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Foreword

It took me a long time to gather the courage to begin writing a hotwife novel. My journey as an author began in writing cuckold stories. I felt a certain safety in that genre because, for me at least, there was always an element of the fantastical that was necessary for my writing to work. I wrote stories about husbands who were unsure whether they wanted their fantasies fulfilled, or whether they preferred them to stay in their heads. Stories where characters and readers alike had to substantially suspend disbelief in order to enjoy what was happening. Stories where shame and humiliation were often the erotic focal point. 

This story is completely different. 

These characters communicate. They talk to each other. They try to understand each others desires. They doubt their decisions, worry about their inhibitions and wonder what might be. Their journey is not a foregone conclusion.

It's the reason this novel is under a different pen name than my previous stories. It's a fresh start. The beginning of something I'm proud to say is mine.

It took a long time to write this book because this end of the spectrum is so much more nuanced, so much more grounded, so much more real. Characters, not caricatures. I hope I've come close. I'm more proud of this book than of any of my other writing. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I've enjoyed bringing it to life.


Chapter 1

A Box of Old Pictures

She had a box of old pictures. She'd shown me them a few weeks after we'd met, when we were still drinking too much and fucking even more. Kind of a slide show of her past. It didn't bother me then, if 'bother' is the word for it. I mean, I didn't get that same ache the first time I saw her arms draped around another man.

"Just a friend..." She'd waved it away and leaned in to kiss me with that syrupy look you only see in the first days of budding romance. But they weren't just friends. I knew that. Back then everything was new and fresh with us and I just didn't care. Or, almost didn't care. I didn't care enough to lay awake at night about it. But every time I saw her talking to another guy, it came back. I let it hang there over me, watching the way her mouth moved when she smiled at him, the way her body curved into a flirt.

That was then. We got married. We went on a vacation. We, you know, settled into things.

And the easier it got, the routine of being together, that box of pictures started gnawing at me more and more. I'd think about it on long commutes. I hated commuting, but I'd look forward to time I could spend alone in the car, just so I could sit there trying to re-create the shape of her body draped around her 'friends.' 

I hated the razor of jealousy that travelled down my chest and ended in my cock but I couldn't get enough of it.

So one day, she was out of town and I was home and I just wanted to know, you know, what the hell it was that made me feel like that? And why the hell did I keep coming back to it? I mean, it wasn't like she'd been with those guys while she was with me. She didn't even know me. I just really seemed to like playing 'let's pretend.'

So, feeling kind of guilty because they weren't my pictures, but once you're married it's all the same, right? Feeling kind of guilty I dug those pictures up from under the pile of socks in the dresser. I dug those pictures up and sat there savouring each one. Savouring that wide smile that made her prettier than all her friends. Savouring the sultry looks, the pouty portraits with martini's in hand. All those looks had been meant for someone else back then. That's the part I couldn't dig through. That was the bedrock of the not unpleasant pain that pressed on me and made me hard.

So I did it. I put a picture of her with one of those guys up beside the screen and turned on some mindless porn, more for the sound effects than anything. And I was already hard so maybe it doesn't count, but I don't think I've ever come faster or harder in my life than when I did that. Because all I looked at was her, her arm on his shoulder, touching him in the same way she touched me now. But it wasn't me. It was him. They'd been friends the same way we were friends. They were friends who fucked.

And then I got into the habit. Every time she was gone. Every. Single. Time.

I worked weird hours and was home a lot during the day and she was gone. So I'd be trying to busy myself and clean the house and walk the dog and do things to distract myself from that voice, droning away inside my head, reminding me of what I was about to do. And I always gave in. I always gave in and pulled out that box, careful to leave things in exact right order in case she pulled it out sometimes too. They were her pictures after all. In case she pulled it out and looked nostalgically through her past. 

I'd pick the same one each time. The picture of her and Ben at the beach, probably a vacation they'd taken together. I liked that one because that was the one where she was touching his arm, the way she touched mine now. And she had a bikini on that looked amazing. Legs all the way to the blinding, white sand. And all it would take would be thinking of his hands all over those legs. How did he touch her? Was he gentle? Or was he into a rough fuck that ended in cigarettes in bed, the way we used to do but never did anymore? 

So I'd sit there with shitty porn rolling to one side, my eyes on hers in the photo, just barely able to make him out. The whole thing would make my dick explode so fast every single time that after a while I would look forward to her leaving just so I could get on with it.

Then she walked in on me.

It would have been fine if she'd walked in when I'd just started. It would have been fine if she'd walked in after I'd finished and was cleaning up or something. I mean, she would have been weird-ed out, for sure, but she would have said something. 

No. She had to walk in right when I was blowing my load. Right when I was at the peak of it she had to walk right in and stand there.

I'll never forget the look on her face. I'll never forget the way her body froze. I'll never, ever forget the shape her eyes made when she saw me with my dick in my hand, saw the picture right next to the monitor and the porn rolling in front of me and the way the whole puzzle fell into place on her face.

I'll never forget all that stuff. But what I'll really never forget is how that look made me come harder than I ever had. I mean, I've had some good orgasms. I mean, when you're a guy they're all good, right? Nope. This was like someone shoved a rocket in my ass and just as I was as high as I could go, lit the fuse and sent me into space. 

So I just hung out there. At the peak of it, the whole thing swirling around somewhere down below me. The shitty porn. The picture. And her. Her staring at me that way. What was that in her eyes? Was it disgust? Or was it desire? From up where I was, it was hard to tell.

Then it all came crashing down. Or I guess, I came crashing down into it. As my mind filled my body again the whole thing came screaming back at me. The picture fell down face up, my spasms having knocked the desk and knocked it over. There was the woman in the porn video getting fucked by a giant black cock, screaming about it the way every porn actress does that is such a turn off after the fact. 

And there was Katherine. 

I let out the most undignified grunt of a shudder I could possibly ever make in front of another human being, even if it was my wife, and just sat there staring at her, not knowing what else to do.

I liked to think that we were pretty open. We talked about everything. Hell, we'd even kind of talked about this. Too many drinks one night and I'd asked her, well, kind of begged her to tell me about them. She thought things would get weird. I said I didn't care. 

Or at least before this happened I didn't really care. I thought we had the kind of relationship where if something like this happened one of us would say something, acknowledge the event somehow, maybe make a joke about it?

But she didn't. She stood there, staring at me. And I sat there, staring back. Because what do you say, really, when you've got your dick in your hand and a picture of your wife with her ex-boyfriend on the table beside it?

So I just sat there hoping all of it would just magically go away. That she'd tell me it was no big deal and wave her hand the way she did when she was being dismissive. Then maybe laugh and go make coffee or something. 

I tried. I tried to sift through the flood of thoughts, shame and excuses that were churning in my gut. I tried to come up with something reasonable to say. Maybe something clever, that would make her laugh or giggle or just speak. Anything but just stand there staring at me. But I couldn't.

Then, after a while, her lips curled into the shape of a smile, and her brow kind of furrowed into the shape of curiosity. Like she wanted to know what the hell was going on but didn't want to have to ask. Then she just turned around and walked out of there.

Me being a guy who'd just blown his load, looked down at her beautiful round ass and felt myself get kind of hard again.

***

I've got to tell you about Katherine. Katherine is a beautiful redhead. I like to think she's my beautiful redhead. 

Katherine drinks. 

Katherine swears. 

Katherine's not afraid to speak her mind. 

Katherine loves a party. 

Katherine loves singing to loud music in loud bars, when she's had too much to drink. 

Katherine loves to dance.

Katherine loves quiet, intimate missionary sex that ends in a shudder and cuddles.

And that's the part of Katherine that started driving me crazy.

After that day, that's the part that made me crazy on commutes, crazy when she was gone. It was all I could think about. Why was hard-drinking, hard-partying Katherine so...conservative in bed? Because it was impossible to me that she'd always been that way.

So I started asking questions. Usually after drinks, but sometimes before. 

A few times before I'd tried to talk to her about her past. A few drinks into a night I'd try to bring it up and dig and scrape at the little tidbits that she'd give me from her past. A hint of an ex's personality here, a whisper about or a giggle about something there. But she'd always stop short of any detail. I would always feel that swell of jealousy start building in me as she threw some scrap of information at me and then quickly smile coyly and look the other way. Then I'd spend the rest of the night hoping that she might get drunk enough to say just one more thing, but not so drunk that she wouldn't want to have sex.

But now? Now she started talking. 

"What do you want to hear?" she asked over beers and shots in the kitchen.

"Anything, I mean, what do you want to tell me?" I'd said, trying to keep myself from sounding breathless at my good fortune.

"Anything? I can't just start telling you things!" she said, giggling to one side, waving a hand at me and swaying a little on the chair. "You have to ask me something. Ask me questions."

My mind raced. Questions? Questions! Why wasn't I prepared?!? Why hadn't I prepared a list of questions, memorized it for this moment, recited it every night like a prayer, just in case this exact situation presented itself?!? 

I took a swig of beer as slowly as I could, trying to look as I cool as I could as I scrambled for questions. What did they do to you? Too broad. What did he do to you? Who? Ben? What do you mean what did he do? Did he...how did he touch you? Every question was flying by. I tried to catch them but as soon as I thought about them, they felt...off. The wrong thing to be asking, like they wouldn't reveal what I wanted them to reveal.

Then it was gone. The moment was gone. She turned back to me, swaying again and smile that meant she'd rather be in bed with me on top of her than trying to pry apart whatever it is we were attempting to pry apart just then.

And I kind of wanted that too. Kind of.

She let me undress her, the way she always did when she was tipsy. She sank onto the bed once I had her shirt off, her nipples budding slightly, her eyelids sleepy but her eyes ready. I peeled off her jeans, pressing my face into her neck, her scent just as intoxicating as the booze had been.

I pushed her panties to one side and slid my hand between her thighs, the way I always did when we had sex. Except this time, she was soaked. She moaned as soon as I touched her and her back came up off the bed, her nipples rising with it.

I looked at her, searching the lines of her mouth for why this was different, why she was so much more aroused now than I'd ever seen her before. But her mouth was open and her eyes were shut and she was swimming in bliss. So I ran my finger up and down her tight slit a few times, watching her legs come up off the bed, then found the nub of her clit, taut and ready, and started spinning small circles around it with my finger. 

She moaned. Her fingers wrapped around my arm, her other hand sweeping up behind my back, nails dragging along my skin. I watched her mouth, each tremble of it reacting to my touch. Or maybe it wasn't my touch? What was she seeing behind closed eyes? Was she feeling me? Or was she remember them?

The thought made my own cock flex and I looked down the length of her body, at her fleshy, creamy thighs and couldn't wait to sink between them. I spun faster. She curled up from the bed again, her nails digging into me now, her gentle moans hot on my neck. I felt her tighten.

Leaning in, I pressed my lips into her neck again, kissing my way up until I found the lobe of her ear. I tugged at it with my teeth. She moaned again and I felt those same thighs start to quiver around me.

Was this the way Ben had touched her? The thought made me flex and I found myself dangerously close to my own orgasm. 

Her body moved towards me, her legs wrapping around my arm as she twisted into pleasure and I felt her pussy throb under my fingers as her climax rippled through her.

When she opened her eyes, I was already on top of her, the head of my cock already touching her soft, soaked lips. When I pushed myself in, she did what she always did. She spread those creamy thighs apart, then hooked them behind my legs and smiled. Welcoming me in.

As my hips thrust at her, my eyes searched hers for answers. She was here now, in the room with me, under me, taking me. Had she looked just this way at him? At all of them?

My cock hardened inside her, curling the edges of her mouth upward. I felt it coming, the searing heat building at the base of my shaft. Then, just then, instead of watching me, the way she always did until I finished, she closed her eyes.

She'd never done that. She closed her eyes and I was left alone on top of her, pressing her body into the bed with my affection, not knowing where her mind was. She wasn't there for my enjoyment anymore, she was just enjoying getting fucked. Like she had with them.

With a groan, my orgasm ripped through me and my body raged into her, pulsing my white hot bliss deep into her core. Her mouth opened. Just as I was at the peak of it, she came again.

As we lay there afterwards, Katherine slipping in and out of sleep beside me because she was drunk and tired, but had to pee, my mind wandered back to what she'd asked. What do you want to hear? What did I want to hear? Why did I even want to hear it? What strange cocktail of love laced with jealousy did I want to drink, to hear about men from her past? The questions lingered with me well until after she'd gone to the bathroom. Well after she'd fallen asleep. They followed me into my dreams and didn't let go of me until the light of the morning.


Chapter 2

Club Night

We didn't talk about it the next morning. Or the morning after, or the morning after that. Even though I wanted to, more than anything, something about the way it had happened made me realize I had to go about it the right way. I had to wait and find the right moment, or the right words, or the right something, or else it would all fall down around me like a house of cards and never happen the way I thought I wanted it to.

Then Paloma and Nica rolled into town. Paloma and Nica. Her past was littered with strange sounding names. She seemed to have a penchant for collecting them, or maybe they were just drawn to her. Hard-drinking, hard-swearing Katherine, collecting kooky names.

I liked Paloma and Nica, even though I'd only met them a few times before, but there was something about them now that made me uneasy. They were still single. They were still partying the way they had been before Katherine and I had met. They still had a glint in their eyes, the one that meant they always took a side of danger with their good time. 

And Katherine changed. Not drastically. It wasn't the kind of change you see when a teenager isn't sure how to act around different friends, nothing like that. It was just that she wasn't my Katherine anymore. She was theirs.

A couple times we'd gone back to Portland and seen them. Everything was new and fresh back then and I didn't want to seem like I was boring so I'd tagged along to some club they wanted to go to. They'd dropped some ecstasy before we got there and offered Katherine some but she politely declined after a quick glance at me. I mean, I guess I wouldn't have said anything. Whatever. If she wanted to have a good time, I could be cool enough to take it. They'd offered me some but Katherine kind of dismissed it with a guffaw before I could even say anything. Then they all kind of giggled the way girls do when they're about to roll their eyes at a boy, but they stopped short.

I hate dancing. Have I mentioned that? It's not very important but every time someone wants to go dancing, I try to be a good sport about it because, you know, I don't want to be that guy. The guy that hates dancing and makes sure everyone has a bad time.

So, I kind of stood around watching them dance and Katherine stood around for a bit at the bar and then danced for a bit and then stood around some more. It was really not my scene and we were still in love enough that we ended up getting out of there not much later and going to find somewhere to fuck.

So those were my memories of Paloma and Nica. When she told me they were coming I kind of brushed it off thinking they were older now and probably tamer. Maybe they just liked sitting around playing Settlers and getting drunk? 

They didn't. They were a little tamer, but there was still that synonym for mischief in the way the smiled. And it all made me feel kind of uneasy, like I was going to have to deal with another club or we were going to end up going urban spelunking or something. But then I remembered Katherine wasn't like that anymore. We were married now and we did things like get really excited about staying in and eating churrasquiera on Friday's and binging on shitty TV.

Except this time things went a little differently. This time, Katherine couldn't wait until they got there and when they did, she couldn't wait to see what they'd come up with for them to do. So, I went along with, playing the good sport because, well just because. But the whole thing made me kind of queasy because it was like she missed her old life, the one where she had a side of danger with everything too.

So one night we were all sitting around having drinks, a few days into their visit and things had been pretty tame and I was just settling into the comfortable idea that maybe it wouldn't be so bad after all as the three of them talked about old times.

"You remember that night we met Darryl?" Paloma said, sin spilling from the corners of her smile. Katherine groaned and Nica giggled and I just sat there trying not to look fazed by the big secret I wasn't in on. "You know Katherine used to be a little...different than she is now, right Mark?" Paloma looked between the two of us, revelling in the awkwardness she was breathing to life. "Like, when's the last time you saw her in heels?"

I looked at her and saw she her squirming, trying to ignore what Paloma was trying to do and my stare at the same time.

"Yeah, I've heard a few stories," I replied, trying to look as cool as I could as spears of jealousy stabbed through me at the thought of all the bad things these three had done together. "Can't remember the last time she wore heels though."

"With those legs? Girl, you are sinning keeping those from the world."

The bubble burst on the awkwardness and out spilled laughter that even Katherine got caught up in. I huffed out a few guffaws, but it really wasn't the kind of thing a husband should be laugh at.

When it died down, we all kind of sat there, the two of them smiling, me trying to catch a reassuring glance from my wife and Katherine trying not to make eye contact. Paloma let it linger for a while and then the faintest curl of a smile sprouted at the corner of her mouth and asked.

"So have you been to Electric Revolution?"

The air seemed to hum, just from the name.

I knew we were in trouble when Katherine's lips turned up into a pouty smile. I knew we were in trouble because I'd never seen that look on her face. It was a look from a past life. It was a look that said "No, but I want to." It was a look that said, "Yum." It was a look that said, "Let's get up to no good."

But she looked at me first and it melted from her cheeks and her eyebrows went up in that way they did when she wanted to check in and make sure before she said anything. And I just shrugged the way I'd shrugged the first time a girl had offered me a cigarette and asked, "You've smoked before, right?" when I was sixteen. I'd sighed and said "Of course," even though I never had, just because I needed to be cool that way. It was that same sentiment that started all of this. One easy shrug that meant, "Of course I'm totally cool with it. Duh."

"Oooh, Electric Revolution!" Nica had said pumping a fist in the air in time with each syllable and taking another swig of her beer. "What do you say, girl?"

"You don't have to..." Katherine offered, her kind, married eyes back on me, as if the offer she was making was a genuine way out.

Yeah. Sure. I'd love to spend the night sitting at home by myself wondering who was pawing at her in some dark club in the middle of the night. That sounded like lots of fun. Oddly, it kind of did.

"Nah, it sounds like fun," I said instead, trying to sound as casual about it as possible. It actually sounded like the exact opposite of fun to me. The dancing part, that is. The dancing part sounded like hell. The pawing part...well...

As soon as I'd said it, she jumped out of her seat, almost spilling her beer and clapped her hands and did a little pirouette before disappearing up the stairs. The girls went after her and I sat there with my beer in my hand waiting as the three of them dug through boxes of old clothes and shoes looking for something they could dance the night away in.

I was probably there for half an hour, maybe more. I know I had at least three more beers before they came down. And when they came down I caught my breath and tried really hard not to let my eyes bulge out of my head because, well, she looked fucking spectacular.

I always thought my wife was beautiful. It was one of the reasons I married her, though I probably wouldn't admit that to anyone because I don't like sounding superficial. But she was. She had the perfect proportions, her waist curved into beautiful hips, her breasts were just the right size and spectacularly pert and her legs? They really did go all the way down to the floor and it was bliss drinking in every inch of them. I finally did see her in heels. My cock hurt just looking at her. Her ass was pushed up high and her calves were tight from having to balance and I had no idea how I was going to make it through the night. But there was no backing out now.

So we all rode in a cab, me and Katherine and Paloma crammed together in the back and Nica up front. I could see the driver glancing at her in the rear view mirror every few seconds, his eyes roaming up and down what he could make out of her body. I just sat there trying to keep a hand or an arm over the massive hard on in my pants, wishing all of this would just go away and that Nica and Paloma would magically call the whole thing off, go get a hotel and Katherine and I could go home and fuck the way we used to.

But none of that happened. We ended up at the club, standing in line until one of the bouncers came by and noticed the three pairs of legs sticking out from skirts that were barely skirts and pulled the rope open and waved us through. Except he didn't wave me through. As soon as Katherine had passed by him, he moved in front of me and stood there like a brick wall, all six foot seven and two hundred and ninety or so pounds of him. And what did I do? I watched as the three scuttled towards the door, stretched out a pathetic little hand and said,

"I'm with them," in the squeakiest little squawk I'd ever heard myself emit. But he didn't seem to care.

I don't know what caused her to look back at me. Maybe she just didn't feel me behind her, or maybe she wanted to check one last time whether this was okay, but right before they went through the door, Katherine turned back and noticed I wasn't there. Her eyes travelled down the line of people waiting to get in, back to where we'd all been standing and I saw her squinting without her glasses, past the bouncer that was standing in the way until she somehow made out the shape of familiarity, my hand waving to her from the crowd.

Paloma and Nica stopped too and turned around to see what was going on. When they noticed I'd been left behind, Paloma threw her head back in a laugh that was more of a cackle, then called out over the throng, 

"He's with us!"

The bouncer looked back, eyeing the legs and asses he'd just let through, then turned and looked back at me with an expression that seemed to say,

"Really?"

But after a second, he unclipped the rope again and stepped to one side, but only enough so I had to kind of squeeze by him sideways. I walked up the line feeling everyone's eyes on me to the sounds of Nica and Paloma laughing and when I looked up, there was Katherine, looking down at me from the steps, her mouth turned into that pouty smile, like she wanted to hand me a pity lollipop to make it all better.

