protected by the condom. I knew I wasn't supposed to be actually having Dante's bare cock inside me.

		But...

		I positively could not control myself in any way, shape, or form. Having this man's bare cock buried in my pussy while my husband looked on was heart-stopping.

		I couldn't help it – not by any stretch of the imagination. I moved. I bucked hard. Maybe I only meant to do it once, just to feel the movement of this forbidden cock in my pussy.

		Dante gasped out loud.

		I squeezed his shoulders tight.

		We both went still and just panted.

		I peeked at my husband.

		He was still stroking himself and his cock was now erect. Mostly. Maybe better than the previous day. No, definitely better than the previous day. His face was flush with lust and he gave me as much of a smile of approval as he could manage.

		But he didn't know the condom had ripped.

		I locked eyes with him and felt the urge building.

		Dante's cock was twitching inside of me and I loved the feeling of it stretching the insides of my pussy.

		I stared at my husband while I squeezed my pussy on another man's erection. The act of doing it was so arousing I was losing control. Shaking badly, I lowered myself as far as I could go on Dante's shaft.

		He started to move but I squeezed him in my hug to stop him.

		Still looking at my husband, completely filled by the forbidden erection, I squeezed again and savored the exquisite violation of my marriage.

		Dante moaned.

		My husband mouthed, "I love you."

		I lost it. With a savage convulsion, I bucked on my lover's cock.

		With an immediate heave, Dante lifted me off; he had allowed it to go on long enough. He gasped to my husband, "Condom broke. Need to replace."

		Trace went wide-eyed, looking at the torn remains at the base of Dante's shaft. He looked at me, then back at my lover's erection.

		His eyes rolled up in his head.

		Cum squirted out of my husband's cock.

		

	
		CHAPTER 16

		

		TRACE

		Arranging a fake marriage only took three weeks.

		It was my idea. I called a minister out of Springdale an hour's drive away. I told him we wanted a renewal of vows and he was happy to schedule us.

		No marriage license necessary.

		We would even get a ceremonial certificate.

		The wedding dress I selected for Macy was as slutty as I could find: a see-through minidress that showed her obvious nakedness underneath while just barely hiding the pertinent parts by the heavier floral lace. The hem was so high that the lowest curves of my wife's ass was visible.

		I accompanied the husband and bride posing as their photographer-friend.

		Did the pastor suspect?

		I don't believe he did. He was very nice and attentive to them. He never once looked at me suspiciously.

		My wife? She stood next to her groom, Dante, and quivered like a leaf in the wind. But their exchange of vows were as heartfelt as mine and hers had been. They looked into each other's eyes and kissed so deeply that I at once understood that this was indeed a real marriage.

		I had watched my wife change. I had seen her fall in love as I had suggested. And now she stood facing him, kissing him as I took pictures. My wife had solemnly promised her heart and soul to this man in my presence. Indeed, she now vowed her body to Dante.

		I looked on with such pride that I felt my chest would burst.

		Really? Her pussy belonged to him now, as much as it did to me. I was going to have to make allowances and I welcomed the responsibility of sharing my wife's pussy with him.

		The pastor did not look down at my wife's butt when Dante's embrace and kiss lifted the back of her dress.

		But I got a great picture.

		I drove us home while they sat in the back seat. Not five minutes away from the church where they were married, my wife leaned over and I heard licking and sucking sounds. Dante's eyes were glazed over and a beatific expression on his face.

		Before we reached home, I felt a lick on my ear. "Hmm?"

		"Husband, dear..."

		"Yes?"

		Her whisper tickled my ear with heat. "Now that I'm married to Dante..."

		"Yes?"

		"Wouldn't it be appropriate if for our wedding night we could skip the condom?"

		I was on the spot I had considered for almost a month. I had thought to bring it up, but I wasn't sure. Hearing my wife's suggestion brought it back. When Dante had lifted her off and I had seen the torn condom, I realized that my wife had been bareback on him. Just the idea was salaciously intimate and had raised within me the countenance of endorsement.

		The tear had been an accident and I was okay with it. Things happen.

		But now? As much of my life as had recently changed, so too had my view shifted now. For Dante to enjoy his new bride, without a condom, seemed only right – and would be the perfect ratification of their marriage.

		I said, "I think that's a great idea. We'll talk more at home."

		They had only one night together. Dante's wife was protesting again in the state capitol and would be gone until late the next day.

		In our bedroom, husband and bride kissed. In our marriage, I had kissed my bride Macy before we bought this house, so Dante's kiss with my wife in our bedroom clicked into place like a missing element.

		I watched him reach his hand up under her dress and finger my wife – his bride – while she staggered, weak-kneed.

		Making use of the camera, I began recording. I got a very fine video of my wife squatted down sucking her new husband. She beamed at me and stroked him with her left hand while I captured it.

		They had used the wedding ring I had given her, so it was natural. Seeing her wedding ring sliding along his shaft made me undress. I don't think it's a sight that will ever lose its place as my most cherished memories.

		He lifted her and tossed her down on our bed.

		Macy's eyes found mine and locked in place.

		Dante reached down and in three tears, ripped her wedding dress down the front and away from her naked body.

		She gasped, but never stopped looking at me as he tore open my wife's wedding gown.

		He stroked himself and looked at me. "No condom, right?"

		I almost laughed. He shouldn't have to ask; she was his wife, now. Even if she was mine. I nodded, but said, "Just... pull out at the end."

		He said, "Got it." He leaned over her, cupping her face with his hand. "I love you, Macy Webb."

		Her eyes sparkled with happiness. "I love you, too." She wriggled her fingers, beckoning, and opened her legs for him.

		My wife lay in the remains of her wedding dress on our marriage bed and welcomed Dante's erection closer to her wide-open pussy.

		He climbed over her and settled close, guiding his erection with his hand. Rubbing the helmet over her lips for a moment, he spread her leakage as lubrication.

		My wife clutched his arms and lifted her head to watch.

		Seeing this hard man hovering over my wife had me erect. I silently and fervently hoped they would enjoy each other. My wife deserved the best.

		Dante pushed the head in easily, and slid inside my wife's pussy. His body came down to hers as his erection disappeared inside her.

		My wife's mouth came open and stayed that way until he was all the way in. She gasped at the end as his butt squeezed together at the very deepest part of his push.

		He remained like that, unmoving, and they kissed.

		Seeing my wife fully impaled and kissing the man whose cock was filling her was too much for me. I began stroking myself and it felt fantastic.

		They stayed still for a long time, just relishing the feel of his bare cock inside her.

		Nothing would have convinced me a year ago that I would enjoy seeing my wife pinned under a naked man while his erection filled her pussy. But here I was and it was terrifyingly electrifying.

		Dante stopped kissing her and began moving - a little bit at first, but then more and more.

		My wife, gasping, looked over at me while her lover's hips moved up and down and back and forth between her open legs. Her body rocked on the bed to his thrusts and her head moved on the bedspread, but her eyes had again locked to mine. Then she closed them and lifted her feet to clasp him around his waist. Her hands stroked his back and her wedding ring looked fabulous against his skin.

		Dante worked like a well-oiled machine as he planted his staff of ownership into my wife's pussy.

		My wife was not only willing, but also welcoming as she let another man claim her intimacy in front of me and on our marriage bed.

		I almost felt like tiptoeing out of the bedroom and letting them have the privacy they deserved as husband and wife. But she was my wife, too. Seeing her so happy as the pussy she had promised to me was violated and knowing she craved that ultimate debauchery of our marriage finally brought my cock to full erection.

		Full.

		I felt the tickle in my chest. I felt it bubble up. I jacked my shaft happily with glorious full strokes. The laughter that burst forth was exultant, relieved, and banished every last bit of failure with profound victory.

		Both of them looked over at me.

		Macy's reaction was explosively elated. "Trace! Oh... that looks so wonderful!"

		I felt like I was drifting on clouds. "It's all there." Tears streamed down my face that I hadn't realized had burst forth. My cheeks hurt at the width demanding by my overjoyed smile.

		Through the blurry tears, I gazed at my thumping erection. All seven inches were there.

		Dante said with a nod, "Glad to see it. Congratulations." He said it while still moving, still rotating his hips and sliding his cock into my loving wife's body. But he watched me stroke myself for a long time.