"Gotta keep up!" she said, twisting back around and throwing, "I don't want to lose you!" over her shoulder before sinking into the thundering darkness of the club.

Felt good. Real good.

Inside, everything was black and blue with sharp punches of strobe in red and white. Squinting against the sudden darkness, I found the bar as fast as I could and leaned in to Katherine, the sweet scent of her perfume suddenly flooding over me and making me stiff in my jeans.

"I'm gonna be at the bar!" I half-screamed through the dense noise. She turned and put her hands up on my face, staring into my eyes as I watched her mouth the words,

"Okay. Can I dance?"

Seeing her mouth make those words tore me in half. I knew she liked to dance. I knew it was just about moving to music and getting too drunk and then letting your body go. But I knew the second she stepped out there and started dancing, she was going to be surrounded by a swarm of guys that were just as hard as I was that would want nothing more than to bend her over and fuck her. And I knew that's not why she was doing it, that's not why she was dancing, but I couldn't help the question that was crawling back and forth inside my skull. What if it was?

Somehow, from some deep reserve of not giving a shit I managed to conjure up a smile and instead of saying, "Yes," or, "No problem," or any of the other million ways to express the affirmative, you know what I did? I gave her a thumbs up. Yup. With both thumbs, too. And when she rolled her eyes and shook her head, then leaned in and kissed me lightly on the cheek, the scent of fruit and booze mingling with her perfume. I really just wanted to sink into the floor, find a wormhole under there that would take me home where I could get drunk and forget that any of this ever happened. But instead I just watched her beautiful round ass swaying side to side as she strutted down the stairs and onto the floor and felt myself get harder still.

I'm not sure how many drinks I had, just standing there by the bar, but it was definitely at least three too many. I'd managed to find a place where the music was a tiny bit quieter, or at least I felt it was with the added advantage of giving me a line of sight to where she was dancing.

Sure enough, about a minute after she'd started swaying, her arms floating above her head and moving against the rhythm of the rest of her body, I saw a guy getting closer and closer behind her until I watched his hands come up and settle on her hips.

There was a part of me that wanted to drop the vodka tonic I was holding, tear through the crowd, grab her hand and drag her out of there right there and then. That's how you're supposed to react when you see another guy trying to put the moves on your wife, right? And I almost did it from the sheer adrenaline that flooded through me seeing him do that. But then something else happened.

Her body paused for a second. As soon as she felt the unfamiliar grip of another man's hand on her body, she froze, her back stiffened and she glanced behind. I don't know if she could see the guy or what, because she didn't look very far. It was almost as if she didn't want to know who it was. Maybe she thought it was me? There was no way. I'd put my hands there thousands of times by then and there was no way she would think it was me. But instead of turning further, making sure it wasn't me, she just closed her eyes, turned her head forward and...started dancing again.

I'm not sure what it was that kept my feet cemented to the floor. Jealous agony was still tearing through me, up and down my body, pooling in my crotch and making me feel like I was going to double over. But there was something else in there with it. As she leaned back and put her weight against him, letting his dark hands creep up to her waist, then travel down towards her thighs, the hard on I'd been trying to get rid of all night just got harder and all I wanted to do was watch.

So that's what I did. I stood there watching my wife's body pulsing in time with the rhythmic pounding coming from the speakers, leaning into a strangers body. And this wasn't the stiff kind of lean of corporate trust exercises. No. This was a full on melt. The way you melt into someone you want to fuck. As his hips got closer to her ass, I wondered if he had the same hard on I had. When he finally touched her, I wondered if she could feel it? If she was rubbing against it? If she was doing it to make him feel good?

That's when it became too much. I figured I had two choices. I could go and yank her from the floor and drag her home and suffer the shame hangover the next day. Or, I could just leave her there, go home and wait it out. But could I just leave her there without telling her? Would she flip out when she figured out I was gone? Would she be mad? Or even worse, would she care at all? Right then it didn't matter. I knew I couldn't watch her anymore.

So I left. I went home, my head spinning from the booze and from what I'd seen. My heart pounding, it felt like my whole body was going to start shaking into a convulsion. And what I really wanted was to fall into bed, cover my head with a pillow and make it all go away but there was no getting rid of that image of her pushing herself towards him, their bodies moving in time with the sort of pleasure you get from doing that with another person. 

I pulled out the picture, the one she'd caught me with and put on some porn and took my cock out and started tugging at it and it was almost over before it began because as soon as I saw her arm on his and those legs, those legs that he touched, those legs that were out dancing at the club I fucking exploded in a fit of grunts and moans with the image of her in some guys arms just burning through my skull.

When it was all over and I'd drifted back down to earth, my head still spinning from the booze, some of the jealousy was still there. Some of the anger was still there. But now the rest of what was there had moved from the back of my mind to the front of it and I couldn't just push it away anymore because it wouldn't go away. I liked seeing her like that. I wanted to see her like that. I wanted to watch my wife fuck another man.


Chapter 3

Apologies

When I woke up my head was pounding and my mouth tasted like copper and I had to piss like a race horse. And she was there beside me, barely under the covers, the tiny skirt she was wearing barely covering her ass and I immediately felt a fresh flood of adrenaline as the memory of what had happened the night before came flooding through me. But I really had to piss.

When I got back from the bathroom, I tried crawling into bed as quietly as I could. There was bright light cutting through the space between the blinds and the window frame but I didn't really care because it was Saturday and we are probably all still drunk and we could sleep. But when I crawled in between the sheets and rolled over I felt her move beside me and I tried to hold my breath in case she might just be rolling in her sleep.

Here's another thing about Katherine. She hates getting woken up. It doesn't matter if you come in with a bouquet of roses, a case of beer and a steaming plate of bacon and eggs, all things she loves. There is still a very good chance that you are going to get your head torn off.

When she crawled up behind me, her breath was boozier than it had been the night before and her hair smelled like cigarettes even though she didn't smoke anymore and I felt myself stiffen as she touched a hand to my back and whispered,

"Where'd you go last night?" she growled, her voice low and raspy.

Once again, two options presented themselves. I could have brushed it off and told her I was tired and that I just wasn't having a great time and that I needed to get to bed anyways because I was too drunk. That would definitely be the easiest one. It wasn't like she was going to turn into some kind of club bunny again. We were married. We were happy. Paloma and Nica would be gone soon and we could just go back to life and not worry about it.

Or I could tell her the truth. I guess I chose to do that because I knew that no matter how hard I tried, I could never let that night go. I could carry it with me until it ate me up or I could just confront her with how I felt and see what happened.

"I...I came home..." I said, still staring at the pillow and not turning around. I could feel her arm tugging at my shoulder, trying to get me to roll over and look at her, so she could read something other than my voice. But I couldn't do that yet. I could probably bring myself to say what I was going to say, but I couldn't do it while I was looking at her.

"Why?" she whispered finally when it was obvious I wasn't going anywhere with the rest of my answer. I let the question hang there in the air like that for a while. I needed time. I tried to string thoughts and feelings into words and words into sentences somewhere in the foggy haze of my mind. 

I should have rehearsed this. I should be ready for this.

But I hadn't. When I finally had something that I felt was ready, I took a breath and tried to let it out.

"I saw you dancing with that guy at the club and..." 

...and I just couldn't. I couldn't say what I was going to say. I couldn't just lie there with my wife's hand on my shoulder and blurt out that it was terrible and amazing at the same time. I couldn't tell her that I'd come home with a giant hard on and masturbated to the thought of her being fucked by another man. Could I?

And here's where it got interesting. She didn't keep pulling at my shoulder, trying to get me to turn around. She didn't let go of me either. She didn't ask more questions or try to talk it out like she usually did. She didn't do any of that. Instead, she let her hand slide down my arm, past my elbow and down my fingers. She let it glide down my stomach and past the elastic of my underwear until her fingers snaked across the hard lump of flesh buried in my underwear, wrapping around it and making me flex and grunt.

And then? Instead of making me turn around and spreading her legs and put my fingers in her pussy and make her come and crawl between her legs and fuck her until I did, she did something else. She did something so absolutely, mind-blowingly, unarguably not-Katherine that if it were dark and I couldn't see a thing I would have sworn this was not my wife.

I felt her body rise behind me, but it felt like it was being pulled off the bed. She kept herself close to me and her hand on my cock as I felt her lean in again, smelled the liquor on her breath and heard her breathing. When I did finally turn around, mostly just to see what the hell had crawled into my bed because this was definitely not the woman I'd married, the look in her eyes, those eyes still looking like they belonged back at the club, the look in her eyes was unmistakeable. She was up to no good.

The fingers of her other hand raked down my body as I turned onto my back, unable to believe what was about to happen. She let go of my cock for a second, but only long enough to pull the purple top with spaghetti straps that she'd worn last night, off. When her tits fell out, her nipples already hard. Then she hooked her claws into the elastic of my boxers and yanked them down sending my cock bouncing out. She pulled them down my legs slowly, watching the fabric travel across my skin, then glanced up at me watching her...and smiled.

Maybe smiled is the wrong word for it. There was more in that smile than I've ever seen on a woman's face. That smile was pleasure wrapped in sin. It was the kind of smile a woman who really knows that what she's about to do to you is going to blow your mind, shift your world and make you fall in love with her forever. She'd never smiled like that at me before.

I know I told you about Katherine. I know I told you what she was like and that we were happily married and that we had sex the way we had sex. But I have to tell you something else. She never, ever, did anything like this. She didn't crawl up and down the bed like a fucking porn star staring up at me like with eyes like that. She didn't yank underwear off, or ask for sex, or run her hands up the inside of my thigh. Katherine was the kind of wife that let you fuck her because that's what good wives do. Something was different, something had changed and I had no idea what it was. But I didn't have time to think about it then.

When her fingers wrapped around my cock, I looked down and saw the glint of white gold as the light caught her wedding ring. I flexed again in her hand and she squeezed me and bit her lip. Pushing my legs apart, she crawled in between them, never taking her eyes off mine, lowered her face until her lips were just above my cock, her ass still high up in the air for me to watch. Holding me with that stare, she pushed her tongue out gently, and licked.

I throbbed in her hand as a shudder raced through me from the tip of my cock to the base of my skull. She bit her lip again and raised and eyebrow, her expression filled with heat, lust and hunger. Then, for the first time since she'd crawled down there, she dropped her eyes from mine, looked at my cock and her smile grew wider. I thought I was going to fucking explode.

Feeling myself sinking into that velvet mouth comes in a flying first in the 'things I'll never forget' trophy case inside my mind. 

She'd gone down on me before, sure. But it was always after too many drinks and always just a sort of half-hearted sucking that would never make me come that I had to put an end to, roll her on her back, then fuck her until I got off. This? This was...this was a fucking porn star. And not some eighteen year old who's just starting out. This was a goddamned veteran that's done it all and knows how to make a man come with just a look.

She pushed half of me into her mouth, looked up at my astonishment, then sank down lower as my eyes went wide. She held me there, about three quarters of the way, one hand on the base of my cock, the other came up to cup my balls and I felt myself flex inside her mouth. My dick hurt so bad, I thought I didn't know how long I could hold on but I never wanted this to end. When she pulled herself off, she did it slow, making sure her tongue ran along the underside of my cock the whole time. Her nipples were even harder now and her tits hung down from her chest, begging to be cupped but I was to paralysed by pleasure to even make the effort.

I jumped as the head of my cock left the wet warmth of her mouth. I felt the first trickle of precum at the tip of my cock. She saw it too. She looked at me. My eyes went wide. Then, oh so agonizingly slowly, she pushed her tongue past her lips again and touched it to the head of my cock, letting it soak up the white liquid there.

Sweet. Shuddering. Christ.

She felt it ripple through me. I know she did because her smile widened just slightly. Then it was on.

Locking me in her stare, she slid down the length of me again, one hand at the base of my cock, the other coming up to cup my balls. The feeling of her touch raised me up off the bed. I wanted to pull her off, I wanted to throw her down on her back and push her legs apart and fuck her. I wanted her to feel as good as I did.

But when I went to do that, she just put a hand on my stomach and pushed me back down onto the bed. With that same hand she raised a finger and wagged it side to side, like I was a very bad boy for not letting her finish the job properly.

There was no way I could take any more. I was done.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna come..." I whispered, expecting her to pull herself off and let me finish to one side. She didn't. Instead, she put her tongue out and touched it to the head of my cock and then with one hand still firmly on my balls, started stroking me with the other, her mouth open just enough to say 

I'm yours. I want to take your come.

Heat exploded through my body as I strained to keep staring down at her fingers working my cock. As the first thick rope of cum exploded from me and splashed across her face I couldn't help the groan that came out of my mouth. Her thumb and forefinger formed the perfect shape of ring around my cock and she ran them up and down the base of my shaft, staring at me with that open mouth the whole time, milking the seed out of me.

Rope after rope of cum splattered across her face, some of it hitting her tongue. She didn't move. She didn't blink. She just held that perfect position, stroking me slowly as I released all over her. Time stopped still around me and the only thing I felt were the shocks of pleasure running through me and the only thing I saw was her perfectly smiling face willingly taking every last drop of cum she could pump out of me.

When it was finally over, when I couldn't hold my head up anymore to watch and I had nothing left to spill, she didn't crawl out from in between my legs. She didn't ask for a towel or wipe me off onto the sheets. No. She lifted herself slowly, let go of me gently, letting me fall to one side. She started with the hand she'd used to hold me, licking at it like a cat cleaning its paw, lapping up every last drop of me. Then she ran a finger slowly across her chin, collecting what I'd left there and looking straight at me pushed the finger deep into her mouth and pulled it out slowly, sucking it clean along the way.

Then, once she'd finished with that, she looked down herself with a little pout and put her hands on her tits. She looked back at me with that pout that said 'sad kitten'. My sad sex kitten that didn't get any. 

At this point, I had no fucking idea what was going on. What she'd turned into at that club last night or how the fuck this was going to end was beyond me. But I knew that even though I'd just come, I wanted to fuck her again. And again. And again. But that wasn't going to happen so I did the next best thing.

I came up off the bed and practically threw her onto it. I tore the thin line of her panties out of the way and plunged my tongue into her soaked pussy, the tangy sweet taste of it making pouring down my tongue.

She groaned and bucked and pushed her fingers through my hair until her hands were at the back of my head, pushing me deeper towards her. I went. I plunged into her hole and drank up as much of her as I could before I ran up the line of her slit and found her the taut nub of flesh, standing ready. She moaned and squeezed my face closer towards her cunt and I started swirling circles around her little ball as I worked a finger up between her thighs and into her.

I'd never felt her move that way before. Her body undulating under me, a wave of flesh. Then she came up off the bed, her back rising as her fingers tore at my hair. Then she burst into orgasm.

It came with most piercing scream I'd ever heard. She fucking shrieked like I'd never heard before. Her eyes opened to see me lapping at her pussy, her hands pulling me so close to her cunt that I couldn't breathe. She held me there like that for a second, her whole body quivering in bliss. Then she let go, collapsed onto the bed as I watched her shudder through the rest of her climax, her legs flailing around me, her hands grinding my face against her flesh.

It melted quickly and soon she was pushing me away instead of pulling me close and I came up gasping for air but feeling like I'd never felt before about what I'd just done to her. 

I crawled up the bed and lay down beside her, the two of us breathing heavy and staring up at the ceiling. It came back, the gnawing doubt of what had happened the night before, the jealousy of what I'd seen, the arousal at having seen it. Now this. What she'd just done to me. The orgasm she'd had. All of it swirled around me as I stared up at the spackled ceiling trying to put it all together, make sense of it all. I couldn't. I could only think of one thing.

What next?


Chapter 4

Up To No Good

Nica and Paloma stayed for a few more days. Even though it was taking up every last inch of space in my mind, the question I wanted to ask her, what I wanted to tell her, I couldn't bring it up. Our house isn't terribly big and with the girls still there, there would just be no space. 

They tried to get her to go to the club again the next night but curiously, Katherine said no. She didn't look up, ask for permission or see what my reaction would be. She just flat out said no.

That kind of put me on edge. Had it just been a one time thing? What had happened at the club after I left? Were we ever going to talk about it again. But when her two friends left a few days later, it was clear that that's exactly what was on her mind.

"Wanna talk about it?" she asked, the moment the door to the airport shuttle had shut and we had waved them goodbye.

"Talk about what?" I feigned, not sure if that was what she meant. It was.

"You know what." Her voice cool and easy with none of the tension or doubt I'd expected to hear in it. We sat down at the table with two cups of coffee and she looked at me with her head kind of bent to one side and a funny smile on her face. "You want to start?"

I did. And I didn't. And I didn't know where. And I just...what the fuck? How do you ask your wife if she wants to fuck another man?!? 

"Okay," she said finally, "I'll start." And she did.

"When I found you with that picture, the one of me and Ben," she began, her eyes never letting mine go, though I tried. "Were you...imagining me with him?"

"Yeah," I replied, trying to hold her gaze steady and keep a straight face at the same time.

"Why?" she asked, earnest and curious and not seeming bothered at all. This was going to be the hard part. But it didn't have to be.

"Because...because it turns me on to think of that."

The first crack in the armour of her innocence showed on her face. 

"It turns you on to think of me with Ben?"

"It turns me on," I said, running a hand along the back of my neck, "to think of you with other guys."

I could tell she was processing it by the look on her face. Thinking about what the hell it all meant and how the hell it was possible and why.

"I mean, I guess I kind of thought that. After that day," she said, talking about the day she'd walked in. "So it turns you on to think of me with other guys?"

"Yeah. It does."

"Then why'd you leave the club that night?" Her brow knotted a little.

Yeah. This was kind of the tricky part.

"Because...because I kind of hate it, too." This wasn't going to be as easy to explain.

"How can you hate it and be turned on by it at the same time? Is that even possible?"

I couldn't help but laugh out loud. When she put it like that it did sound pretty ridiculous. But that's what it was. I loved something about the jealousy. It's what made me hard. It's what made me want to keep watching, to find out how far she would go. She didn't laugh with me. She didn't even smile. She just sat there looking at me, curious and interested and wanting to find out how this all worked.

"I don't know, there's just something about watching you that...it gets me going. I think that night at the club...I think that night at the club it was just too much all of a sudden. I couldn't...I don't know...I couldn't take a whole night of watching you do that. Not yet."

She waited a long time, her eyes turning down to the table as she processed the whole thing and tried to understand. When she finally looked back up, there was a certainty in her eyes even though she asked a question.

"But you want to see it again?"

This was it. This was the moment of truth. Sure I could just say yes and then change my mind, there was nothing wrong with that. But it wouldn't be the same. I knew that everything would change with how I answered. I could lie and say no and we could try to get back to it, back to what we'd had. But if I did say yes, I knew we were going for a ride.

"Yeah."

I couldn't tell. It might have been my imagination. It probably was my imagination. It might have been the light changing outside but I'm pretty sure I saw one corner of her mouth go up in a smile. I couldn't be sure though. I just...I thought that's what I saw.

I couldn't just leave it though. I had to know. I had to ask or it would have eaten me up inside.

"What happened at the club? After I left?"

The smile she gave me made my stomach tighten and for a second I thought the world might split open with what she was about to say. If she'd had anything else to say, if the story had been different, I don't know where we would be today. It was too much too soon, seeing her there with him. It was not enough me and too much her and there would have been no...control. I don't know what I would have done. I don't know.

"Nothing."

The claw of tension that had gripped my body and I couldn't help the deep breath I gulped at hearing it. It made her laugh and that made me laugh and suddenly everything felt better.

"What did you think?" she asked, the shadow of her laugh still on her lips, "that I was going to let him fuck me?"

The words sent a beautifully fresh zest of jealous adrenaline surging through me. Who likes to hear their wife talk like that? When I looked back up at her, it wasn't the same woman I'd married, asking the question. There was something in her eyes. Something Paloma and Nica had left there, the same edge to the look the three of them shared. 

Like she was ready to get up to no good.


Chapter 5

Home for the Holidays

She told me things after that. It kind of started to be our thing, our little ritual. Instead of chicken on a Friday and sex three times a week, we'd wait until the weekend when we could have drinks and hole up at home and she would let me ask her questions.

At first I didn't know what to say, what to ask. My forays into her memories had always been fuelled by plenty of booze but now we didn't do that. She didn't want to. She wanted everything clean and sober and out in the open with no depressant for someone to get hurt or take something the wrong way. It took a while, but I got into it.

"I guess I just want you to tell me things."

"Tell you what?"

"Like...I don't know. What did you use to do?"

"Used to do with who? I can't just pick one, you've got to pick one."

She sat there letting me pry open her past. Now she wasn't coy about it, or shy or any of that. Now it was all business. Fun business. Now that she knew exactly what it was doing to me, it seemed like she was relishing every morsel she could give me. But she made me work for it.

"Okay, fine. Ben. What about Ben?"

"What about him?" she said, not letting me off easy.

"What's the dirtiest thing he ever did to you?" I asked, deciding to dive right in. I saw her tense up, freeze almost. Her gaze flickered across the floor then up the wall then settled back down onto me.

"That's...it's too soon. Ask something else."

"Okay," I said, my stomach already tight from that answer alone. What the hell had she let him do to her?

"Did you ever go down on him?"

Her mouth screwed into a funny smile and she almost rolled her eyes.

"Of course I went down on him."

Of course she went down on him. Hot streaks of jealousy coursed through me and I had to put a hand on the edge of the table to steady myself.

"Did you let him...did you let him finish in your mouth."

"...yeah."

The image of her holding her tongue on him the same way she'd held it on my cock flooded through me and my heart raced at the thought.

"Did he...did you ever let him fuck you in the ass?"

I could tell it made her tense again, but we'd agreed. No lying. About anything. She had to tell the truth and I had to tell her if it was too much. That was the deal.

"Yes."

What the fuck?!? He'd fucked her ass? I'd never fucked her in the ass before. I felt my face turning red, I knew she could see it. 

"We can stop," she said, reaching a hand out towards mine. Her fingers ran through mine and I looked back up at her to see her expression gentle, caring.

"No. I want to know more." 

Did I want to know more? "I mean...you let him...he fucked you in the ass? How come...how come you've never wanted to do that with me?"

"Honestly, it's not my favourite thing. He was really into it and we did it a few times but it's not like it did anything for me. I like what we do."

Don't you? the end of the statement seemed to say.

"I like what we do too..." I said, flashing her a soothing smile and giving her fingers a squeeze. "Okay, come on, that's a lot of questions. Can you give me one thing, without me asking?"

I watched her eyes wander as she searched for something. I wondered if she was actually trying to remember or if she was just trying to find something suitable. Of an appropriate rating for a novice cuckold.

"Do you want to hear about how he liked to fuck my face?"

I think my face went white this time. I can't really remember. My vision seemed to tunnel onto her and it felt like my body was just one giant head. When I got over hearing the words come out of her mouth, I ran them over in my head a few times. Did I want to hear about him fucking her face. Did I want to hear about him fucking her face? Sure. Why not. I nodded.

It wasn't that she spared any details, really. She told me about how he'd do it, how she'd get on her knees for him and put her hands up on his thighs and how she'd let him hold her head there while he fucked her mouth with his cock. Each sentence sent a beautifully blinding rage through me. 

Anger? Sure. Jealousy? Complete jealousy. Lust? Everything ended in lust. Every little fucking detail of what she told me ended as a tightness at the head of my cock. A tension through the shaft and an ache in my balls until I was completely rock hard and couldn't take it anymore.

"So," she said, after telling me the last of it. "Would you like to fuck me now?"

Jesus.

It wasn't the standard fuck. She didn't lie there. I didn't finger her until she came then roll onto her and fuck myself into coming. This time when we got upstairs she sat me down on the bed and made me watch her take off all her clothes.

I eyed her greedily as she took off her top and let it slip onto the floor. After she'd taken off her bra and let it fall down, she didn't go right to her jeans. She touched herself. She took her perfect tits in her hands and kind of held them until the tips of her fingers drifted down to her stiffening nipples. She gave them a tug and let out a little exhale at the feeling, then she looked back up at me with those needy eyes as she bent down and pushed her jeans and panties to the floor. I thought I was going to burst.

"He liked to do this other thing," she said softly, her gaze drifting to the floor. She told me how he'd put a couple pillows under her stomach, make her lie on her stomach and fuck her with her ass up in the air. "Do you want to try that?"

Umm, yeah. Yeah let's go ahead and try that.

The only problem with all of this was that I didn't last very long. She was pretty fast to come, for a girl, but she barely made it. As I barrelled into her drenched cunt, trying desperately to think of baseball, the only thing I could stare at was that beautifully tight, puckered hole looking back at me and taunting. He'd been in there. His fat fucking cock had been stuffed inside that tight little ass hole. He'd pounded away at it, probably come inside her that way.

Her pussy tightened around me, squeezing me as she moaned at me not to stop. I couldn't have even if I'd wanted to.

I felt myself erupt inside her. My made up memories of what she'd looked like with Ben inside her smashed against the view of her beautifully round ass bouncing off my waist as I tried to fuck myself as deeply into her as I could go over and over and over before finally collapsing on the bed beside her.

When I'd caught my breath and come to and felt like it was safe to crawl out from under my own brain, I opened my eyes to find her staring back at me, a tiny smile lighting up her face.

"Did you like that?" she whispered, the warm air of her breath sending a shiver down my spine.

I nodded. She smiled wider. I pulled her close.

We did that every Friday, some Saturday's and the Sunday afternoon's if we didn't have to go to dinner with anyone. Each time I heard a story, not just about Ben, but any one of the guys I knew she'd dated, I knew she'd fucked, the guys in all the pictures, I felt myself easing into the whole thing. Soon a space opened up inside me somewhere where I didn't feel the jealousy or the rage when she talked. It just turned into pleasure.

She told me about all of them. Starting with the first one, I don't even remember names, but I remember her describing who they were in the pictures. She said she didn't really have any good stuff to say but it was all good to me. Every vision of her on her back with her legs wide open and them, their cocks stiff, pounding into her as she moaned was a sure way to my own orgasms and soon it became the way I'd come every single time. Inside of her or by myself, I'd always think of her with them.

But. The whole time we were doing this? The whole time she would lay there telling me all these stories, it was all just supposed to be a fantasy. Sure we'd had that whole talk about me watching her, but it had never gone further than that. I was pretty happy just listening to her stories and getting off but we'd never done anything more like heading out to another club. 

I did some reading online and found out this was a thing, that other guys were into this too, that it was called hotwifing and that we could always find a bull. But something about that, something about some anonymous dude from the internet boning my wife, it just didn't feel like it would get me off the same way. I liked the stories because those guys were real.

When she told me her parents were flying us out to Portland for Thanksgiving, the first place my mind went was back to Ben.

I'd taken the edge off with the stories but now we were going back to where all this shit happened and the only thing I could think about was whether Ben still lived there and whether...whether she was wondering that too.

Things hadn't ended terribly with them. Just another easy break-up on the way to marital bliss for her. Who knew what he did now. She thought he still worked construction.

I don't know why but I left it until the day we were leaving to ask. Scared of the answer, I guess.

She was picking out dresses to take when I leaned up against the door frame, watching her reflection as she pressed up clothes against her body and looked at herself in the mirror. She jumped when she saw my reflection.

"Hey! Creepy!"

I laughed. It was kind of creepy, but she was hot as hell.

"You know the limo to the airport's in like an hour, right?"

"Yeah. Why?"

"Well, it kind of looks like you have nothing in your suitcase. Planning on wearing that the whole time you're there?" I asked, teasing her and staring at the track suit she was wearing. She picked up a pair of underwear, bunched them up and threw them at my head.

"It's gonna be fine. I'll be ready, don't worry."

I wasn't worried. It wouldn't be the worst thing if we missed our flight the day before Thanksgiving. But I couldn't keep my eyes off her, or my mind off of the question I had bouncing around in my head. 

"What?!?" she finally asked, unsure of what to make of my attention. I supposed it was time for a man up.

"You ah...you still have any idea if Ben's in Portland?"

She frowned in that way that wrinkled her nose a little too. Adorable.

"Who?"

"Ben."

Her back straightened and I could tell I'd just fucked up. We kind of had a rule. I mean it was a rule. No talking about it outside of sex. Maybe it didn't make sense, but it probably did. Otherwise I would be talking about it all the time.

She didn't bring that up, though. She didn't say now wasn't the time. Now wasn't the place. We had a flight to catch and all that. Nope. She just kind of looked up, staring at the ceiling, or through the window or somewhere into space that made my heart jump into my throat. A few seconds later, she shook her head and said in some weird daze,

"No. I don't."

It took a while for me to decide what to do next. Should I go further? I mean, did I want to go further? We could always come back from it. It felt like we were more comfortable about it now, like we'd gone far enough that we could just let it go and not come back to it, if that's what we decided we should do. And yet...

And yet there was that feeling that once I'd spoken the words, once I'd said it out loud...everything would change. That somehow speaking it meant that we would have to do it. That if we didn't, we'd just end up wondering about it for the rest of our lives. Worse things could happen, I guess.

"Wanna find out?" The words came out softer than I'd expected, making it seem way more serious than I'd hoped. I guess the speed of her reaction is what took me by surprise. It was like she'd been waiting for me to ask.

"Sure."

Sure. 

Then she went back to pressing dresses against her body in the mirror. She even started humming. My cock was rock hard.

***

The airport was a fucking nightmare. Of course it was a fucking nightmare. It was the day before Thanksgiving. Although, apparently I read somewhere that all that shit is supposed to be a myth. That it's not actually the busiest travel day of the year. Didn't matter, it sure as hell felt like it from where we were standing.

"Let's see," the overweight agent at the counter said, squinting at the computer screen and running her finger down a long list of names. "there's O’Keeffe. 26A and what was that other one?"

"Kowalski," I said, making the 'W' sound like a wave, like it would in English. I didn't even see the guy come up next to me.

"Yeah, excuse me, can I get on this flight? I just got bumped from 219. My boarding pass is right here. They told me at C34 I could come over here and try to make the connection to Seattle through Portland."

The guy practically fucking barrelled me over. He was just a little taller than me but probably twice as thick. He'd definitely been on the football team, you could tell just by looking at him. The guy was built like a tank. Typical meat-head. Older. But still a meat-head.

"Uh, excuse me," I started, stepping back because the guy was right up in my space, I nearly tripped over Katherine.

"Yeah, yeah, I know but I've really got to get on this flight," he snapped, waving a hand towards me and leaning in towards the shocked agent across the counter. "Is there anything you can do?"

She looked at us, her eyes wide. We all knew how rude the guy was being. But the look in her eyes told me exactly what she was thinking. It would be way easier for everyone, and way faster, too, if she just dealt with him and got him out of her hair. She took the boarding pass and I turned and looked the other way, shaking my head and mumbling something about 'some people,' trying to play it off like I was doing the guy a favour.

Katherine kind of looked at me with those apologetic eyes like she was somehow partly to blame. I just rolled my eyes and looked back at the guy. Except now he wasn't looking at the agent across the desk anymore. Now he was looking at my wife.

"Smith...Smith...Smith," the agent muttered, scanning the same screen, running her finger down the same way she had when she'd been searching for my name. When she finally stopped, it looked like she'd seen a ghost. "Um," she began, looking up at me, then at Katherine, then back at me. "You're already in the system. They must have put you in at the last gate. 26B."

She looked up at us, her eyes worried as the realization flooded through me of what had happened. This asshole was sitting next to my wife.

I ended up getting on the flight. In the last row, the last seat on the plane, right beside the bathroom. I guess I was thankful for that. When I saw where I was sitting, I didn't even bother to entertain the idea that the guy might switch seats with me. Who wanted to take the toilet express across the country?

"It's only four hours. It'll be fine," I tried reassuring Katherine as she settled into her seat. Right as I got settled in, I could see him barrelling down the aisle, oversized carry-on in tow. He barely managed to stuff it into the overhead before squeezing himself into 26B. Once he'd settled in, he started talking to her right away.

It was the perfect vantage point, really. If I hadn't known any better I would have thought she'd planned it. She tried to ignore him at first, but the guy was pretty persistent. Then, in that way Katherine had around people, she just started going with the flow, answering his questions. By the time we were climbing out, I could have sworn he'd made her smile.

It was when the plane dipped that things really started to change. People actually screamed. Hell, I almost screamed. It actually felt like we'd fallen a few hundred feet and for a split second I thought there was serious trouble. But as soon as we'd passed through it, the speakers crackled to life and the captain came on to explain.

"Goood afternoon ladies and gentlemen. Sorry about that little dip back there, just a bit of wake turbulence from a 747 up ahead, nothing to be worried about." He gave us all the gory details of how long we'd be in the air and exactly how little food or drink there would be for us, then thanked us for choosing his airline and wished us a pleasant flight. By the time he'd finished talking, I looked over to see her smiling at the guy now. Great. What a great way to start the trip.

Then things got even weirder. Instead of Katherine's polite conversation fading gradually, or her pretending to sleep, I just kept seeing her more and more animated, more and more engaged. Mr. Dickhead was laughing along with her and although I couldn't hear exactly what they were saying, it wasn't looking like she was having a bad time. When the guy finally got up to go to the bathroom up front, it seemed like she finally remembered I was on the flight too, climbed out of her seat and headed back to where I was sitting.

"Having a good time?" I asked when she knelt down beside my seat, unable to keep the irritation out of my voice.

"Sorry..." she said, casting her eyes down and seeming more than a little dismayed. When she looked back up, she did look genuinely sorry and I felt bad right away. "I thought you'd be into it."

Into it? Into what? The guy was a fucking...

Oh. Wait. It clicked. She meant into that. Her. Talking to him. Flirting.

A sizzle of jealousy raced through me, somehow made hotter by what an asshole the guy had been to me.

"He's really not that bad of a guy. He just really needed to get on the flight. He's spending Thanksgiving with his old army buddy who he hasn't seen in years and he didn't want to miss it. His name's Jake. I think you'd actually like him."

Okay. This was different.

"What are you saying?" I asked, looking at her with renewed interest. The corners of her mouth turned up in a coy smile.

"Well, I just thought you'd think it was kind of fun. You know...with what we've been doing?" 

The lady sitting next to me was looking through the window very pointedly, obviously trying her best not to listen in. I leaned over my armrest to whisper.

"You mean like, some flirting, right?"

Katherine didn't answer. She kissed me on the cheek, the faint scent of her perfume going straight to my cock and making it rise slightly. Then she got up, spun around and walked back to her seat, leaving me staring at her gently swaying ass. Jake was coming back down the aisle.

Okay. Good idea. All I had to do was forget what a dick the guy had been and this might even turn into a not bad time.

She was true to her word. In fact, she turned it on pretty thick after that. She laughed a little louder at his jokes. Her hand drifted up to her neck and her fingers rested there and I could see him staring at her every time she looked away. By the time we started the descent, I had a raging boner and it seemed like the two of them were BFF's.

It was when he touched her that everything got real, fast. It wasn't lecherous or anything. She had a fluff on her hair and I could see him asking first, before his hand moved in to the side of her face. His big, hairy arm just hung there as he picked the thing off with his fingers. She shot me a look through the seats. Raised eyes and a sort of half smile, like she was wondering whether I was enjoying myself. She couldn't see it and I hoped the woman next to me couldn’t either, but I was.

All I could think about for the next half hour was how his hands would move along her body. He didn't look like the kind of guy that would give her a soft, loving fuck, either. He looked like the kind of guy that would pin her to the bed and drive himself in. I shuddered when I thought of how big his cock might be. Then I almost exploded when I thought of what her pretty little face would turn into as he sank deep inside her flesh.

By the time we got to baggage claim, all I wanted to do was pull her into a bathroom and fuck her until she came.

"Hey buddy."

His voice was different now. Softer and less impatient and when I turned to face him, he had his hand out for a shake.

"Hey," I said, taking his hand and squeezing. For a second. Until he squeezed back. The guy had a vise grip for a fist. Katherine spun around beside me and her eyes lit up.

"Sorry about earlier, eh?"

Canadian? I didn't think they made rude Canadians. I managed a weak smile, though it felt like the guy was going to fuse my fingers together with his fist.

"Yeah. Shit happens," I replied, trying to play it cool. And then? Then he locked onto me with his big, dumb eyes and held me there for just a split second too long, like he knew what the deal was. Or like he knew he was playing me. Too hard to tell. His smile grew a little bit and he kept looking at me before he finally let go.

"That's a hell of a wife you have there," his voice was deep and booming and it made the people around us look to see what the hell was going on. I squeezed my ass cheeks to try to get rid of my boner.

"Yeah," I said, my voice sounding weak and girlish next to his. "I know." What the fuck was I thinking?

"Anyways, you folks have a good Thanksgiving, ya hear?" It really was an order more than a greeting but I smiled nonetheless and Katherine beamed and then he gave her a once over, turned around and walked away.

***

The cab ride to her parents place was long. Too long for the silence that hung in the air around both of us. When she finally reached over and put her hand on mine, I couldn't help but look over at her. It would have been weird if I didn't.

"Everything okay?" She genuinely wasn't sure. I could tell. Truth was, neither was I.

"I'm fine," I said, forcing out another smile but not really believing in what I'd said. Was it okay? I'd just been played into a corner by this big, dumb alpha jock, my wife hanging on his every word. I know she'd done it for me, because she thought I would like it, but did I?

"Okay. Cause, it doesn't seem okay."

I caught the cabbie’s eyes in the mirror and tried to shoot him a glare for listening in but I was never any good at that. He looked away anyways. I couldn't do this. I needed to get my shit together before we got to her folks place or this whole holiday would be a mess.

"Can you pull over?" I shot out, spotting the familiar green and white logo. "We need coffee."

When I heard what it was going to cost for him to wait while we talked this out, I just let the cab go and told him we'd catch another one when we were done. He seemed pissed and Katherine seemed like she was getting stressed that we'd be late, but I couldn't do it. I just needed some time. Once we'd found a quiet corner and were sitting with steaming cups in our hands, I finally felt like some semblance of myself again. Maybe it was the easy listening playing in the background.

"Look, I'm sorry. I just...I needed to talk to you."

"Okay," she said, more concern in her eyes, her hand sliding across the table and into mine. As soon as I touched her, I felt the bliss of relief. Everything was going to be fine. I had just overreacted. Jake was gone. It was her and me and we didn't have to go through with any more of this if we didn't want to. If I didn't want to.

"I just...it just got weird for a while there, you and Jake." 

More concern clouded over her eyes and I could tell she didn't like where this was going.

"I thought you were into it?"

I was. Was I?

"I was, it's just..." I paused, my mind racing, trying to figure out the best way to explain the difference between what made it hot and what made it scary. "I just...got cold feet for a second." There wasn't enough time. We had to be at her parents place. This wasn't a Friday night, or a Sunday afternoon where it was just the two of us and we could talk things through, then fuck and make it all better. This was the real world.

"Look, I don't want this leading to any bullshit," she began, her cursing underlining how serious she was. When I looked at her, it felt like she was slipping away. I saw the worried frown creasing her brow. She only got like that when she was serious. When she meant it. She only got like that right before she decided something and stuck to it. And once she'd done that? There was no turning back.

"No, no," I said quickly, squeezing her hand, holding her and trying to stop her from sliding down into a place where we could never get this back again. "Not those kind of cold feet. It was just...the plane was so crazy and cramped and that guy was so rude and it just...there wasn't enough..."

Her look softened almost instantly and she tilted her head slightly to one side.

"Control?" 

The word seemed perfect in that moment. It was the perfect answer to this shifting puzzle that I had no idea how to finish, but didn't want to just give up on. I looked back with what I hoped was my most earnest expression.

"Yeah."

Her eyes softened even more and she returned the squeeze I'd just given her.

"Okay. Good to know."

Yeah. Good to know. It seemed like I'd at least dodged the bullet that might have buried this whole thing forever. Maybe asking her about Ben and whether she knew where he still lived had been a mistake. We were only here for three days anyways and most of that time would be with her parents. There was no time for anything like that. But now that I thought about it, things would probably take care of themselves.

We finished our coffee's, hailed another cab and spent the last twenty minutes of the drive to her parents house holding hands and staring out the window at the rain.

When we got there, her mom answered the door with her usual bubble, wrapped her arms around Katherine, wrapped her arms around me then asked us if we were pregnant yet. Katherine rolled her eyes and groaned out a "Moooom!" just as her dad came to the door.

"You're late!" he shouted, then broke into a grin. He kissed his daughter on the forehead, shook my hand with a grip reminiscent of Jake the dickhead, then dragged me into the house. As soon as we were in, things felt better. I could already smell the whiskey on Derek's breath and I knew tonight, at least, was going to be a good time. "Hey guys, come on in here, I want you to meet someone."

We put our suitcases off to one side and followed Derek into the living room where a fire was roaring and a bottle of single malt was standing on the coffee table. 

The big shape on the couch moved. I froze. No. No way.

"Guys, I want you to meet my old army buddy. Jake, this is my daughter Mark. Guys, this is Jake."