		Having him watch me stroke while he deep-fucked my wife fostered a fabulous feeling of well-being. I knew right then that I had conquered my old addiction to pain meds and... found a new one.

		Everything about what was happening was right; I felt it deep inside. Dante fucking my wife wasn't wrong. Macy enjoying it was exceptionally beautiful. That I appreciated their enjoyment was gracious and befitting.

		He rotated hard, driving his cock into Macy. He froze there for a second, and then pulled back unhurried and casual. Swift thrust, pause, slow pullback. This was repeated several times. Each time her pussy took his length, she gasped and closed her eyes. Seeing him crushing her breasts under his chest was an aphrodisiac to me.

		While I couldn't see his cock inside her, I felt it through my hand mimicking his motions.

		However, he groaned low. He wasn't making the noises he had on the phone a month before. After the groan, he climbed upright and pulled out.

		I stared at his glistening cock. His throbbing erection was covered with my wife's juices.

		My wife's pussy gaped open in a circle of memory where his cock had filled it.

		I moaned and fisted my dick faster.

		Lifting her legs and pushing them back, he bent her legs back so her knees were up by her head.

		I moved my chair over a little and aimed the camera again.

		Dante noticed. He shifted for me and angled so I could get a better view.

		I uttered my appreciation in a cracking voice, "Thanks."

		"Sure thing, Trace." He pointed his cock down and touched my wife's wet and swollen pussy. He rubbed the helmet around on her lips and smiled at me. When he pushed down with his hand and popped the head inside her, I imitated the speed of his move with my hand on my dick.

		I moaned happily. "Does she feel good?"

		Dante grunted, "Oh yeah. Fantastic." His cock began sliding into her, disappearing into my wife's pussy.

		I loved every inch of insertion. I wanted him to fuck her and violate her.

		I asked her, "Does he feel good?"

		Macy's head rolled to the side and looked at me. Her eyes were glazed. She nodded with enthusiasm and said breathlessly, "He feels wonderful."

		Leaning higher over her, his position brought her hips up so her pussy was pointing upwards and his cock angled straight down. With this posture, he drove down into my wife by dropping down and driving deep. He did this exactly five times. Each drop was accompanied by my wife groaning out a louder and louder, "Oh!"

		My wife squirmed, pinned under him by his cock. Her body shook and her breathing was ragged. She was close.

		But there was no sixth drop. He was still buried to the hilt deep in my wife's pussy.

		Dante groaned and said, "Uh oh." He froze. He glanced at me and then away. Both of them were still.

		I heard nothing for a few seconds except my wife panting desperately. He was holding his breath. But then, a small gasp from Dante.

		Suddenly his butt cheeks squeezed hard and his hips tilted for maximum penetration – pushing his cock harder to reach her deepest depths. His back muscles stood out and quivered with the strain. He exhaled loudly.

		My wife's eyes flew open and looked directly at me, and then up at him. Her mouth was open in semi-shock. Instantly, she began frantically bucking – thrusting her pussy up at Dante's hips.

		He exhaled louder and grunted. And again. Meanwhile, my wife dared not look at me – she stayed focused on him and jerked her hips like she was milking him.

		I realized then that Dante was squirting his cum into my wife instead of pulling out. He didn't even pretend to be late in pulling out. He simply drove down, straining for the deepest penetration into my wife's pussy, and let loose everything he had.

		My wife felt it and milked him. Her sudden intense groans and gasps told me she was cumming during the efforts.

		Another man's sperm was spurting far into her most inner regions and she was actively helping him make sure his cum was inundating her womb.

		I couldn't protest, really. They were married. They were husband and wife. That she was my wife didn't matter right now. Today, she was his bride. He had every right to plant his seed as far as he could into my wife.

		There wasn't any hesitation on anyone's part. Not only did I know it was his privilege to cum inside her, but he was asserting his rights as the husband to make love to Macy. And my wife had only looked at me once before vigorously bucking back at him to help his orgasm spray her cervix.

		I was engulfed with gratification. I growled, "Oh, fuck yeah..." I stroked faster.

		Dante finished cumming and pulled out.

		Seeing his erection slide wetly out of my Macy, and the sperm drip off the end, and the following gush of his cum coming out of my wife's pussy was too much for me.