The shape got up off the couch and turned around and I felt my vision tunnelling again. There was no way. It was too big of a coincidence. When he turned around, that same grin greeted me, the one he'd shot at me as he tried to crush my hand.

We were spending Thanksgiving with Jake.


Chapter 6

Indecent Exposure

My heart was pounding in my chest. So much so that I was worried people would be able to see my pulse through my shirt. Jake didn't bat an eyelid. For a split second, none of us knew how we were going to play this. He solved that pretty quickly.

"No introduction necessary," he said, his booming voice filling the space as he stepped around the couch he'd been sitting on and shook Katherine's hand, then mine. I looked over at Derek to see a scowl of confusion, her mother wringing her hands and smiling awkwardly. "We know each other pretty well already. Met on the plane."

The news seemed to put everyone at ease and I felt the room relax around me. Everyone except me. Everything that had happened twisted itself around me in a tight, chaffing knot that seemed to start around my stomach, wrap its way up my chest and close in around my throat. Half of me wanted to run, then other half wanted to hide. None of me wanted to keep standing there, or spend the next three days in that place.

"Well I'll be..." Derek said, swinging a giant paw towards me and connecting with my arm. The swat shook me from my stupor, but only enough for me to mumble something about the bathroom before turning and disappearing up the stairs.

The lights above the mirror in the bathroom seemed ten times brighter than I'd remembered them as I stood in front of it staring at the pale face that was supposed to be me. For a while I couldn't really believe this was happening. I went over and over it in my mind. Why had I ever suggested this in the first place? Why had I agreed when she came up to my seat? Why hadn't I said anything in the coffee shop?

Control. That's what I told her this was about. Control. I could see exactly where this was going to go. She was going to think that now that we were on safe ground, now that I could steal her away and tell her exactly what it was I wanted and didn't want, that she could keep going with this thing. Cold feet? These weren't cold feet anymore, this was both feet slamming on the brakes, the car coming to a squealing, spinning stop before this whole thing just crashed and burned.

But there was another factor. There was the goddamned boner that had sprung up between my legs betraying that the whole thing wasn't as simple as I could possibly make it out to be. There was no way, was there? There was no way she would even want to do anything about it at her parents place, was there? No fucking way. Coming over here basically made our sex life slam into a giant brick wall. She hated if people could hear. She hated that her parents were in the next room, or upstairs if we were in the basement, or anywhere in the same building.

My breathing calmed. My pulse steadied. Everything was going to be okay. There was no way she was going to do anything about this as long as we stayed in the safe, sexless cocoon of Derek and Mary's place. That would be no problem because that's all we did when we came over here anyways, sat in the living room drinking in front of the fire. That's all there was to do.

I splashed cold water over my face and looked up. Some of the colour had come back to my cheeks and I was starting to look like myself again. Okay. Everything was going to be okay. Everything was under control and I just needed to stop freaking out. Pulling myself together, slapping an easy smile onto my face, I walked back downstairs to see Katherine sitting right next to Jake on the couch, his hand on her knee.

Fuck.

"What's a matter son, airplane food not agreeing with you?" Derek asked, his giant man hand landing on my shoulder this time. Fuck that man had heavy arms. Katherine looked up and flashed me a smile from across Jake's lap.

"They don't give you food on airplanes anymore, dad." She rolled her eyes then sank back into the hushed conversation her and Jake were having.

"Little something before dinner?" Derek asked, giving me a nudge in the ribs and leaning in so his wife wouldn't hear. Like she didn't know how much he drank. The man smelled like a fucking distillery most of the time.

"Um, sure, that sounds great," I managed to say without squawking.

"Great! Wait'll you see what I've got for the holidays! Hope you like Irish whiskey! Come on down to the basement. Let's get some ice."

I glanced over uneasily at Katherine, hoping for a look, a smile, anything that would reassure me that she wasn't planning on taking this somewhere I didn't want it to go. Nothing. She was laughing about something Jake had said, doing that thing that she did when she covered her mouth and giggled for a while afterwards. With Derek holding the door open for me, I had no choice but to leave her. Fuck. What was I worried about anyway? It wasn't like she was going to fuck him on the living room couch.

Derek and I walked down the stairs as he droned on and on about some new gun he'd just bought. The man loved guns. He'd taken me out shooting a few times but it just wasn't my thing. I tried, though. He was my father in law after all and to be honest, he was a little bit scary. But I couldn't focus on a single thing he was saying. He'd leave questions hanging in the air then just keep on talking when I didn't answer quickly enough because I really hadn't heard what he'd said.

My soul, my mind, my entire being was upstairs, my thoughts focused like a laser on that giant paw of a hand on her knee. Of course no one had thought twice about it. It was just Derek's old army buddy being friendly with his daughter. No one thought it was that kind of friendly. Why would they?

I was already two drinks in by the time we went back upstairs, Derek trying to hide the bottle of Tully behind his ample stomach. The booze had made me dizzy enough to have to hold the handrail on the way up. Seeing the two of them still on the couch only made me dizzier. He had his arm around her now, showing her the rings on his thick fingers. She was giggling still, drink in hand.

It was the perfect time to get a boner.

I tried to sit down at the table, tried to hide the fact that my cock was growing in between my legs but almost as soon as I'd sat down, Mary called out from the kitchen,

"Can someone help me with the plates!"

I looked at Katherine. Finally, she looked up and out of the bubble her and Jake were in. I caught her eye, trying not to look desperate but trying to show her that everything was not okay. Jake looked up at me too. His hand slid down and onto her shoulder. Then? She winked.

She fucking winked.

"Looks like everyone's busy," Derek said, pulling the cork out of the giant bottle of red he was holding. "Tag. You're it!"

The three erupted into laughter. I tried, fuck I tired my best to laugh along with them. It was like being in a dream, one that was quickly turning into a nightmare. Tightening my ass cheeks one last time, I managed to drain most of the blood out of my cock so that when I stood up things weren't quite so obvious. I made a beeline for the kitchen, hoping Katherine hadn't seen the evidence of my arousal. That's the last thing I needed. Her thinking that I was turned on by all of this and wanted her to keep it up. My mind raced as I started trying to parse out a plan.

Mary started talking to me as soon as I came in. How was work? Were we getting along? When was the baby coming? I answered with flustered chuckles and awkward laughter. Just like her husband, the woman didn't need a conversation partner as much as she needed an audience. I swept up the plates that were waiting on the kitchen table and hurried into the dining room. When I set them down, it was time for another deep breath.

I had to do something. I couldn't let things keep going like this. Dinner would be a long, stretched out hell. But what could I do? There was only one thing I could do. I had to get her away, no matter how obvious it would be. I had to find a way to put the brakes on this before it spun out of control. As I set the last plate in its place, I made up my mind. I just had to go in there and tell her I needed a word, no matter how weird it looked.

"Um, Katherine?"

The sound of my voice seemed to silence everyone and everything making noise in the house. The conversation the two had been having between Derek's ramblings ground to a halt. Derek stopped in mid-pour, the gigantic wine bottle hanging precariously from his fingers. Three sets of eyes settled on me.

"What's up?" 

I couldn't tell if she was irritated or if it was just me. I couldn't tell whether that was confusion in her voice or if I just couldn't read her anymore. It didn't matter. I needed to talk to her. Now.

"Could I um, talk to you for a second?"

Her face scrunched into a frown. The three of them kept looking at me. It didn't matter. I'd already gone this far.

"Uh, sure."

She got up from under Jake's arm. I saw him staring at me, his eyes boring a hole in my head. I didn't dare look back. When she got to the dining room I gave him and Derek a weak smile and followed her in. "What's going on?"

What was going on? What was going on? I should have told her. I should have told her exactly what was going on. I should have told her that I didn't want this, that I didn't want her sitting there with Jake's arm around her shoulder, that I wanted her to stop. But by the time I'd figured all that out, my boner was back. She looked down and saw it move. The smile came back to her lips and I felt my heart sink into my gut. When she came in close, it was with a smile that said she knew exactly what I wanted. Except she didn't. She didn't know at all.

"Are you enjoying yourself?" she asked, coming up to me and cupping a hand to my cock. I lurched back at the sudden intrusion. 

"Yeah...sure...totally," I managed, smiling and pushing her hand away. She felt it right away. That something was wrong.

"Wait...what's up?" she asked, scowling again at my weird reaction. I made a feeble attempt at smiling but it didn't work. She was getting pissed. "You're not into this, are you?"

I didn't know what to say. I wasn't into it but it felt like if I told her that, it would be over.

"It's not that. It's just that..."

"It's just that what?" she snapped, her irritation bubbling over now, making her back stiff and her lips purse.

What?!? What was it exactly?

"I just, I thought you weren't into this? I mean at your parents house? Aren't you weird-ed out?"

She relaxed visibly. Maybe I'd said something right.

"You know, I don't know," she replied, her eyes playing up at the ceiling. "I thought it might be fun."

Great. She thought it might be fun. Come on. Think of something. Quick.

"You're not...you're not going to..." I started but couldn't finish. She seemed to get the picture, but the wrong way. She started smiling again.

"I'm not going to what?" she asked playfully. This was not where I wanted this to go. I wasn't being playful, I really wanted to know.

"You're not going to...do anything, are you?"

Her head tilted to one side again, the same playful smile dancing across her lips.

"You mean, with Jake?"

"Yeah. I mean with Jake."

"I don't know. We'll see what happens. Why, are you feeling jealous?" Her smile was wider now, like she understood exactly how I felt. That was the problem. To me it felt like she understood the opposite of what I was going through right then.

"Yeah Kath, to be honest, I kind of am."

She should have known that I was serious. Maybe she'd already had too much to drink. She didn't slam the brakes on though. She didn't even tap them lightly. She pushed herself up against me and ran a finger down my shirt and let her fingers drift along the line of my cock pushing, trying to bust out of my pants.

"Maybe I'll have to take care of you first."

Then she winked again, turned around and walked back into the living room, her ass swaying away from me making my cock even stiffer. What the fuck?!? She never winked.

It seemed that for some reason, Katherine had decided what she was going to do. I thought we'd been clear. I thought we both knew the rules. Maybe we did both know the rules and she just knew them differently than me. I just needed to find time to talk to her before anything happened.

She sat across from me at the dinner table with Jake in the corner beside her. Derek was about three sheets to the wind by the time the casserole came out of the oven and was telling stories to no one in particular. Every once in a while his head would dip forward, eyes drifting shut then it would bounce back as if his face had hit a board. The bounce back would ignite a fresh round of drunken slurring and finger pointing. If I hadn't seen it before, I'm sure I would have been more shocked but you're only shocked the first few times you see someone get that drunk at the dinner table. Then it just becomes normal.

Mary, who sat next to me, would not stop talking. She, too, had acquired the remarkable ability of completely ignoring her husband almost falling asleep in his casserole and spent the entire dinner trying to explain the difference between putting the tuna on the bottom and putting it on top and how that affected how dry it was.

And then there was Katherine. Katherine who had become so drunk and bubbly with her dad's old army buddy that she was practically hanging off his every word. I wasn't sure whether her eyes were sleepy or sultry, but either way they were stunning. And they weren't directed at me.

Jake was drinking her in. Every few sentences he'd sweep up and down her body with his eyes. I could tell he was already undressing her, that his dick was already stiff in his pants thinking of what it would feel like to have his hands all over her alabaster skin. Every time I thought of that, I thought of her with her legs splayed down on the couch or upstairs in the bedroom and him in between those soft, creamy thighs, pushing his cock into her already sopping pussy.

And damn it, it made me so fucking hard I thought there wasn't going to be any blood left in my head. So fucking hard and kind of angry. Why was I doing this to myself? Why was I doing this to us? I was just throwing everything up in the air, our whole marriage, because it made me kind of horny to think of my wife with other men. That didn't seem right. It didn't seem sane. It seemed selfish and crazy and wrong and if I thought about it too much made me vaguely sick somewhere in the pit of my stomach.

But the fact was that this wasn't just me. She was over there too. She was the one flirting with Jake, throwing him those "fuck me" eyes at the dinner table with her husband and her parents. She must have gotten into this just as much as I had. That was the realization that made me have to excuse myself and go to the bathroom. Because this wasn't just me running the show anymore and her going along for the ride to humour me. No. She wanted this now too, and there was no telling how far she would let it go.

Cold water on my face again. Staring in the same mirror in the bathroom, the lights seemed even brighter this time. The voices drifted up from downstairs and under the door. How could I go down there? What was I going to do to stop this? Did I even want to stop this? Or did I want to see him...fuck her.

A knock at the door. I jumped, adrenaline cutting through the booze in my system. I grabbed the handle, twisted and yanked and there she was. A wisp of hair covered half of one eye and a drunken smile played along her lips. She stood there, leaning on the door frame for support, the perfect S shape that my cock jump. God she was beautiful. With a finger on her lips for silence, she stepped inside.

"What are you doing?"

Her smile curled as she leaned in and kissed my neck. Booze and perfume and her scent hit my like a freight train and I wanted to turn her around and fuck her right there.

"I'm just coming up to make sure."

I felt like I could breathe again. Maybe she wasn't as drunk as I'd thought. Maybe she was just really enjoying watching me squirm. Maybe everything that she'd said in the dining room had just been part of the fun. Maybe this was mine again.

"Make sure of what?" I asked, like it was no big deal, like I couldn't care less what she did even though everything she was doing was crushing me into a million tiny little pieces.

"Make sure of the rules," she said, leaning in to kiss me again, this time on the lips. Her tongue was hot and needy and she pushed it into my mouth, searching for mine. I had no idea who this was. My porcelain princess, turned wanton trollop and I didn't know whether to fuck her or tell her I wanted the other one back.

Her hand crawled up my back and her fingers curled around the back of my neck, pulling me in closer and plunging her tongue deeper into my mouth. I had no choice. I put my arms around her, running down her hips, around them to her ass, then squeezing the soft flesh there. My cock dug into her stomach. Fuck. Were we really going to do this in her parents bathroom? Fuck it, whatever. I didn't care. At least she wasn't with him.

Then she pulled away.

The smile was back, her fingers still around my neck, the nails dragging gently across the skin there. I looked down at her. The smile was back, her eyes open and alert, not the same foggy gaze she'd been sharing with Jake.

"Wanna play a game?"

No. Yes. Maybe? Fuck. Just tell her no. Tell her to stop. Tell her it's over. No more games. No more rules and no more other guys. Just no. 

"What's the game?"

"It's called Let's-See-How-Far-the-Jake-Will-Go." She sang the words to a tune, like we were on some kind of twisted game show.

It didn't sound good. It didn't sound like a game we should be playing in the wild. It sounded like a game we should talk about, a game we should figure out on a Saturday before playing it in the wild.

"What are the rules?" What?!? Why?!? Why was I asking this?!?

Her smile widened.

"The rules are that once my dad passes out at the table, we help my mom clear up the dishes. She's gonna head up around nine, like she always does. Then I go downstairs to watch some TV in the basement. But you don't."

"Okay. What do I do?"

She was swaying a bit now, side to side from the hand she was holding on to me with. Not drunk. Purposeful. I had her by the back, too. If I'd let her go, she would have fallen. It made me feel better somehow.

"You," she said, putting her finger on my chest and walking it up towards my face as she spoke, "go upstairs and wait. If he comes down, I'll text you. You can come down and sit on the stairs. I'll make sure he's facing the other way. If it's too much, or gone too far, all you have to do is text me back. I'll keep it on vibrate. If I hear it buzz on the table, the game's over."

My cock was rock hard and there was a part of me that wanted to skip the game, go to bed and fuck her brains out. But now things felt different again. Now it felt like she was letting me drive again. Now it felt like this was about me again, that it wasn't running away, that I had some say. I wasn't just a bystander.

"Okay. Game on."

We cleared the dishes quickly. Mary talked about the new dishwasher she wanted for Christmas the whole time and Derek's snoring soared in from the dining room next door. The man made spectacular sounds when he was drunk sleeping. It kind of seemed like he should see a doctor.

Jake lingered on a chair in the kitchen, watching the three of us clean up. He had a whiskey he was nursing and I could tell he was following Katherine around the room with his eyes. Every time I saw it, I wondered about the game. Maybe he wouldn't even want to play. She was his buddy's daughter, after all. Wasn't there some army code against that? If there was, he didn't seem to live by it. 

When the dishes were done, Mary decided she was going upstairs, exactly as Katherine had thought.

"I just like to watch a little of the late shows before I go to bed. Besides, I don't usually sleep much after Derek comes to bed, what with his snoring so I have to get any kind of sleep I can, while I can. But don't you three mind me. Sorry, Jake, that Derek fell asleep like that. He's just been so tired lately from all this yard work he's been doing."

Jake smiled. Pretty sure he knew it wasn't from the yard work.

"It's okay, mom. We'll be fine. We're gonna stay up for a bit and watch some TV anyways. We'll keep Derek entertained."

She shot him a glance. He caught it like a ninety mile an hour baseball. I could tell he knew something was up. It just made me harder. He could fucking smell how close he was to getting my wife.

"Well if you need anything just help yourselves. There's leftovers of the casserole in the fridge, in case you need a snack. There's a whole fridge full of soda downstairs. We never drink soda anymore. We used to, but then we just started gaining so much weight and the doctor said that if we just cut down on soda that would help us lose it and sure enough! As soon as we stopped drinking soda, the weight came off. But it didn't feel right just throwing away all that soda so..."

"Yeah, uh-huh, that's good mom. Soda in the fridge," Katherine said, shooing Mary up the stairs.

"Okay, good night everyone!" she bubbled as she climbed the stairs, waving at us. Katherine popped her head in.

"Just going to the bathroom," she said, before disappearing up after Mary. Now it was me and Jake. I leaned on the counter and crossed my arms. He took a sip of his drink, the ice cubes clinking in the glass as he downed the rest of his whiskey. He put the glass down on the table, swallowed, then looked up at me and smiled.

"How long have you two been married?"

Tightness. Just a numbing tightness that gripped my stomach. I stared at him, probably a little too long before answering. Those hands would be on her body soon. Unless I called the whole thing off, the two of them would probably be downstairs. How would he touch her? How would he make his move? What would she do? Would she push him away, or let him in easy? Would he try to kiss her? I shuddered at the thought of his lips on hers, his tongue pushing into her mouth the same way hers had into mine.

"Three years."

A slow smile crept across his lips.

"Three years, huh?"

"Yup."

"Gonna do the kids thing?"

I shrugged. "Someday. Not right now."

Another smile. There wasn't too much to say after that. How do you make small talk with a man that wants to fuck your wife? Katherine came back and the tension in the kitchen dissipated.

"Drinks and TV?" she asked, almost bouncing into the room. I looked at Derek. He looked at the clock on the wall and yawned.

"You know," he began and the colour of his voice made my heart skip a beat. You know what? Was he going to bed? "It's getting pretty late for me too. You kids probably want to catch up. Complain about your parents." He shot us both an easy smile. 

This wasn't part of the game. No one had thought of this. Katherine looked confused. Did we both have the wrong idea about him this whole time? Maybe he was just a dude who liked to flirt. Was the whole thing going to crash and burn? I felt like I had to say something. Somehow I didn't care anymore what happened between the two of them. It was somehow more important that the game go according to plan.

"Yeah," I started, stretching my arms out in front of me. "I think I'm gonna hit the hay too."

I caught Katherine's eye just as she put on her pouty face. She opened her mouth, no doubt to somehow try and salvage the situation herself. Turned out she didn't have to.

"Oh, well I wouldn't want to leave you on your own," Derek said picking up his glass and walking to the fridge. He dropped two noisy ice cubes in, then picked up the whiskey that was standing on the counter and poured himself a healthy glass. "I think I can probably manage a bit of TV before I cash out."

She perked right up. Bouncing over, she gave me a peck on the cheek.

"Okay. I'll see you up there later." One last glance. She squeezed my hand, swung around and bounced out of the room.

"Have a good sleep, bud," Derek said, not bothering to look at me as he turned after her. I watched her ass sway down the steps to the basement and watched him follow her down.

There was a cuckoo clock in the guest room Katherine's parents had put us in. I sat there listening to it, my phone in my hand, wondering whether it was actually slowing down between each tick, or whether it was my mind stretching time out. It really seemed to take longer in between every single one. I stared at the dark screen, wondering what the hell was going on in the basement. Were they really just watching TV? Was he going to try anything? How long would I have to wait? What if I fell asleep, passed out and missed the text? What if she went all the way because I never texted back. The thought sent another pulse of adrenaline through me, making me feel better about not falling asleep.

Then it came. 

Buzz.

Just a single, yellow, winking emoticon. My heart thundered in my chest. This was it. Something was going to happen. I was going to watch my wife get touched by another man. My breathing grew panicked. Wait. Why hadn't I thought of how far I wanted her to go? I should have thought of that before going down there. What if I let her go to far and then regretted everything? This game wasn't just about our rules, it was about mine. There was no way I could make a good decision once I was actually watching them. It was too late now. I would just have to fly by the seat of my pants.

It took all of the willpower I had left to not thunder down the stairs to the basement. I crept along the edges instead, even though I knew nothing in the house squeaked, but just in case. I didn't want Jake to hear me coming. And I did. But not before I could finally see it. Not before I could finally see another man's hands running along my wife. The climb down was agonizingly slow but when I finally got down to the darkness of the stairwell and sat down as quietly as I could, what I saw took my breath away.

He was leaning over her. Katherine's body was pressed into the couch pillows, trapped by his bulk. He had his back to me. I didn't know if she could see me, if she saw the motion as I sat down, but her eyes didn't move from his. They were whispering. Almost too softly to be able to hear, but if I held my breath, I could just make out what he was saying.

"...bad girl, aren't you?"

My eyes shot to Katherine and I thought they were going to shoot out of my head. Had he just asked her what I thought he had? Had he asked her if she was a bad girl? She bit her lip and looked off to one side for a second before looking back up at him. My lungs started burning from the lack of air but I didn't dare inhale. I needed to hear what she was going to say.

"I don't know. I just like to have fun." 

I opened my throat and let a lungful of air flood into my chest. Hot jets of agony tore through me. It was just an act. I knew it was just an act. Right? She was just acting. She knew I was there and she was putting on a show. 

But I couldn't help the thoughts that formed somewhere at the base of my skull and crept forward. Did she really know I was there? She hadn't even glanced over when I'd sat down. Maybe she was just really good at this. Or maybe...maybe she didn't care? Maybe she didn't care if I was there or not. Maybe she would have done this whether I was or not. Maybe she was the one that was actually having fun.

My cock started aching at my middle. Fuck. Why hadn't I unbuttoned my jeans? There was no way I could do that without making noise on the stairs. That would have been so...prurient though. Like the fact that I was going to whack off to my wife getting fondled by another man was a foregone conclusion. Even though, I still wished I had done it. Now I just had to sit there, straining against the denim and watching what was going to happen next.

He opened his mouth to talk again. I sucked in a lungful of air again, as quietly as I could, then turned my head to listen.

"What does your husband think of you? Having fun?"

She smiled and looked up this time. No lip bite. Just that smart smile as her eyes turned up and to one side, the way they did when she was thinking.

"He likes having fun too."

She looked back at him and smiled again. He moved in closer. The knot in my stomach tightened and tendrils of jealousy crawled through me. Then his hand. His hand crept up her body. He put it on the side of her waist and slid it slowly up her body, enjoying her curves the same way I enjoyed them, the same way the guys in all those pictures had enjoyed them. Then that big, burly paw, cupped her breast.

I squeezed my legs together. I couldn't hold my breath any more. I had to breathe. Trying not to let the air out all at once, I let myself breathe and wondered if she could hear me. If they could hear me. From what happened next, it didn't look like they could.

Jake leaned in closer, his one arm still on the top of the couch, his other on her body, his fingers kneading her breast. When she saw him leaning in, she closed her eyes and opened her lips.

As soon as his lips touched hers, he pressed into her even more. The weight of his body pushed hers deeper into the pillows. It was like he'd been given permission. The careful courtship had ended and now he could do what he wanted. I watched his jaw moving as he thrust his tongue into her mouth, his paw squeezing her tit. He pressed his face against her, tilted it, and plunged his tongue into her mouth.

She moaned. Not a loud moan. Not a porn moan. Just a soft exhale that never found the open air, swallowed by Jake deep into his body. But it was a moan I'd never heard. She never moaned like that with me. She never...moaned.

For a second I wondered if the sound had shattered my fantasy. Everything became more real. This wasn't just us talking in a bedroom anymore. She was on a couch with another man's body on top of her, pushing himself onto her the way I did, wanting from her what I wanted. He wanted to push himself in between those legs with his stiff cock. He wanted to split that pussy open and bury himself inside it and thrust up into it until he felt his seed explode inside her. 

The thought paralysed me. There was no way I could let that happen. Not tonight. Not ever. This was enough. I'd seen what I'd wanted to see and now it was time to end the game. I let go of the vise grip I had on my phone and pushed the button on the side. The screen flashed to life and I swiped the lock screen away.

The thundering crash from upstairs sounded like a china hutch full of plates had just been ripped off the wall and thrown against the hardwood floor. Time slowed again, the fingers of my hand just milliseconds ahead of my mind. 

When I think about it now, I still wonder what I could have done to stop the phone from falling out of my hand. It was like I felt each finger, the mistake it made that sent it from my hand and set it tumbling down the stairs. When it got to the bottom, I saw it slide across the floor before coming to a stop beside a bookshelf by the wall. I stopped breathing. Not my choice this time.

But motion in the corner of my eye made me look up. Of course they'd heard it too.

"What in the fuck?!?" Jake rumbled, pushing himself off of my wife, her eyes just as wide as mine. Had she seen me then? Had she seen me jump and spin and bolt up the stairs? Had he? Right then it didn't matter, even though I wonder now still. Right then, adrenaline took over and I sprinted up the last four steps, turned the corner and sprinted up a few to the bedrooms upstairs, then turned around and began walking quickly down.

He almost bowled me over coming around the corner, Jake did. "What the fuck was that?!?" he asked, looking more serious than I'd seen him since I first laid eyes on the guy. 

"I don't know. I was upstairs," I answered, trying not to sound like I'd just been running. Some instinct that I didn't know I had took over. It was still important to me, somehow, that he didn't know that I'd been there. I was still upstairs. In my bedroom. While he tried to fuck my wife.

We both turned and walked towards the dining room. The lights were dim, only the faint light above the stove in the kitchen illuminating the shape of Derek's bulk as he pulled himself from the floor where he had landed, rubbing his head first, then the sleep out of his eyes. Katherine came up behind us and put an arm on my shoulder. The warmth of her touch, that familiar hand, made me melt and made everything better that had not been right just a split second before.

Derek pulled himself up, then noticed that the three of us were standing across the room. He cocked his head and scowled.

"What the hell are you three doing up?"

Jake looked at me and so did Katherine. What? Why was it my job to come up with something? He was the one that had just fallen off the table where he'd passed out. I must have used up all my quick thinking for the night.

"Just getting some water," I replied casually, pointing towards the kitchen. He looked over, possibly to confirm that that was, in fact, where the kitchen was. When he turned back towards us, he seemed appeased.

"Oh. Alright. I'm going to bed."

The three of us sighed.

She didn't fuck him that night. After we all found Derek, Jake said he had to go to bed, but not before running another glance up and down Katherine's body.

When the two of us were in the room, I didn't know what to do. I didn't know what to say. She didn't care. She grabbed my hand and pushed it down, past the hem of her skirt and into her panties. She was soaked. She looked me in the eye.

We started tearing at clothes, each of us undoing buttons and lifting shirts until the two of us were naked and then we were in the bed and then I was on top of her, the head of my rock-hard cock that I'd been aching to touch all night finding her wetness. I wanted to keep myself there. I wanted to tease her some more. To tease the moment out and make it about us again and not what had just happened. But she wasn't having it.

She put her hands on my ass at the same moment she arched her back and spread her legs wide. She didn't need any more foreplay. She didn't want it slow, or soft, or gentle. She was in heat. She needed to be fucked.

I felt her hands pushing on my ass. I slipped inside her dripping pussy. All the tension that had built up throughout the day already turning that ache in my balls into a tickle. Baseball. Turkey. Anything other than the look she was giving me with her mouth open as she slid me deeper into that perfect, tight cunt.

Then she closed her eyes and started moaning. She started moaning the same soft moan she'd moaned into his mouth. I thought of them there again. On the couch. His hand on her breast. I couldn't help my hand, it moved there on its own. I cupped it the same way he had and then I squeezed her nipple. 

She used to hate that. When I played with her breasts too much or squeezed her nipples. But now it just made her arch more and I felt her pussy tighten on me. Fuck. I had to make her come. I could feel the cum travelling through my cock. It wasn't going to be much longer. I closed my eyes again and tried to think of anything but what I was doing, anything but what I'd just seen. Mary and her casserole. Drunken Derek stumbling up the stairs. Stumbling up the stairs while I fucked his daughter in his guest room after his buddy had tried to fuck her in his basement.

I felt her squeeze.

"Oh fuck!" she squealed in a squelched whisper as her mouth fell open and her eyes looked down at where I was inside her. I felt her come around my cock, her wetness seeping from her, coating my balls and making them slap noisily against her ass with each thrust.

I felt like a man again. I'd rarely made her come like this. She only came when I fingered her. She never came like this. I knew somewhere in the back of my mind that it wasn't just me. It was him too.

When she lifted her eyes and looked at me, I'd never seen her so relaxed. It made me start fucking her harder. That smile played across her face as she turned her head so her lips were at my ear.

"That's it," she whispered, "fuck your cum into me."

What? What?!? Katherine?!? Dirty talking?!? 

I flexed inside her, looked at her again. The smile grew wider.

"You like that?" she asked, biting her lip. I fucked her harder. Of course I fucking liked it. "You like it when I tell you to fuck me harder? Fill me up with your cum?"

I felt come filling my shaft, pulsing through it with each word. I flexed again, my cock as hard as it could get inside her. "That's it," she whispered, even softer, "fuck that come into me."

Searing heat tore through me as I stared down at the smiling face of my wife looking back at me. She brought her pussy up in time with my thrusts, spread her legs a little wider and whispered to me again. "That's it. Just like that," as she wrapped her arms around my neck.

My orgasm tore through me, my hips bucking against her soft body, my cock driving into that perfect cunt as my seed exploded deep inside her, blast after blast of my hot cum coating her insides. And it just stretched out and out as each time I started to come down, I just looked back down at her perfect, smiling face beneath me and felt the warmth of her arms around my neck as she willingly took everything I had to give into herself, the whole time whispering how much she wanted it and how much she needed it.

It was over and I was next to her and all the jealous anger and rage had been sucked from me. Now I only had the shudders crawling through me from the orgasm.

Okay. Maybe this wasn't over yet.


Chapter 7

The Morning After

And just like that, everything was better the morning after. When I woke up with her next to me, I crawled up closer and wrapped myself around her body and leaned in and kissed her cheek. And instead of pushing me away? I saw her smile as she wrapped her fingers around my arm and gave me a squeeze.

Jake? Jake seemed like a distant memory, like the night of long sleep had washed all that away and it was just us. For a little while anyway.

Because even though I might have wanted to forget about the whole thing the night before. Even though I'd thought that we could never do that again and that I never wanted to see her that way with another man, things seemed different now that the sun was cutting through the space between the window and the blinds.

We'd never had better sex than we'd had last night. It was like something had been unlocked and let free of its cage, some inhibition had been cured and now we could fuck the way we wanted. 

What if there was more? What if it could be even better? Wouldn't it be worth it, seeing how far we could take it, seeing how far it would take us, how good things could get? Somehow, the light of day made it seem like it would.

Bacon was sizzling in the kitchen when I came down. I'd left Katherine upstairs, still curled up in a pile of blankets, grabbed my track suit and sneakers so I could head out for a quick run before breakfast. Mary cornered me as soon as I came into the kitchen.

"Good morning!" she chirped, even more cheerful than usual.

"Good morning," I replied, trying not to seem freaked out. When she came up close and wagged a finger at me, a sly smile playing along her lips, I knew something was up.

"Attaboy!" she said with a wink.

I smiled and turned my head slightly, not knowing at all what she was on about.

"Thanks?" I said, shrugging my puzzlement.

"I heard you two in there last night! You keep that up and get a baby into my little girl!"

Wat? I felt the blood rise to my face, felt it start to turn fifty shades of crimson as my eyes went wide. There was actually just nothing for me to say. No words. She gave a little shrug of contentment, then turned around, picked up her spatula and began flipping strips of bacon.

"I'm gonna go for a run..." I mumbled, trailing off, already halfway out the door.

The air was crisp outside and the lake was dotted with the white sails of boats from the sailing club. Each step I took running seemed to make me shed any lingering doubts of what we'd done last night. The thought of Jake crawling into Katherine's bed this morning sent a pleasant pang of jealousy through me, but not one I easily brushed aside. Even though I knew he'd had something to do with what had happened between us last night, I knew that that was only part of the equation. She had fucked me that way. Maybe feeling his body against hers had gotten her in the mood, but it was me she'd gone to bed with. It was me she'd wanted filling her, it was me that made her come the way I had.

That last thought made me proud, despite myself. I'd fucked my wife and made her come. So what if he'd gotten her started. By the time I'd done a couple miles and ended up back home, my mind was made up again. We were going to go for it. Game on.

Katherine was in a sweatshirt and her old, grey sweatpants, munching on bacon and sipping coffee at the table. Her hair was tied up in a tight pony tail, the kind that I wanted to wrap around my fist and yank as I drove myself into her from behind. 

Derek was behind a paper and Mary was still buzzing around the kitchen, already getting things ready for dinner that night.

"Good morning," I said, leaning down and kissing Katherine on the head. She looked up and smiled.

"Good morning!" Derek boomed, lowering his paper and bringing a giant mug of coffee to his mouth. "Nice day out there!"

"Yes, it is," I said, taking a seat beside Katherine and stealing a piece of her bacon.

"Hey!" she squealed in mock protest. Almost instantly I had my own heaping plate of eggs and bacon appear in front of me, a coffee coming not long after.

Jake walked in. He was groggy, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, obviously not the seasoned drinker Derek was.

"What's a matter pal?" Derek said chuckling and pulling out a chair for his friend. Katherine and I looked at each other. She didn't smile this time and neither did I. There was no sense making things any weirder. But I wondered what she was thinking. Did she want to try again tonight? I kept staring at her until she shot me a look that meant I should probably stop. When I looked back up, Jake was looking straight at me. I smiled. I had no idea whether he knew. I didn't really care though. Not anymore. He'd served his purpose, now I had bigger fish to fry.

"Morning bud," he said, not taking his eyes off me. It was a little weird, but I wasn't about to read too much into it. There was no way he could have known I was down there watching, and even if he did, who cared? Not I.

"Good morning. Get a good sleep?"

"I sure did," he replied, still staring. Now it was just getting weird. Obviously something was up. When he reached into the pocket of his shirt and pulled out my phone, a rush of adrenaline shot through me. "I think you might have left this downstairs," he said, handing it to me. 

"Oh. Thanks," I said casually. "I was wondering where that went."

"It was just downstairs by the bookcase." His eyes were still on me. No one else was looking. Katherine was buried in her plate, but I was starting to feel pretty weird.

"Okay. Well, thanks for bringing it up."

"Any time."

Any time. Any time? What did he think he was being clever? Whatever. Didn't matter. We only had to deal with him for another two days. Besides, I'd already set my sights on a different target. If having a perfect stranger grope my wife made us fuck like that, what would it feel like to see her with someone she knew? What would happen if I saw her with Ben? Jake didn't know it yet, but his gig was up. He was out of the picture, pointed looks or not.

Or so I thought.

After breakfast, I hit the shower and when I got back to the room, Katherine was waiting for me, sitting on the bed.

"Hey," I said, towelling my still wet hair. "You want to hear something creepy?"

"Let me guess, my mom was happy that she heard us fucking last night?"

Her directness and the f-word caught me off guard. Katherine didn't usually swear.

"She told you too?"

"Yeah. See? That's why I don't like to have sex when we're here."

That put a damper on things. I sat down next to her on the bed.

"I had a really great time last night," I said softly, leaving her to add the "did you?" for herself. Instead she just smiled. What was going on? That had been some of the best sex we'd ever had. Why would she just smile? Why wouldn't she say anything? Okay, I guess I was going to have say it myself. "Did you?"

"Yeah, it was nice."

Wait a second. Nice? It was fucking fantastic sex! What was she talking about?

"Oh. I thought it was really awesome sex." Another smile. Wily, this time.

"So, does that mean it's still game on?" she purred, looking at me from the corner of her eye.

"Yeah. It's absolutely still game on. In fact..." I raised a finger as I got ready to explain what the next part of the game was going to be. But she didn't let me finish.

"Good," she said, a look of satisfaction spreading across her face. "Will you let him fuck me tonight?"

You know that zoom they use in the movies? The one where the camera moves closer but the zoom goes the opposite way and you can see something is changing but the subject stays the same in the frame? That's the closest I can get to explaining what happened when she said that. Once I'd actually processed the words, that lovely, aching agony began in the pit of my stomach. Jealousy? Sure, but it was more than that. I had organized things so carefully in my run on my mind.

Last night had been great. We did a new thing. It led to terrific sex. Great. Let's move on and try something else. Throw last night away. That was the game, right? That was my game. Katherine had a different idea and it turned out her game wasn't done.

"Ummm...uh...I..." I stammered trying to think of something to say that wouldn't just be a straight up 'no.' I bumbled some more, trying to give myself time to think. "I mean...I guess I didn't expect...I didn't expect you to be into that."

She frowned. I hated when she frowned like that. It was like storm clouds before an argument.

"But you had a great time, right?"

I mean, technically she was right, but not in the way that I wanted to watch Jake fuck her. Another jolt, just at the thought. "Right?" she asked again, getting impatient for an answer.

"Of course I had a great time," I said, hoping I could explain more. Her disposition turned sunny as soon as the words were out of my mouth. She shuffled next to me on the bed and took my hand in hers.

"Okay. So can we try it?"

Oh fuck. She was serious.

"You want to..."

"I want to try it. I want to try it with you watching."

Fuck, Katherine. I mean fuck Katherine. I'd already moved past this. I'd already thought this all through and was ready to explain it to her when she sprang this on me. Of course I didn't want to watch him fuck her. I wanted her to get in touch with Ben. Find out if he still lived in Portland, find out if he was around, if he wanted to meet up. This was supposed to be my thing anyways. I was the one that was getting turned on by watching her with other guys. Of course I wanted her to have a good time too but, not with guys like Jake. This was getting annoying. I began to be irritated. 

Maybe it wasn't worth it after all. Maybe the whole game was just too crazy. It wasn't fair not to let her call some of the shots. But did I really want to sit through watching her fuck a guy like Jake on the off chance that she would find Ben, set up a meeting while we were here and convince him to let me watch? The chances seemed slim. That left me with watching her get fucked by Jake, something that was making me cringe just thinking about it, on the off chance that the thing with Rob would happen. Maybe if I asked her to get in touch with him now. It was almost like she'd read my mind. Almost.

She sidled over even closer and her mouth cracked into a sneaky smile. "I have a surprise for you," she said, pulling her phone out of her pocket. 

Heart bump. Had she read my mind? She swiped the screen unlocked and pushed on the mail icon. Her text messages sprung up. There it was, his name. My heart started to pound. Had she gone ahead and done it on her own? I looked at her. She was beaming. She pushed her thumb on the latest message. 

Yeah. Not in Portland but close. Longview, up the river. Meet up sounds good ;)

She'd done it. She had done it. She'd gotten in touch with Ben. For me. For us. There was something about the fact that she'd done it before I asked her again, that rubbed some small part of me the wrong way. Something that didn't feel quite right about the fact that she still had his number or something. But that was just me being stupid again. I looked at her and smiled, a big, beaming smile.

"You want to do it?" I asked, cautiously optimistic that that's what she meant. She rolled her eyes.

"Umm, yeah. That's why I got in touch with him."

My heart was thundering in my chest. I thought of the picture. The one I'd had on my desk when she walked in. Did he still look like that? Did he still work construction? Did he still have those pipes for arms? I started getting hard. She pulled me back to earth.

"So does that mean we can do it? Tonight?"

"Tonight?" 

Right. Tonight. I thought about it. Jake. Jake fucking my wife on the couch. Yeah, it made my stomach turn. But it was all just part of the game, right? It was part of the lifestyle. She had just as much right to call the shots as I did. Right? There it was again. Something about that last part that made me uneasy. Of course she could call the shots. But then, this was supposed to be my thing. How much was she enjoying this? But the thought of Ben on top of her, watching him press into her pushed the nagging, gnawing thoughts away. Fuck it. Fine. I could deal with this. No problem. If she wanted to fuck Jake, ugh...that still stung to think about...but fine.

"Tonight. Right. Tonight. Okay."

She hugged me. It was weird. Is that the kind of thing you do when your husband tells you its okay to fuck another man? Do you hug him?

"So, what are the rules?" I asked after an awkward hug that was too long and too one-sided at the same time.

"What do you mean?