		I gasped loudly, almost coming out of the chair. I dropped the camera and jacked for all I was worth. My cock strained and throbbed, it was so hard. I bent my back, thrusting out my hips and was rewarded with a strong pulse. Cum shot out of my erection, but I wasn't stopping to admire how the strength of the ejaculation had improved. I pounded my prick like I was pummeling pussy. "Ungh, yeah!" I panted and added, "Stay the night, Dante. Fuck her. Fuck your new bride!"

		He looked surprised. "You're sure? You're not mad?"

		My hand was a blur. Squirts were flying. "No, this is perfect. Stay and fuck her. Forget the condoms; forget pulling out! Just fuck her and give her all the cum you can give. Claim her pussy!"

		Dante smiled happily and stroked his dick. "I can do that."

		I was coming down off my orgasm and I crashed back down into my chair. "Good, good."

		My wife had listened to it all with wonderment in her eyes. When I was done talking, she reached down and ran her fingers through the leaking cum. She brought some up, rubbing it between her fingers. After a second of study, she brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them off.

		I listened to them make love the entire night in our bedroom. Their groans and grunts filled the house. That night, I slept in the guest bedroom to give them some privacy.

		

	
		CHAPTER 17

		

		MACY

		The day after my marriage to Dante, my husband made breakfast. I was sort of scared that Trace would call me out for letting Dante cum inside me.

		But an entire night of love-making was so marvelous that I would've blissfully accepted his anger as a trade.

		But he wasn't angry.

		Not only had my husband changed his tune and accepted Dante going bare inside me, but he also had apparently approved of my lover finishing inside me.

		My husband's acceptance was an unparalleled gift. In fact, no wedding present could've been more perfect.

		For years I had been committed and devoted and faithful to one man: my husband Trace. However, it felt so utterly flawless and faultless to have spent the night with Dante in my arms: holding him; loving him; and offering to him everything I had vowed to Trace.

		And Trace endorsed the forbidden.

		After breakfast, we retired to the bedroom for one last go at it before Dante needed to leave.

		No mention of condom occurred. But I knew Trace might've allowed last night but today he would want Dante to pull out.

		I was determined to comply with my first husband's wishes.

		Trace had his camera again, and did more recording. I was anxious to see what he had and to treasure the memories of my second wedding night.

		Dante muttered, "I know Trace likes eating pussy, but it was never really my thing..."

		I said, "That's okay. You did it a couple of times; I guess that's fine. Trace can handle the rest."

		His face broke into relief. "Well, then, get on." He laid back and played with his hardening cock.

		I leaned over him briefly to run my mouth once down his cock and back up. I licked my lips and smiled for the video.

		On a lark, I jacked Dante's dick with my left hand. I saw my husband get a good close-up of my ring on his shaft. But he didn't know what was coming. I squeezed after a few pumps and was rewarded with a large drop of precum. I smeared it all over my wedding ring. That much, Trace might've expected; he said nothing, just recorded it.

		I saw his dick, though; it was hardening.

		I wriggled my fingers, beckoning him. "Come here."

		Trace got closer to me and I stuck my ring finger into his mouth. I said softly, "Clean it off for me, baby."

		He hesitated.

		My voice was gentle and barely audible. "Do it for me, Trace."

		He sucked my finger.

		I pushed.

		He accepted, and sucked my finger until he was licking the wedding ring.

		Dante grunted, "Whoa, that's hot."

		I giggled, but it turned into a gasp as a tight wave of lust twisted in me. I knew my Trace would never engage another man – he was strictly hetero. But this was different.

		I jacked Dante some more and got more ooze out. I liberally coated my wedding ring and my finger to the knuckle. I held it up to him. "Once more. Show me how much you love me."

		My husband sucked at my finger while I jacked Dante with my right hand. I felt the movements in my pussy: it was simply extraordinary.

		Trace licked my ring clean and kissed it reverently.

		I was so wet and aching that there was no way I could continue the little game. I scooted forward and rubbed Dante's erection against my clit. I looked up at my husband. "There's one more thing you can do to show me how much you love me."

		He glowered at me.

		I giggled.

		Dante looked amused and curious – an unusual expression on his normally dour face.

		I wriggled into a position where my pussy was angled up. The tip of Dante's cock was nestled against my clit. My labia embraced the bottom of his helmet. I said to my husband, "Push it in."

		"Huh?"

		"Show me how much you love me by pushing it in."

		"I don't want to touch—"

		"Show me. You can use your tongue to push it or your fingers. Just push it. I want you to be the one putting his cock inside me."

		I could see the warring thoughts on his face.

		"Do it for me."

		He firmed his lips.

		Dante muttered, "Don't get any ideas."

		Trace grunted, "No worries there..." He reached down and gingerly placed two fingers against Dante's cock. He nudged.

		I had placed myself so it wasn't going to be as easy as that.

		He realized it. He tried three fingers.

		That almost did it.

		He finally added his thumb for control. Using only fingertips, my husband gripped the shaft and pushed Dante's cock until the head popped into my opening.

		I gasped and sighed with relief. "Thank you," I whispered, "I can take it from here."

		Warmth filled my heart as I pushed forward and down. My pussy was filled with Dante's delicious thickness. I was once again stretched open – my pussy embracing and clutching at an erection that did not belong to my husband. Yet, it did in a way. Not only was I married to the man whose cock was in me, but my real husband had implicitly inserted that man's cock into my pussy.

		I was overwhelmed with gratitude and excitement.

		I moved on Dante, rising and falling, massaging his thickness using my pussy. It felt good.

		No, it felt great.

		I was surprised when Trace's mouth descended on mine for a kiss that scorched my soul. I rose and fell on Dante's shaft while my husband kept a perfect lock on my mouth.

		I moaned in a delirium of lust.

		Dante whispered, "So hot..."

		I felt him begin to heave under me, driving his erection up into my pussy while I kissed my husband. It was a place of paradise I was going to treasure and remember. The wet of my husband's tongue and the wet sliding of Dante's cock in my depths were seductive and delectable.

		Hot hands grabbed my hips and the cock in my pussy was driven up into me with more force.

		Trace retreated to watch and record.

		Dante's hands moved up and mauled my breasts – drawing from me gasps and sighs. When his fingers gently pinched my nipples, I groaned.

		Nothing was as satisfying as a good, hard cock filling my pussy. Dante's love-making made up for the two years of abstinence I was forced to endure. I wanted him in me. I wanted him bare. I ground my hips around in circles and felt the thick impressions of his shaft as it swirled inside me.

		Yes, I was in love – and I had fallen in love with Dante before the sex. No, this was not a physical infatuation. I truly loved Dante and wanted to give to him all that I had promised Trace. I wanted to give him my pussy. I wanted Dante to take me and use me.

		I reached down and swirled my fingers around my clit. I was panting madly, exerting my body to sexier efforts on his erection. I moaned. I gasped. The twisting inside me got tighter and more alarming.

		A woman can tell when an orgasm was going to be a good one. Sometimes even massively powerful. This was one of those times. I was swept up with ever-increasing tension. I ground my fingers furiously as heat built and blossomed.

		I wanted to cum on Dante's cock. I wanted my husband to see it – just the thought made me drenched. I bucked as the pressure built.

		Trace gasped, "Do it, Macy."

		I groaned now – a high note of imminence and trepidation over the strength of the orgasm building inside. It was close. I bucked harder and rubbed faster against the fatigue of my fingers. My insides felt like they abruptly lurched tighter.

		I called out in warning. I gave three final heaves and everything inside me rolled over and burst outward in a series of tensing and relaxing pulses. These were so strong I was uttering guttural grunts of wordless sounds.

		I was aware of Dante and Trace murmuring, but I just was not there in my head: I was flying in some higher realm of rhapsody.

		Electric tingles suffused my body until I felt everything was vibrating. I almost sagged.

		Under me, Dante had hold of my hips. He heaved up under me, driving his erection straight up into me.

		Trace was grinning ear-to-ear and jacking himself. He was gloriously hard.

		While I wanted to climb off and let Trace have his turn, Dante held me in place. His cock was a driving piston that thoroughly stretched out my pussy and gave me exactly what I most needed.

		He panted and gasped, making a greater effort. Then he called out and drove upwards.

		I looked down at him and felt an immense rush of emotion and gratification. Having him lose control inside me was such an arousing experience that I was forced to buck and help him finish.