"I mean like, yesterday, if I texted you, you were supposed to stop, remember?"

She let go and sighed. An exasperated little whimper of a sigh like it was some crazy thing that I was asking for.

"Well, I thought you said you were okay with this?" she said finally, unable to hide her frustration.

"Yeah, sure, I'm okay with it. That's what I said. But I mean, what if..." the possibilities began swirling in my mind again, making my head spin. What if he started doing some crazy shit to her that I didn't want to see. What if he tried to fuck her in the ass? What if he tried to...tried to fuck her mouth the way Ben had done. I needed some way to tell her enough was enough. "What if he wants to fuck you in the ass?" I blurted finally, unable to hide my own angry jealousy at the thought. 

It all felt so different than that morning on the run after I'd had a chance to organize everything neatly in my head. Here she was making a big mess of it again.

"He's not going to want to fuck me in the ass." Somehow hearing the words come out of her mouth was a lot different than saying them myself.

"How do you know that?" I said, trying to unclench my jaw. She was really getting into this. Was it too much?

"Because he told me."

That didn't help unclench my jaw. 

"What the fuck do you mean he told you?" I didn't like the way my voice sounded any more than she did. It was dark and low and disbelieving. But seriously. When had he told her? I'd come down right after she texted me and it wasn't like they were hot and heavy yet then. It didn't seem like Jake would just lean over and tell her, "Hey before we get started, I just wanted to make sure you know, no ass play. I hate fucking ass."

"He told me he wanted to fuck my pussy." 

Oh. Okay. Easy peasy. No problem then. 

"When did he...what are you talking about...I didn't hear that?" I was starting to sound desperate again as I felt control slipping from my fingers into hers. "Well, what did you say to him?" I asked finally, seeing she could find no good way to respond to what I'd just said. 

Her reply came so quickly, so easily, so...willingly. That was what was wrong with it. It was so willing. It was like she wasn't having any of the same questions, any of the same doubts that I was. And that didn't make sense. It didn't make sense because I wanted this to work for us and it felt more and more like she only wanted it to work for her.

"I told him that he could."

It didn't just make me angry. It made me furious.

"You told him that he could? Just like that?!? You told him he could fuck your pussy?!?" Now that I'd practically screamed it at her, it seemed ridiculous.

"Mark, keep your voice down!" she hissed, waving her hand towards the door. I didn't care. I didn't fucking care about anything. The jealous rage was burning and at that moment it didn't seem like there was anything that could put it out.

"Honestly Katherine," I started, trying to keep my voice under control. And using her whole name. "I really think this whole thing is going south." I had to stop and breathe. I was starting to seethe. "I thought you'd be into this as a fun thing to try. I thought it was something we could do together, I didn't think you'd turn into the fucking village slut at your parents house!"

It was out of my mouth before my brain caught up and now there was no taking it back. Her mouth dropped open slightly and I saw the first sheen of wetness at the corner's of her eyes.

Fucking wonderful move, Mark. "Fuck, I'm sorry. I'm sorry, that's not what I meant. That just came out and it's not what I meant. I just...this whole thing...I don't know," I felt a wave of my own emotion swell up and get stuck in my throat. I took a deep breath. There was no way I was crying about this. No way. I tried to put an arm around her but she shrugged me off, standing and walking towards the door. "Don't. Don't go. Please."

She just stood there. Her hand on the knob. What the fuck was happening here, this was all getting so...dramatic. There had to be something. There had to be something I could say right now that would make her turn around and forgive me for what I'd said. There had to be something that would press exactly the right button and just let her trust me. I knew what I was doing here. This was my fantasy. If she'd just trust me.

"I want to see him fuck you."

I don't know what I was thinking either. I mean, I guess I do. I know exactly what I was thinking. I was thinking that I needed to say something, something to get her to turn around and look at me. To come back to the bed and sit down so I could just get a hand on her and rub her back and give her a squeeze. Then I could talk my way out of this. If I could just get her close and feeling like I was doing this for her own good we could forget about this whole Jake thing and think about Ben.

I knew it was going to be totally different with Ben. He wasn't some fucking creep who pushed people out of the way in airports then tried to seduce their wives. He was a guy she'd dated. A guy she'd had feelings for. A guy she'd already...done stuff with. This would just be another time, like all those times in the past except this time I'd be watching. I felt my cock loosen, that way it did when it was about to fill with blood.

And it worked. She let go of the handle and turned around. I was ecstatic. I had hooked her. Now I just needed to reel her in. I stuck out a hand, tilted my head ever so slightly and drew a line across my lips. She came. She sat down beside me and as soon as I put my hand on her back I could feel it melt away, all that anxiety I'd put there. By the time I got an arm around her shoulder and hugged her, I could tell she was mine again.

"I'm sorry," I whispered, leaning in to kiss her forehead. "I didn't mean it." She looked up. Smiled weakly.

"I know."

Okay. Good. We were back on track. There was the small matter of how to get out of..."So you'll do it then?"

Tightness. She wasn't going to let this go. It was like it had somehow turned into her fantasy and not mine. But what could I say? If I said no now, things were done. She'd never go for the whole thing with Ben. She'd probably never go for any of it ever again. Which was fine. We didn't need this. We didn't need to have this kind of relationship. We could just go back to the way sex used to be. Except, could we?

I felt her tensing up again. It was because I hadn't answered. The room started to close in on me and breathing got kind of hard. I mean, in my head. Probably not for real. But it felt for real. It felt like it wasn't my game again.

"Alright."

Fuck it. "Let's do it."

When she looked at me her eyes lit up. I still didn't understand. When had he told her he wanted to fuck her pussy? Fuck her pussy. Jake was going to fuck my Katherine's pussy. Like a punch in the fucking gut.

We spent the rest of the day hanging out with Derek, Mary and Jake. We went for a walk then came home and Derek started a fire, priming himself for it with a couple of whisky soda's.

The whole time I spent glancing at Jake, my body taking turns writhing in a jealous rage at the thought of him between my wife's legs, then getting hard at the thought. Unlike the day before he barely looked at me. It seemed that his attention for Katherine had waned, something that she didn't seem to pleased about. He spent most of the day talking to Derek about their army days, knocking back drinks and cracking jokes about their old drill sergeant.

Dinner came and went, Mary brought out a massive bird and we all gorged ourselves on it, stuffing, mashed potatoes and way too much wine. As the evening got closer, the knot in my stomach got tighter as I wondered how our little game would play out. Considering the way he'd brushed Katherine off all day, I started to wonder whether it was going to play out at all.

Once we'd helped Mary with the dishes and Derek had once again fallen to sleep at the table, the three of us sat by the fire in the living room, Katherine and I on one couch and Jake in the big reclining chair. She was squeezing my hand, every now and then when Jake wasn't looking and every time she did I'd look down. And every time I looked down she'd give me that look, like she really wanted me to go already.

But the truth was I didn't want to go. It's not that I didn't want it to happen at all, it's just that I didn't want it to happen in a way where I couldn't put a stop to it if I needed to. I didn't want to just hand the whole thing over to her and let her decide when enough was enough. What if he put it in her ass? But after the fourth or fifth time she squeezed me and gave me that wide-eyed look, shooing me away, I yawned and stretched and said,

"Alright. Well, I think I'm gonna call it a night."

"Yeah, I'm getting pretty tired too." 

His voice surprised us both. I looked over and so did she and neither of us said anything. He looked up at me and I couldn't quite make out what the look on his face meant. Was it pity? Not that I cared. The guy was a dick. I was doing this because I wanted to. I mean, not him, but the thing, the whole hotwife thing. That look just made me more indignant. I might not have as much of a say in this as I would have wanted, but this guy wasn't going to have any of one. He was nothing more than a toy we were both playing with. Fuck it. He wasn't calling any of the shots.

"Good night," I said, giving Katherine a quick peck on the cheek then bouncing up and bounding up the stairs. I closed the door and counted to ten, my heart thumping as much from running up the stairs as from what I was about to see. I took my jeans off and put my track pants on. If I was really going to have to do this, I was at least going to make sure I could enjoy myself. I checked my phone every thirty seconds or so, to see what the time was. Had enough time passed? Had they gone downstairs? Was it safe for me to go?

This time, I didn't bother being as quiet going down. Derek had already gone to bed. There was no snoring coming from the living room and I walked past the kitchen and down the basement stairs.

And there they were. The two of them. Except this time his body wasn't on her on the couch. This time she was on her knees in front of him as he sat, slightly hunched over because of the soft couch. It was angled so I could just make out her eyes and he would have to really turn his head to see me there. She must have turned it that way before I came down. How did she do that without him knowing? Did he know? Did he know he was being watched. I stopped wondering when she took out his cock.

She pushed her fingers down under his boxers and the feeling of it punched me in the gut. She was looking up at him, right into his eyes the way she'd done with me as she pulled his cock out, pulling at the band of his underwear until his balls came out slowly too. 

It was like being in a dream. I couldn't believe it was happening. I couldn't believe I'd let it come to this. But I had, or she had, or we both had or something, it was all muddled now that we were here. Though it didn't seem that way for her.

Fuck that guy was big. He wasn't even hard, which I didn't understand with a woman like Katherine between his legs. Maybe he'd had more to drink than I had thought. Maybe he was just old. Who cared? She looked down at him, looked down at his cock. Looked at one side of it, then the other, like she was studying it. Like she'd never seen anything like it and she was finally getting the chance. 

Questions skittered through my head anytime the blood stopped flowing to my cock. How much was she liking this? Is this what she wanted instead of me? That one hurt the most. Did she want him instead of me? Why had she insisted on this? Had she insisted on this? Was she...was she falling for him somehow? That last one took me by surprise. It was out of left field and it was big.

But the greatest torture of it all, the one that made my insides twist and turn and squeeze even more was that there was no time. There was no time to roll these questions between my fingers and look at them from every angle and then go for a run and put them neatly into boxes inside my head. Because what she was doing was happening now and each fresh moment of it was searing itself into my memory and I knew I'd never...we'd never be the same again.

When she looked back up at him, it was with the strangest glint in her eye, one I'd never seen. It wasn't the kind of look you give someone you've just met. It wasn't the kind of look that you give someone when your husband is sitting right there. She had to know I was sitting right there already. She locked him in her gaze and the way her lips moved up, it was like she had never experienced a greater pleasure in her life than what she was about to do. Then she opened up, and slid him in her mouth.

My body stiffened on the stairs the same time his recoiled back into the couch, pressing against the pillows he'd pressed her into the night before. I could tell that her mouth was working the same magic on him as it had on me, the time she'd gone down on me and swallowed all of what I gave her. She did the same thing, too. She kept a tight circle at the base of his cock as her mouth worked up and down, her other hand cupping his balls. And she worked slowly. Her eyes on him the whole time, I watched her slowly glide along his thickening shaft. Every once in a while the wet, pink flesh of her tongue would peek out and I could see how much pressure she was putting on him with it.

Then he grunted, closed his eyes and leaned his head back, enjoying the feeling of my wife's mouth on his cock and that's when I saw it. Just a flicker. Just the way she did when she was thinking. Her eyes moved towards me on the stairs. I saw her looking at me, saw her staring at me with another man's cock in her mouth and the ache inside me pushed the jealous rage away. Enough so that I pulled myself out.

When his hand came down on the back of her head, she seemed to know exactly what he wanted. Memories of those pictures flashed through my head. How long had it taken her? How many cocks had she had to suck before she found out exactly what they liked? There was so much to think about and not enough time.

She was working harder now. Her lips were wrapped tight around his flesh and her whole hand was around the base of him, pumping in time with her mouth. My hand started moving in time with it too. As he groaned and leaned his head back again, her eyes flashed towards me and we were caught in each others gaze. With that look, everything I was worried about, every doubt, every fear that had contaminated this beautiful thing seemed to lift from me and it was just me and her.

We held each others stare that way and she sped up, working him fast and even now, like she wanted him to finish. He looked down at her, put a hand on the side of her chin and tried to push her off but she wouldn't budge, her eyes on his, urging him to come.

I felt my ache turn into the pulsing of an orgasm and slowed myself down, trying to stretch it out at least until she made him blow his load.

"Hold on baby, slow down..." he said, trying to push himself up on the couch and push her off again. But she wouldn't relent. Her head was bobbing now, her hand right at her lips, stroking his entire shaft. He grunted "Oh fuck." Tried to push her away again, tried to scramble up but she had him pinned. She pulled her mouth off right before I saw the first streak of his come shoot erupt from the throbbing head of his cock. "Oh fuuuuuuuck..." he rumbled as his cock flexed, pumping spurt after spurt of seed out. Her hand worked the whole length of it, her fingers wrapped firmly around him, her eyes back on me as she milked what he had left

And me? I sat there, my dick in my hand just staring into the eyes of my beautiful wife as she made another man come with her hand. Then I put myself back in my shorts, got up as quietly as I could and went upstairs because I knew one of two things would happen. Either she was going to stay down there and wait for him to get another hard on so he could fuck her in the pussy, like he'd asked. Or she was going to tell him she was tired and come upstairs. And I wasn't completely sure because I guess we can't ever be completely sure about anything, but I was pretty sure she was going to walk through the door of the bedroom any minute.

The best part of it? The best part of it was that even if she didn't, even if she decided that she wanted to stay down there and fuck him? I was going to be okay. This wasn't going to end here. It didn't matter that this wasn't just my thing. That's what I'd seen in her eyes when she looked at me. Yeah she was enjoying herself blowing another guy but it wasn't about him and it wasn't about her. It was about us.

Probably a good thing the door opened anyway.

I'd never seen Katherine move like that. She almost ran into the room and slammed the door and by the time I'd gotten up from the bed she was already there, at the edge of it, her arms around me and her lips on mine, her tongue diving into my mouth again, her hands tearing at my clothes. I tore her top off, over her head as she undid my buckle and dove into my boxers. I was still stiff from watching and I whispered a  "Go slow."

She opened her eyes and looked at me, tapped the brakes and the quick, jagged motions smoothed into rounder ones as she started stroking my cock with her long, lean fingers. I leaned in. Our foreheads touched. I closed my eyes and kissed her again, softly this time and I shivered as she touched a finger to my chin.

We rolled onto the bed. I pushed a thigh between hers. She opened for me. It felt like young love again. We stared into each others eyes, we kissed slowly, gently. She reached down, took me in her hand and helped me in.

She was soaked again. So wet I could have slipped in easily. But I didn't. I teased her, my head moving in and out of just her outer folds. She moaned. That same moan, the one that had made me so jealous. Except now it was me that made her do it. She was doing it for me.

I pushed in further and felt her hips come up to meet me. I was close but I wanted to fuck her all night, I never wanted this to end. Every time she opened her eyes and looked at me with that longing lust, that look that begged me to fuck her into an orgasm I felt myself flex and had to slow down again. Which turned out to be not a bad thing.

I moved a hand down and put it on her hips so she couldn't move. She gasped, trying to look down, to see what I wanted to do. Now only I could move and I moved the head of my cock in and out of her slowly, feeling her body trying to buck up and meet me, searching out more pleasure. Soon she was gasping with each thrust, her eyes moving from mine to the space between us where she could just make out my cock moving into her in the darkness. She put her hands on my ass. Our eyes met. She whispered one word.

"Please."

Letting go of her hips, I drove myself into the wet heat of her tight pussy. She moaned her gratitude as her eyes closed and her head tilted back in pleasure. Her legs came up around me. Her hands travelled up my back, her body opening for me even more. When I'd driven myself in as deeply as I could, my body gave one final push trying to fuck the last bit of her tightness. She gasped as I filled her, her eyes opened again. The fire was back now, the same passion that had her tearing off my clothes.

"Fuck me."

My body started moving on its own. My hips pumped furiously, pounding my rock-solid cock into her softness. I could feel my own climax starting, could feel the come rising in me. It didn't help every time I looked down at her to see her delicious lips curled in ecstasy. She held on as I fucked her so hard the bed began to bang against the wall. I didn't care. Nothing mattered now but us. 

I felt her pussy start to squeeze me, watched her eyes open and look up and I couldn't take any more. My cock throbbed inside her and she moaned as she felt the first eruption of my hot seed filling her. She pushed her hips up to meet each of my furious thrusts and together we tumbled into the delicious agony of our shared climax.


Chapter 8

Coffee with Ben

I can't remember ever waking up the way we woke up that Friday. She was practically fused to my body already but I just wanted to feel her closer. I wrapped my arms around her sleepy frame and held her like that for who knows how long. She stirred, squeezed me back then, a few minutes later I heard her snoring gently again. Easing my arm out from under her I slid off the bed, scooped up my track suit and snuck out the door.

Jake was there. Downstairs. Coffee in hand he had on the same tie he'd been wearing when we met two days ago. There was no one else in the kitchen. When he saw me come down, he seemed to stiffen.

"Morning," I said, easy-peasy lemon squeezy. None of the tightness that had haunted me the last two days there anymore.

"Morning."

What no 'bud' this time? It was a clipped greeting followed by the kind of long draw of his coffee that meant he wasn't really in the mood for pleasantries. Didn't matter.

"You're looking sharp," I said, pouring a coffee for myself and smiling at him.

"Mmm."

"Going somewhere?"

"Home."

"Home?" My heart thumped once. Uh oh.

"Home."

"Why so soon?"

He put his coffee down and eyed me long and hard.

"Kid, I don't know what fucked up game you and her are playing. I know you were watching the other night. You like that? You like watching another guy try to fuck your wife?"

He spoke on a soft bed of muted anger. Something about it had really rubbed him the wrong way.

"I guess."

"You guess? Were you watching last night? When I fucked your wife's mouth?"

It made me want to laugh. But I was sad, too. We shouldn't have done that. We should have told him. How could we have known? We didn't know about anything yet, it was all still new.

"Look," I began, putting my hands up to try to soothe the savage beast.

"No you look. I just wanted to have a nice time at my buddy's place for Thanksgiving. I didn't need this shit."

This was getting a bit rich. He was the one who'd put the moves on Katherine knowing full well we were married.

"Okay," I replied simply. "Sorry you had a bad time." 

His mouth dropped open. 

I went for a run.

It was raining this time but I didn't care. It felt like I was running on the clouds, thinking about everything that had happened the night before and about the possibilities it opened. Jake's anger seemed to mean that if we were going to pursue things with Ben, we should probably tell him about it. Which meant that Katherine would have to talk to him about it first. Which meant that Katherine would have to meet with him first. Which gave me an idea. I ran the usual loop I ran whenever we came to Mary and Derek's house faster than I ever had but Jake was already gone by the time I got back. Katherine was back at the breakfast table with Derek and Mary in the same positions I'd found them in yesterday. Him behind a paper and her with a spatula frying up breakfast.

"Morning!" I said, probably more cheerfully than they were used to because it made Derek lower his paper and look at me over the edge of his glasses.

"A bird fly up your ass while you were running?" he asked without even the faintest smile.

Katherine looked up at me, rolled her eyes, then smiled one of those slow smiles that made my heart melt and my cock bounce inside my track suit.

"Kind of," I replied, walking over and pouring myself a coffee, leaving Derek shaking his head. "What happened to Jake?" I took a sip of the muddy water her parents called coffee.

"Business or something..." Derek said, trailing off, apparently unperturbed by Jake's sudden departure.

"Hmmm. Too bad. Nice guy."

Katherine was looking at me as I sat down this time with wide, scared eyes. The kind that said shut up and stop talking. I gave her a wink. Mary handed me more eggs.

"So what do you kids want to do today?" she bubbled, heading back to the sink and starting to move some of the dishes that were in it to the dishwasher.

"I thought we could borrow the car. Go for a drive? If you guys don't mind?"

Katherine crinkled her nose like she had no idea what I was talking about. Just yesterday I might have taken that expression and twisted it a million different ways and agonized over it and wondered if we were in this together. Somehow, all of that had melted away. After last night, I knew what I wanted.

"Uh, sure, I guess that's fine," Derek said setting his paper down. "Where you headed?"

"Thought we could take a drive up the river and go for coffee in Longview." I winked at Katherine again. Her mouth fell open. I almost felt the surge of adrenaline she got at what I'd said.

"Oh that's a beautiful drive," Mary piped up from the sink. "Derek do you remember that time we drove up there, that time we saw the eagles and they were circling above the..."

I lost track of Mary's thread and the sound of her voice blended into the background as I stared at Katherine. I'd never seen her like this, in this light. Everything about her seemed better. Her cheeks seemed rosy, her smile seemed more genuine, she seemed...happier. It made me happy.

We didn't say much until about halfway into the drive. The scenery was beautiful and it was good just sitting in silence after two days of being surrounded by people. The highway was almost empty and the hum of the tires lulled us into a comfortable silence.