		Once again, we had disregarded my husband's wishes on pulling out. I looked up at Trace. "Sorry... he came inside me again."

		There was a slight firming of my husband's mouth, but he shrugged and nodded.

		I said, "It's not like he didn't already cum in me a few hours ago, anyway..." I was still jerking my hips on him, helping him release all his cum.

		Trace shook his head. "Nah, don't worry. It's excellent watching you fuck him – and sexier than you can imagine when I see him lose control and cum in you."

		I gingerly pulled off of my lover.

		I felt the cum gush out of me. When Dante came, he deposited buckets. I said to my husband, "Care to go next?"

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		TRACE

		For two years I had fantasized of this moment: of entering my wife like I had in the days and years before my accident.

		Except...

		Except I had not dreamed of going second after another man. Never. I had been a firm believer in sex outside of the marriage vows as cheating. Neither of us were cheaters.

		But things had changed.

		Here I was, happily gazing at my wife as she spread her legs for me and another man's cum oozed out of her well-used pussy.

		The switch from monogamous no-cheating to being hard over what I was seeing was mind-blowing. This was the perfect image of my wife: the cum gushing out of her. Never before at any time had she been so very beautiful.

		I could not hold back.

		Mounting her, finally, I pushed my very hard erection happily into her swollen, just-fucked pussy. The act was instantly electric.

		I froze.

		I gasped. "Oh... wow."

		Macy's face showed concern and worry. "What's the matter?"

		"Nothing." I wriggled and a tiny laugh burst out like a single bubble from my throat. "This..." I was speechless.

		"What is it?"

		Dante said, "Imagine, it's been two years for him."

		I found my breath. "Yes, but not that. This is amazing."

		Macy looked confused. "What?"

		"I figured it would be all wet inside, but... I didn't expect the shock. Like being jolted." I pulled out. My erection was soaking with Dante's cum – and it was so painfully erect that I almost wondered if something was wrong with it.

		I shoved it back in, relishing the heavenly feel of my wife's pussy and the sizzling electric tingles of Dante's cum. I pushed in – all the way in – and felt how flooded she was. I blew out a breath. "Whew, that's a lot of cum."

		And then everything went fuzzy. I was madly slamming my cock in and out of my wife's pussy and catching her in such a surprise she cried out. I was longer than Dante by an inch and I know I was pushing his sperm deeper into my wife.

		I loved it.

		I drove straight in, packing his load deeper into my wife. I was wheezing with effort. "Awesome pussy!" I grabbed the back of her neck and pulled her upper body towards me. Almost nose to nose, we panted together. "Keep fucking him, Macy. His cum feels so good in there! Keep fucking him."

		She whimpered, "But I'm married to you and you're back now. You really want me to keep doing him? This isn't some temporary thing while—"

		I said fiercely in a harsh whisper, "You're married to him now, too. Give him your pussy. Fuck him as much as you can!"

		She gazed into my eyes, somewhat cross-eyed, in wonder. "I'd like that; I will."

		"You're his bride. Be his bride. Don't hold out on him. I want him between your legs depositing cum—" I gasped. "Fuck, his sperm feels great!"

		I couldn't contain it any longer. There was no way, after all this time, I was going to last - not with how good her pussy felt and how fantastic his cum felt tingling on my dick.

		I groaned in desperation, "Love him! For me..." The surge that resulted in my orgasm yanked so deep from my depths that I was yelling as if in pain.

		My wife stroked my head and beard. "Oh, Trace! My wonderful husband."

		With strong pulses, I squirted my cum, pushing Dante's deeper.

		

		Thank you for reading Innocence!

		For similar themes, check out these titles by Laran Mithras:

		Eclipse of Her Heart – a modern romance of longing and love

		Loaning Her To My Boss – the boss is there on their wedding night

		My Husband Wants Me to Date? – her husband's fantasy opens up to her a world she thought filthy

		It's Not Cheating – if there's no penetration! She tests that boundary, hard

		Sharing Carlene – an average wife's discovery of the hotwife lifestyle

		Letting Her Date – husband finds he's excited over his wife dating other men

		Defile Her – wife is taken rudely in front of her husband by an opportunist

		Work Wife – she teases her "work husband" but the idea gets pushed by her husband until she relents
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