"So what are you thinking, exactly?" she asked finally, taking her eyes off the view outside and turning towards me.

"Well, are you up for this?"

"Up for what?"

"Are you up for meeting Ben?"

"Today?" There was a rush of excitement in her voice. 

"Sure. If he's free."

"You mean both of us? You mean...like, we do this today?" She shifted in her seat and I could tell her pulse was racing as she thought of the possibilities. I chuckled.

"Well we do have to leave tomorrow, don't we?"

"I know, I know," she sounded breathless, "but today. I mean, he might not be here. He might be hanging out with family. How do we, I can't just...I mean I don't know about today..." she trailed off into worry and I saw her brow furrow.

"Okay, okay. No problem. If you're not into today it's no big deal."

"No I mean, I'm not saying I'm not into it it's just, I don't know. Today. It's so soon."

"I guess so." I didn't want things to be unfair. Maybe she'd given this the same amount of thought I had, but maybe not. There was no sense pressuring her into anything. She drifted off out the window again but it wasn't the same comfortable pose she'd had before. I could tell she was thinking. When she finally spoke, there was a resolve in her voice.

"Do you want me to text him?" she asked, her thumb already playing across the dark screen of her phone. I looked at her and smiled. 

"Yup."

He replied right away. Yes, he was free. Yes, he was in town. Yes, he'd love to meet. More energy buzzed from her side of the car. She seemed to not know what to do with it. She fidgeted. Kept checking her phone even after plans had been made. I could have sworn she was even breathing heavier. I took an exit, found a gas station and pulled over.

"What are you doing? This isn't where we're supposed to be going!" It was almost frantic. I waited until I'd parked the car and shut it off before turning to her.

"Look. Are you sure about this?" I said, picking up her hand and giving it a squeeze. She exhaled and I watched her shoulders let go of some of the tension she'd been holding there.

"Yes, I mean...I don't know." She seemed lost. A scared animal. A leaf being carried by the wind. I wanted this to happen. I wanted to feel what we'd felt last night and the night before over and over again. But not like this. Not if she didn't know.

"Okay. That's cool. Why the change of heart?"

She turned her eyes down. As if the answer was in the glove box in between the seats somewhere.

"It's too close to home," she said finally. 

My heart sank. The confidence I'd felt that morning seemed to drain away and I was left holding her hand but wishing someone would hold mine.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, I dated the guy for three years. We...what if..."

Dated the guy for three years. Every pleasant insecurity I'd indulged in staring a those pictures washed through me like an agonizing white fog as my vision tunnelled again. I must have squeezed her hand because she looked up, concern and questions and misunderstanding painted on her face. I looked away. This wasn't the part of this I wanted her to see. I didn't want her to see any of the soft jealousy that tore through me as I thought of her with another man. If she saw that, she might never say yes again.

"What's wrong?" she probed, her question both demanding and insistent.

"Nothing," I lied looking back and steeling myself against her gaze with a false smile.

"See," she said in a dull voice that sounded like her interest in the whole thing waning, "this is what I didn't want."

Of course this is what she didn't want. This was what I didn't want either. I wanted to watch her. I didn't want her worrying or wondering about whether it was the right kind of pain I was feeling. That was mine to deal with.

There was something else scraping at the base of my skull, too. Why the sudden cold feet? Was there something about Ben, something about her past that she didn't want me to know? Was there something about my pleasant, pretty Katherine that I didn't know? My mind arched back to those pictures. What had happened after they were taken? Did they go back to their hotel room and fuck? Did he throw her down onto the bed face down, ass up and stuff her with his cock? Did she moan the way she'd moaned with Jake, the way she'd moaned afterwards when I'd pumped myself into her softness? Did she curl up against him in that same satisfied way and did she purr into his ear about how good it had been? 

I shook my brain inside my head trying to scatter all the questions and come back to her so I could try to salvage how far we'd come. But the damage seemed to have been done. Watching her have coffee with Ben, watching her with Rob, all of that was out of the question. It would be too hurried and harried and hurtful and it wouldn't do either of us any good.

We sat there like that for a while, holding hands in a stiff silence only occasionally interrupted by the sound of a car pulling into the gas station. Even though I didn't want to let it in, I knew we'd both come to the same conclusion at exactly the same time. As much as I wanted this to happen, we wanted this to happen, this wasn't the way to do it. Not for now, anyways.

"Hey," I said quietly. She looked up with a weak smile. "Let's go home."


Chapter 9

The Guy Next Door

Katherine seemed relieved as we drove home. The energy that had buzzed around her was gone and now all that was left was the dull hum of the tires on the highway. I was not so lucky.

The confidence and swagger that I'd felt that morning had crumbled, frayed by my memory of the picture and more importantly my imagination. We found her parents almost as we'd left them which made me wonder how slowly Derek read, if he was still there with that same paper. 

The rest of the day was peppered with the dull small talk that came from families that had spent too much time together but thankfully I was saved from talking by Mary's prolific tongue. The next day, after saying our goodbyes, we boarded the plane that had brought us to that part of the world and flew home.

But home wasn't the same. Now every time Katherine left the house I would dig up those pictures, not just the one's of her and Ben but all of them and flip through them obsessively. I'd search through them, staring at each look, each shape of her face that would give me a clue about the person she'd been, the person it felt like she was trying to hide.

I stared at that picture of her and Ben so much that I got worried I might actually bore a hole through it. That wide smile. The hand on his arm. The way the ends of her fingers curled.

And the jealousy. The jealousy came flooding back. I didn't do much to stop it either. I sank into it each time like someone sinks into a hot bath. I wondered what she was thinking when she left the house. I wondered what she thought on her commute to work. Was she thinking it too? Was she thinking of him, of the way she was with him?

Everything had been easy before. We'd gone to parties, out for dinner. Now every interaction she had with anyone left me wondering if she was thinking of them the way I was thinking of her with them. Ben, a musician friend of ours we'd go to movies with became another Ben, the focus of my jealous fantasies. 

I'd let her sit next to him in the theatre, the two of them eating popcorn from the same bag while I fantasized about her being his. But it didn't work. It didn't work the same. He was too friendly, too flighty, too easy-going to be the kind of guy that would fit into the image of her lover I'd dreamed up. The thought of her with him didn't inspire the same insipid pleasure that the thought of her with someone like Ben did.

I couldn't sleep. I couldn't work. I could barely eat because, like an addict, I would spend my days wondering when I would next have five minutes to myself to think of her with him. 

We fell back into our old routines, me spending long hours on the road, her working long hours in the office. Our sex life settled back into the dull routine we'd known before the holiday. I'd finger her. She'd come. I'd mount her and fuck. Then she would fall asleep. But not me.

I would lay awake, staring at the dark, spackled ceiling wondering whether I would ever be the same again, wondering whether we would ever go back to the way we'd been those two nights, like young lovers twisted in each others arms.

Then, one day, an answer seemed to present itself. A dark, muscled, smiling answer that moved in next door.

I found her staring out the window one lazy Saturday, the book she'd been reading collapsed on her lap. It wasn't the kind of absent-minded stare reserved for rainy weekend days, though. It was an alert, upright stare, the kind dogs have when the think they've seen a squirrel.

I'd made up my mind that morning. I couldn't live that way anymore. I was going to confront her about it, about everything. If I had to I was going to make her tell me every detail of what she'd ever done. How she'd fucked. How she'd been fucked. Every depravity I'd put her through in my mind I was going to wring out of her until she agreed that it was the truth.

Something about the way she was sitting, staring out that window, though, gave me pause.

"Watcha lookin' at?" I asked, sauntering over with a cup of coffee in hand. Curious to see what the excitement was about.

She jumped at the sound of my voice and her book fell to the floor.

"Hmm? Nothing," she replied, a little too quickly than she would have if she had just been staring out at the rain. She got up and started walking towards the kitchen. "Want a coffee?" she asked, the pitch of her voice slightly higher as she brushed past me. I let out a sigh and almost turned to grab her as she was walking by.

What is with you? Where have you gone? Why are we like this now? The questions were on the tip of my tongue, my body already bracing for the inevitable argument they would bring. But something pulled me towards the window. 

That's when I first saw him. Tall, dark and handsome was a laughable understatement. I didn't know who he was, but his thick, charcoal biceps were rippling under his shirt as he moved box after box from the van parked in the driveway next door into the house. I peered at him through the curtains. The house had been up for sale for two months. It looked like we had a new neighbour.

When I turned back around, Katherine was holding a magazine in one hand and a coffee in the other, her eyes glued a little too intently to the page. 

"New neighbour, you think?" I said, turning back to the window to hide my smile.

"Huh?" She barely looked up, but I could tell she wanted to.

"The guy across the street. Moving boxes. Didn't you see him?"

I heard her put the magazine down and walk over, soft feet on the hard floor. She leaned up against me, put a hand on my arm and craned her neck to see around my shoulder.

"Yeah. I guess so."

Was that real disinterest? Or was she just putting on a show? "We should go over."

A bolt of excitement shot through me. We should? 

"Sure. You want to take some cupcakes?"

She looked up and rolled her eyes but couldn't help her own smile.

"I'm just saying. If he's new in the neighbourhood, he might want to know we're friendly."

Friendly. How friendly? 

"Come on. Let's go."

My heart started thumping. What was she doing? Was she really just being friendly? Had I just imagined the way she'd been staring at him? Had I just dreamed it up in retrospect because that's how I wanted her to stare? And this, what about this? What about going over and saying hi? Did she just do that? Would she have done that if it had been an overweight retired woman? Probably. She was nice like that. But still...

The December rain crackled on our rain jackets and the air bit at my cheeks. But my face felt hot as we crossed the street as I dreamed up reason after reason for why Katherine was being so friendly. There was purpose in her walk, wasn't there? It wasn't just an easy Saturday stroll across the street to say hi to the new neighbour.

When we got there he was just walking out of the house and towards the back of the van. He smiled right away when he saw us.

"Hi!" The warmth of her voice swam through the December chill, over the neatly trimmed lawn until it splashed gently against his broad shoulders, widening his smile.

"Good afternoon," he rumbled in a husky baritone.

"I'm Katherine!" She stretched out a hand as she walked towards him, eyelashes fluttering. Then she tripped.

It was the same as watching my phone fall out of my hand. I was close enough that I could have caught her, awkwardly., but I could have. But my fingers were just behind my mind and every motion was a split second too late so that all I could do was watch her stumble forward, her arms flailing through the air. I cringed at the thought of her face connecting with the asphalt driveway, the bruise it would leave and how embarrassed she would be.

But the violent smack never came. Strong, dark arms moved through the air gracefully. His reflexes were instantaneous and he started moving almost as soon as she lost her balance, two quick steps forward and he was right where she needed him to be, a broad muscular pillow to break her fall. She landed square on his chest, her hands grabbing at his biceps as she steadied herself, her head pressing against his pecs.

It was good to be wearing a longer raincoat. I didn't have to worry about trying to hide my erection at all. She caught her breath. Once she realized where she was, once she knew she wasn't falling anymore, felt that she was pressed up against that thick, rigid wall of muscle, she stayed there. Not long. But longer than she could have.

I swallowed. Hard. What would arms like that look like, pinning her down as he drove his cock into her? The thought was another punch in the gut. But the most pleasant punch in the got I'd gotten in a long time.

Thick fingers wrapped around arms as he took her weight in both hands, righting her until she could stand on her own. Then, with a concerned expression and a voice even deeper than before he asked,

"You okay?"

She put a hand on her forehead and sputtered a guffaw.

"I'm so sorry. I am such a klutz."

No. She really wasn't.

"I'm sure that's not true," he said, the muscles in his face loosening back into the shape of a smile.

"I'm Thomas."

Of course he was.

"Katherine," she said, stretching her hand out and taking his. I watched her palm disappear behind the wall of dark skin that was his hand and my felt my cock move upward again. That hand. Pressed against the small of her back. Those fingers, pushing down between her cream thighs, searching for the wetness that was surely there. 

Get a grip, Mark. Get a fucking grip.

"Mmhmm," he offered, turning his eyes towards me. I realized how long I'd been standing there, immobile, just watching the whole thing play out. Like I wasn't even there. Like it wasn't her husband who should have stepped in and asked if everything was okay. His gaze broke the spell. For both of us. Katherine noticed it too.

"Oh, sorry! This is my husband, Mark."

"Great to meet you Mark," he said, reaching for my hand.

I tried to play it cool, tried to pretend I wasn't playing the sight of him nailing my wife into the bed over and over and over in my mind. I had to swallow.

"Good to meet you too, Thomas," I replied, trying to relax my own face into a smile. "You just moving in?"

His face hardened. He looked scary as shit.

"I'm robbing the place."

I'm not kidding. He did not move a muscle. Just stared straight at me, his lips a thin line, like I'd just signed my own death sentence and he was there to execute it. Then I saw his shoulders shaking slightly. The laugh rippled through his broad chest before it made it to his eyes. Katherine burst out laughing beside me.

"I'm sorry," Thomas said, pawing at the air, "sometimes I can't help myself."

I had to laugh too. There was nothing mean spirited about it. Looking at Katherine, how easy her manner was with him, made my heart jump.

"It's okay. I'm terrible at taking jokes," I said, trying to wave my own discomfort away. "Where you moving from?"

"Just uptown, actually. I used to work up there but now I work from home."

"Oh cool!" I blurted. It had always been my dream to work from home and ditch the long hours I spent in the car. "What do you do?" Once again, it was out before I could catch it.

"Mark!" Katherine said, slapping at me.

"Sorry," I muttered. What the hell was I thinking? Maybe I should ask him if he was gay while I was at it.

"No, no, it's okay," he said, putting up a hand towards her. "Everyone's always curious. I'm a massage therapist."

Bingo.

***

She caught me staring at her at dinner that night. She didn't crinkle her brow, or ask what I was doing or tell me I was being creepy. She just looked back down at her plate and smiled. "What do you want to do after dinner?" Her voice was honey from the wine, with a note of something exotic. Something dangerous.

"I don't know," I began, thinking that I'd suggest a movie. I sat there, watching her eyes move back and forth, not paying any attention to the food she was eating and I could tell there was something else on her mind. I picked up my wine glass for a sip of courage. "Or we could just fuck."

Normally that would have landed me in the dog house. Not because she wasn't up for it but because she hated when it was so transactional. This time was different.

She pushed her plate back, stood up and turned around. Didn't say a word. Just walked to the bedroom. Okay. This was good. By the time I got there, she had her top off and was sitting on the bed.

"Wow, you're...different today," I said, pulling my sweater up over my head. 

"You don't like it?" she asked, her voice cinnamon innocence. Then she got up, and walked over to where I was standing. Despite my best efforts, I failed utterly at keeping my eyes on hers. They were glued to her perfect breasts. "I want to do something for you," she whispered, pressing herself up against my body. My cock flexed at just the sound of it. This wasn't my Katherine talking. This was the Katherine I'd never known, the one from the pictures. My pulse raced and my lust was sharpened by fear.

Her fingers trailed down my body, down to the buckle of my belt. She kept her eyes on mine the whole time, her gaze so deep I could drown in it. When I felt my jeans fall around my ankles, I looked down just as she pulled my cock out of my underwear and wrapped her fingers around it.

I watched it bounce and flex in her hand as she stroked it slowly, watching it, seeming to enjoy its twitching as much as I was. When she looked up again, all the mischief was gone from her eyes. She was suddenly just an innocent schoolgirl who'd never seen a man before.

I almost jumped when I saw her expression. Her eyebrows slightly raised, her lips pushed out in the softest pout. It was the look of a woman who knew exactly what men want. I caught my breath. This woman I'd known for years? I hadn't known her at all. 

I wanted desperately to talk to this person, to hear what her voice sounded like, to hear all the dirty stories she had to tell. That curiosity, infused with the terror of what I might found out made me stiffen completely in her hand.

She sank down on her knees, holding my gaze the whole time. When the tip of my cock was in front of her face, she pulled gently at the shaft, pointing the head at her mouth. I flexed again. She looked up. Those eyes. Those big eyes that made it seem like she was asking my permission to put my cock in her mouth. I gasped.

Then that smile...

I closed my eyes and waited for the feeling of her hot, wet mouth to engulf me, but it never came. When I looked back down, her eyes were even more coy than before.

"Okay cowboy,"

Cowboy?

"You want to try something different?"

Um, yes please. I nodded, speechless at the woman she'd suddenly become. She just smile again and stood up, holding my hand, walked me to the bed.

I drank in the sight of her beautiful, naked body as she climbed onto the bed. She was looking back at me, watching me as I stared, mesmerized at her rear and the soft folds of her pussy pushing out from between her legs. Okay. I could get into this. We'd never done it doggy, but I could absolutely get into this.

But instead of staying in that position, instead of letting me mount her with my flexing cock, she did something completely different. Something completely unexpected. She turned around slowly, holding me in her gaze the whole time, until she was sitting down, her back to me. That's when she looked away, towards the wall opposite, and laid down, her head dangling over the edge of the bed.

Do you want to hear about how he liked to fuck my face?

The words came ringing back into my mind as it dawned on me what was about to happen, what she was about to let me do.

"Well?" she asked, her voice low and lusty. "Are you just going to stand there?"

I wasn't about to just stand there.

I moved towards her and watched as she wrapped her fingers around my cock again, her other hand moving behind me until it was on my ass. My cock jumped at the feeling of her hand around me and I felt the cum pulsing in my balls. Baseball. Think of baseball.

I couldn't tear my eyes off of her, no detail escaped me and I watched as she rubbed my throbbing shaft until a drop of precum dripped from the tip. Then, with a motion that seemed much to practised and easy, she pulled me close, opened her mouth and let me sink in.

My hands shot out towards the bed to steady myself and keep from driving my cock down the length of her throat. With my cock half inside her mouth, she reached down, searching for my hands until she found them. When she did, she moved one at a time, putting them on her chest, The soft pillows of her breasts made me groan and flex again. For a second I thought I should pull out, that she wouldn't be able to breathe, that she might be tired of it already.

The low, satisfied groan that came from her throat and shuddered past my shaft made me realize how wrong I was.

She reached back around me with both hands now, resting them on my ass. I was panting now, barely able to contain myself. I didn't know how much more of this I could take. Then, she pulled me even closer.

Nothing, but nothing will ever compare to the feeling of watching my stiff cock sink deeper and deeper into my wife's open throat. My eyes must have been the size of baseballs as I watched it disappear inside her. The soft tissue inside her cheeks gave way to the relaxed muscles of her throat and I groaned a noise I'd never heard myself, or anyone, ever make before. Then, when I thought nothing could possibly be more shocking or amazing or dirty than what she'd just made me do, I felt the soft massage of the muscles at the back of her throat as they coaxed the head of my cock, as if she were trying to drink the cum out of me.

That's when something inside me took over. Some primal instinct that I knew was inside me but that I'd never let Katherine see. Not because I was ashamed of it, I'd been more than happy to let it take over with other partners, but because we just weren't that kind of couple. Except now we were. Because she was letting me fuck her face.

I pulled myself out slowly, my hands clutching at her beautiful breasts, her taut nipples poking out from in between my fingers. Pushing myself back in was like sinking back into heaven, but the voice in the back of my head made me worry again. Was I hurting her? Did she want me to stop now but didn't want to say it?

The sound of another satisfied groan pushed all of the doubt and worry from my mind. I looked down. She was working the head of my cock again, buried in her throat, she was squeezing it, I could see the muscles in her neck working.

Another flex. Fuck it. I was fucking her face.

The heat at the base of my cock worked its way through my entire body as my rutting became more rhythmic and urgent. I abandoned all my inhibitions and stared at the shape of my cock filling my wife's throat. Each time I pushed myself deep into her I felt her squeeze. 

My body started moving faster. I was clinging to her tits as my hips moved back and forth, sliding my girth in and out of her. Just watching it was going to make me come and then I remembered. This is probably how he fucked her face. This is how she let him fuck her face.

I groaned as the shudder of my orgasm trembled through me and into her throat. She swept a hand around my front, down between my legs and just as the second wave of it dragged me back up to the peak of pleasure, she squeezed.

"Oh fuck!" I cried as the sensation only intensified what was a massive climax. My body spasmed, pushing my pulsing cock deep into the back of her throat and spilling the rest of my seed there.

It was only when I felt her pushing me gently away that I realized how long I'd been inside her and that her lungs were probably burning for air. Pulling myself out made a popping sound come from her lips, followed by a massive inhale as she pulled in oxygen. I staggered backwards, holding myself and staring at the perfect creature that had just let me do what I'd done. 

Then the worry of it hit me, why only now? Why only now was I allowed to know this Katherine.

But I pushed it aside. I pushed it aside and stumbled towards the bed and fell onto it beside her, still panting from my exertion. We lay there in silence for a while. I'd glance over occasionally, stealing glimpses of the thin rope of my cum that had landed on her chin and now clung there. When she saw me one time, saw me looking over at her, she turned her head and raised her eyebrows and looked at me in a way that made me want to take her all over again and make her mine. I fought the urge to ask the question that was burning in my mind, the question that was screaming at me to be asked. I wanted desperately to be able to enjoy what had just happened without spraying my insecurities all over it. Easier said than done.

"Is that how he used to do it?" It was a pathetic little way to whisper it and the second it came out I wanted to put it back in my mouth and swallow it back. I cursed myself. She was probably going to be pissed. Probably going to get up and storm off and the moment would be ruined and...

"Yup." That look. Those eyes, staring into the deepest part of me. Half a smile on her face. A hot dagger of jealous lust sank softly into my gut. I felt my cock move again. "That's exactly the way he used to do it."

It's like she was looking for something, the way she was looking at me. I half-smiled.

"Does that feel good?" she whispered, her eyes still searching my expression.

I pushed apart her thighs, rolled onto her and slipped inside her soaked pussy.

Fuck yeah it felt good.


Chapter 10

Caught

"I'm not just going over there, asking for a massage then trying to get it on with the guy," Katherine snapped, walking around the kitchen. 

I'd been sitting at the kitchen table nursing a beer the whole time, knowing she was thinking exactly what I was thinking. We had talked about it the night before. The thought of it made me worry as much as it made me hard, but I didn't care about that. I wanted it to happen. I wanted to see another man have sex with my beautiful wife.

"Why not?" I asked, taking another swig of beer and following her with my eyes as she paced back and forth.

"Because he's a professional. It's like you going to get a massage and then asking for a happy ending. They'd probably sue your ass for harassment!"

"I'm pretty sure he'd want to do something entirely different with your ass." I couldn't help the dorky chuckle that fell out after I'd said it. She just rolled her eyes.

"What if we just ask him?"

"Just ask him what?" she asked, finally sitting down and opening her own beer.

"Ask him if he's into it?"

"If he's into sleeping with me?"

"Yeah. You never know?"

She took the idea and I could see her rolling it around in her mind. It really did seem like the best route to take.

"I don't know," she said finally, from some far off place. "If he's not into it, can you imagine how awkward that would get?"

She had a point.

"Look," I said, leaning across the table and taking her hand in mine, "why don't you just book a massage, go over there and I'll try to like, look in through the window or whatever. We wanted to take things slow anyways. That way I can watch, you know, his hands on you, you can get a feel for if you're into it and..."

"Okay," she said, resolve ringing in her voice.

"Okay?"

"Okay." She stood up and walked over to the phone, picking up the card he'd given us.

"You're calling him now?"

"I'm calling him now. Right now." Her fingers pushed at the numbers, making the phone beep.

"Kath, it's six o'clock on a Sunday, I'm pretty sure..."

"Hello! Thomas? Hi, it's Katherine. From next door?" Giggly bubbles at his recognition. "Yeah, I was just wondering, you know about the massage? Yeah, I was hoping to book..."

Her face changed shape at the dull buzzing by her ear. Was it concern? Had he changed his mind? Realized he didn't want neighbours as clients?

"Now?" The word made my stomach dance. She looked at me with big question mark eyes. I pulled my shoulders up and felt my own eyes widen.

Now? Now?!? Fucking now we were going to do this?!?

"Okay! Now sounds great!" She kind of laughed the response and I wondered if he heard the disbelief in her voice. "Sure. See you in ten minutes. Er, Thomas wait! Yeah, sorry" more bubbly giggles, "what...I guess, like, what should I wear?" Her face turned red. That never happened unless she was pissed. "Right. Something comfortable. Okay. See you soon."

Click.

"Okay?" she asked, coming over and putting her hand on my arm.

That feeling, in my gut, had spread through me. It was deliciously paralysing. I looked up at her. There was nothing but love in those eyes.

"Okay. Let's do this."

I don't think I'd ever seen Katherine so flustered since I'd met her. Trying on yoga pants, staring at herself sideways in the mirror to check out her ass. I watched the whole thing with my cock half stiff in my pants, still stunned that we were actually going to do this.

It was dark by the time she'd been over there for a good ten minutes. I felt like a teenager, up to no good, as I walked across the street hoping none of the neighbours were staring out their windows. 

The house had big cedar bushes on all four corners and I slunk from one to the next, peering through each of the windows I passed, my heart thundering in my chest. Finally I found him, found them. 

My cock flexed against my jeans at the sight of it and I wished I'd had the wherewithal to put on sweat pants. The room was lit with candles and nothing else. I stared at his strong, muscular hands, watched the need the muscles of Katherine's bare back. Her bare back. I realized she didn't have anything on, not even a bra. My mind fantasized about him turning her over, putting those dark hands on the stiff pinkness of her nipples. The thought made me even harder. I looked up at him. He was staring down at her and I wondered what was going through his mind? Did he get turned on by female clients? Was he turned on by her? 

I couldn't help but glance at his middle but there was no sign of his arousal there. 

When I looked back up, my heart stopped. He was looking through the window, looking right at me. Had he seen me? It was dark out there but I had my face pressed against the pane. When he looked back down, I sank to my knees.

Fuck! What a stupid move! Why hadn't I been further away?!? My mind started racing. Should I go home? If he saw me walking back across the street, he'd know for sure I'd been there. If I just stayed put he might think he had just been seeing things. But would I be able to just sit there, not watching what was going on?

"Mark?" 

My heart leapt into my throat at the sound of his voice saying my name. Had he opened the window?!? Fuck!

"Mark, I know you're here. Come on, it's okay."

I closed my eyes. Okay, obviously this gig was up. He didn't seem mad but I could feel my face flushing already. When I stood up, it felt like it was on fire.

"Thomas," I began, stepping towards him out of the shadows, "I am so sorry, I..."

"Hold on a second," he said. His face looked relaxed, like he didn't mind that there was a crazy man lurking in the shadows outside his house, watching his wife getting a massage. "Let's step inside," he looked around, as if he were just as worried about being seen as I was. It would probably look terrible. Maybe even hurt his business.

"Right," I said and walked past him and towards the open door.

There was music playing inside. Soft sounds of ambient piano over bubbling water. The place smelled like cedar from the scented candles. It had an oddly relaxing effect. I turned around as I heard him close the door behind me.

"Look, I'm really sorry, this is not what it looks like," I began, putting my hands up by way of apology.

"It's not?" he asked, folding his muscular arms across his chest. I saw him glance down at my jeans and realized I still had a massive hard on. Great.

"It's not. I..." I stopped as the thought fell into my brain from nowhere. Of course this wasn't what it looked like to him. Of course he wasn't thinking that I wanted to watch him fuck my wife. He was probably thinking I was there to make sure he didn't do that! Of course I could play the jealous husband, I had that part down! "Look," I said, feeling more confident about my story now, "I'm sure you're a great guy and a great massage therapist. It's just, you know, when a man's wife goes for a massage with a guy like you, you know, a guy might worry a little bit, if you know what I'm saying." I smiled awkwardly. at the end trying to make him complicit in my lie.

He nodded but his expression remained unchanged, as if he needed to hear more.

"I'm sure you get it a lot," I went on, spinning my tall tale taller, "guys who might get a little...uncomfortable at the fact that a guy like you is giving their wife a massage?"

He just stood and stared at me. What the fuck? Why wasn't he buying this?

"Not really," he said, staring straight at me.

My heart sank. He looked pissed. We should have just asked, I thought.

"I don't really get that a lot Mark," he said again, looking down at the floor and rubbing a finger along his chin, "but I don't think that's what's happening here."

I swallowed. "You don't?" My heart had started beating faster again. What now?

"No. I don't. I think that you and your wife aren't looking for a massage therapist."

Oh shit. "You don't?" My voice was quieter now. It felt like I was getting lectured by the principal.

"No. I don't. I think you're looking for a bull."

***

He made Katherine and I go home that night. Not because he was mad, he wasn't, he was actually incredibly cool about it. But because he said he didn't do that in his own house. He told us he'd be happy to talk about it another night, maybe at our place, but it would be better if the three of us met at a hotel bar somewhere. He said neutral ground was always better. It turned out he'd been doing it for a while now, for other couples.

The only thing he worried about was that we were neighbours. He didn't want it getting weird. I got that, Katherine did too. We told him we'd think about it then went home and fucked like crazy. After we'd slept on it, it still seemed like the right thing to do.

There was a place a few blocks down, by the highway that was half decent and we met him there Friday. That might have been the longest week of my life. Not because I was having any doubts, I wasn't. I just couldn't stop thinking about it, what it would look like, how it would feel, watching her with him. When he showed up at the bar, I stood up to shake his hand, nervous, awkward, not sure what to do.

He laughed it off and told me to relax which made my tension just melt away. We got drinks and talked a little. He told us about how he'd started doing this and how he liked helping couples. And the sex. He liked the sex. He asked us if we'd ever tried it. I told him a little about the weirdness over Thanksgiving.

He understood, said a lot of people didn't know how to go about it at first. Then he asked what we were comfortable with and what he would and wouldn't do. The whole time I was just getting harder, thinking of him and Katherine together.

Then he started flirting with Katherine, nothing serious, just a smile here, a laugh there. When she started getting into it, I knew this was the right thing to do. There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted this to happen, it was this amazing feeling of relief and lust and love. When she looked at me, I knew she felt it too.

"So?" he asked after we'd all had a few drinks. "You kids still game?"

Katherine shook her head, biting her lip. Her cheeks were rosy with booze and excitement.

I gave a thumbs up. Not just one thumb. Two thumbs. I gave them two thumbs up. They both cracked up.

The room was perfect with a chair in one corner by the window that gave a perfect view onto the bed. Thomas told me to sit down and Katherine to get ready while he ducked into the bathroom.

She came over to me, swinging her hips playfully and smiling. She leaned down and kissed me softly on the cheek.

"You ready for this?" she asked, leaning back and staring into my eyes. 

I nodded, drinking in how beautiful she looked in the soft yellow light of the desk lamp. "Yes," I whispered back.

"I love you," she said, leaning in and kissing me again, tugging at my ear.

"I love you too," I whispered back, breathing in her scent mixed with the red wine on her breath.

She took a step back and still looking at me, unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor revealing her white thong. She hadn't been wearing a bra and her nipples were already stiff. She bent down to undo the straps of the stiletto’s she was wearing.

"Wait," I said, my body already humming from seeing hers. "Leave those on."

Her lips curled into a smile. "Ooh, kinky," she purred.

When he stepped out of the bathroom, I stopped breathing for a second. The man looked like he was cut out of stone. Watching him walk was a fucking thing of beauty. He walked softly towards Katherine, coming up behind her. When I peeled my eyes off him and looked at her, she was still staring at me with that smile.

He cocked his head and I watched his full lips sink onto her neck as the dark shapes of his hands moved around her stomach.

Her body changed shape as soon as she felt his touch, her back arching, her ass pushing up and towards him. With my eyes wide open, I slid a hand down to my zipper and pushed it open.

He ran his hands up and down, studying the shape of her until I watched one wander up and onto her breast as the other slipped between her thighs.

My cock sprang out, rock solid and I wrapped my fingers around it as I watched.

His fingers found the stiff, pink flesh of her nipple, pinched it gently making her shape change again. Her mouth dropped open in a silent moan as he held her more firmly, his fingers kneading the soft flesh beneath them. 

He pulled up the hand that was between her legs, tucked it behind the thing fabric of her thong, then pushed slowly down. Her head rolled back against his chest and she moaned for real this time.

As I stroked my throbbing shaft I knew I had to be careful, that if I wasn't I would blow my load before they even got to the bed. I'd never felt anything like I felt now, watching my wife as the dark shape behind her made her body twist in ways I never had.

The sound of her wetness sank into the thick carpet between us as I watched him push her apart. She moaned again as he slipped his finger in between her soaked folds, searching for the places that made her hips move most and made her rear up against him.

She no longer looked like the Katherine I'd made love to so many times. Not even the dirty Katherine that had let me do what I'd done to her mouth. Now she was a helpless Katherine, her body clay in the sculptors hands, her shape entirely up to his whim.

When he found it, when he found the place that made her twist and shudder most, that made her strain against the hand that still gripped her breast, he lingered there.

"You like that baby?" he whispered, his finger rubbing her gently.

"Yes," she mewled, her hips rocking as she tried to speed his touch.

"You gonna beg for it?" he rumbled, holding her with his arms so she couldn't move against his hand, his lips flaring into a snarl.

My cock flexed in my hand and her eyes opened wide at the sudden change in his demeanour. She breathed a "Yes!", panting in shocked excitement.

"Then beg for it baby, beg me to make you come."

"Please! Please make me come!"

The sound of her breathless voice begging another man to make her come sent hot liquid into my cock, precum spilling from the tip.

He deemed her begging sufficient and I watched as his finger began to spin circles around her clit. The sounds of her slickness slapping at the silence of the room, I watched as wetness from her pussy spilled out over the fingers of the dark hand between her legs.

She shook and shuddered and her lips trembled as her open mouth made the shape of an "O." 

I flexed and strained and tried to look away and think of baseball as I felt my own cum pooling at the base of my cock, my throbbing shaft ready to erupt. But the sight was too mesmerizing, too overwhelming and I couldn't tear my eyes off the way her body was moving against his.

"Oh fuck..." She seemed to breathe the words in as her eyes opened and she looked at me. Her thighs shook in quick, erratic spasms and I saw her stomach tightening and releasing as the even motion of his fingers sent her pulsing into bliss.

It was too much. I pulled at myself, then pulled again, searing heat racing up my spine and settling for a glorious moment in my skull as I watched her coming by his hand.

Thick ropes of hot cum erupted from my cock, spilling onto my pants, some of it onto the floor. I groaned an undignified groan but I didn't care, it didn't matter. Nothing mattered but the way she looked right then.

Then the heat retreated, back in between my legs where it had come from and I slumped in the chair, trying to catch my breath and wondering if this meant it was over.

Katherine had other ideas.

Her body no longer liquid from the orgasm, she turned around and slid down the muscled body behind her like a dancer down a pole. 

I couldn't believe I felt myself flex again.

Now, for the first time clearly, I saw the thick meat of his cock as she wrapped her fingers around it then took it into her mouth.

He let out a guttural groan and touched a finger to her face.

And Katherine? Katherine started sucking like a porn star at a blow job party. With her hand at the base of his shaft, she took him deeper with each bounce of her head on the growing thing. Soon he was just as hard as I'd been and she looked up at him as she let him take her in the back of the throat, like I'd done. Except she opened her mouth for him, so he could hear the noise his cock made as it touched that deep place. A dirty, gagging noise but it looked like she hoped it pleased him.

There was desperation in her eyes, hunger. A hunger to fulfil this lover the way he'd fulfilled her. I felt myself rising again at her eagerness. What was it about watching her this way that made me so fucking hot?

When he'd had enough, when his cock was thick and full and ready, he pulled her off, pulled her to her feet, then flung her on the bed.

She landed softly and her legs fell open revealing the drenched pink of her soft folds. The motion made me even harder. It was a submissive willing motion that said she was his. His to fuck. His to play with as he pleased. It was everything I wanted to see and everything I didn't.

Holding himself, he crawled onto the bed, pushed her two creamy thighs open even further before lowering himself so the head of his cock was at the opening of her pussy.

She looked up at him, her hands crawling up his arms and wrapping around his neck in another perfect gesture of acceptance. My wife Katherine. My wife Katherine that was going to willingly accept this thick, black cock inside herself. Her eyes were begging him for it as much as they were thanking him at the same time.

He took his time. He slid his meat along her pussy, sopping up some wetness there and making her body change shape beneath him again. She thrust herself up each time she felt his head come close to her hole, hoping that would be the time he'd finally satisfy the ache I knew was at the pit of her stomach. Every time he'd tease her, she'd mewl a little but then let him slide himself along her slit again, knowing that he had to pierce her finally.

Then, just as I thought he might never do it, as I watched her try to crawl up on him with her feet hooked behind his calves, he spoke.

"You want that cock baby?" he asked.

"Oh fuck yes," she cried, her voice straining with desire.

"You know what to do, right baby?" he asked, pushing his head past her blossoming folds and just inside her.

"Oh fuck yes, fuck," she raged beneath him, clawing at him now, fighting to be speared. "Please, please, please, fuck me with that big fucking black cock!" she cried, sounding like the desperation of not having him inside her was driving her to madness.

"That's it baby. There you go."

My eyes shot open. I pushed myself up in the chair. My cock was hard in my hand again. Everything went quiet.

I watched that dark shaft split her tight little pussy open as her mouth moaned another silent moan and her eyes went wide. I watched as he sank inch after agonizing inch into her soft body, watched her take his whole length as her pussy stretched to fit him. I held myself and watched her juices squeezing past his girth, dripping down her flesh, past the crack of her ass and onto the bed. Finally, I watched as he pushed the last inch of himself into her with a grunt and I heard the wet smack of his balls against her ass.

He held her there, she caught in a silent, paralysed moan, as he savoured her tightness and the smell she made. I stared through the silence unable to believe what I was seeing and how hot it made me.

Then they exploded into fucking.

His muscles rippled as he held himself above my wife, leaving plenty of room between them so I could see exactly the way she looked with him inside. 

But Katherine wasn't having any of it. She was completely at the mercy of her desire. She curled herself around him, her legs wrapping around his then climbing, as if she were trying to get him even deeper inside herself.

The silent moan turned into a desperate, pleading cry, a sound I'd never heard her make before. When she turned her eyes towards me, it shook me from my stunned silence and I felt my hand start to move up and down my length again.

I watched as he drove himself into her over and over. Her pussy seemed to tighten around him with each thrust as she stared down the length of his body and back again, her expression at what was happening looking as incredulous as mine must have been.

When her legs began to quiver uncontrollably against his, I had to let myself go. I wanted to enjoy her tonight, too. I wanted to feel what it felt like being the second man inside her, what her body felt like after she'd been fucked by such a stud.

Her back came up even higher as another orgasm shook through her and she screamed this time. I watched it course up and down her body, sending different parts of it into fits of shaking as she tried to grind herself against his cock and into even more pleasure.

He let out a low groan. My cock danced and bounced on its own as I realized what was about to happen. A very fit black man was about to fuck his seed into my wife.

He slowed, stretching out the moment for all of us. Katherine had come down from the height of her pleasure and now she was fixated on watching him, watching his face twist in delicious agony as his cock swelled inside her. She still had her arms around his neck and as she felt the first pulse of his eruption, the corner of her mouth curled up into a smile. As he shot his hot seed deep inside her, her expression seemed to say "Fuck me full of your cum. I'm yours."

My body was screaming for release. If I had touched my cock I probably would have come again right then, but I resisted. 

As soon as he was done, he pulled himself out slowly then crawled off of her and disappeared into the bathroom. I realized I still had my clothes on and as I stood up, my eyes fixated on how dishevelled Katherine looked and the cum leaking from her, I tore at my shirt then kicked at my pants until I was naked and on top of her, then in between her legs where he had been, then slipping inside her.

I felt the hot stickiness of his seed running along my cock and it sent a shudder through me. She was smiling at me now, her arms around my neck, her breath on my chest. I pushed my lips against hers and plunged my tongue into her mouth, searching for hers. She gave it to me and I pushed at it, hungry to fill all of her spaces. It felt like my middle was shaking and I started thrusting, started fucking myself into her, through the heat of the seed already inside her.

I groaned again as I felt another climax coming. I looked down at her again. She was still smiling, but the smile was different than it had been for him. This was my smile, our smile. This was something only we would share.

I shook as another orgasm tore through me.

By time it was over, he was gone.


Epilogue

There are times when I miss the jealousy. Not that I don't get jealous at all any more, I do. But it's not the same kind of raw jealousy I felt then. It's something that I bring out to play with now, not something that plays with me.

Thomas, Katherine and I had many more happy encounters after that one, but none were ever as fulfilling and intense as that first one was. He's since moved away, to a different city this time and though we all said we'd stay friends and keep in touch, well...you know how things go.

We haven't found anyone else for now and neither of us feel we need to. We probably will, eventually but I'm pretty happy with the way things are. Our sex life comes and goes but when it's here, it's hot as hell. 

I don't look at her pictures any more either. Something about that lost its edge, too. They don't send the same thrilling razors of jealousy through me like they used to. Maybe it got stale because I looked at them too often. Or maybe I finally feel like we have something that only we've done, something that's ours.

Something just between us.

THE END
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