
        
            
                
            
        

    









WIFE SENTENCE






By


Laran Mithras

















 Model Photo by DepositPhotos.com




Wife Sentence is a work of fiction. Names, locations and incidents either are a
product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.



All characters portrayed in sexual situations are over the age of 18 in this
story.


 


Copyright © 2021 - All Rights Reserved















Should men try to control their wives?


Or just divorce them?


Control becomes a toxic swamp.


Isn't it easier to just walk away?









CHAPTER 1


I don't know where I went wrong.


Or, more importantly, when.


Was the mother of my son and daughter the wrong woman for
me, after all these years?


I wrote down what the pretty clerk said.


She corrected me, leaning onto the counter and displaying
the young beginnings of breasts. "No, size fourteen; not four."


I scratched the figure. "Fourteen?"


"You can get those, right?" Her tone went from
flirty to uncertain. Her name was Elizabeth and she was the youngest and
prettiest counter girl on my route. Her blonde tresses were wavy enough to make
any man's dick hard.


Except for mine.


I wasn't gay; I just wasn't interested.


I tapped the order form and nodded. "Sure, fourteen
isn't a problem."


She went on as if I had argued. "Like, not all women
who come here are super fit and thin."


In a normal situation outside of work, I might have put the
girl in her place. But this was work; this was my job. I said gently, "I
can get them. Central Crossfit isn't the first gym to ask for them."


She smiled, missing the subtle reminder.


I made money doing something that… was just something that
needed to be done. Who else would do it? Fulton's Sports Shorts had grown from
a t-shirt venture of mine that had flopped some…


Goodness, was it really twenty years ago already?


I left Central Crossfit, but my mind wasn't on the order;
rather, I was refocused on a larger, deeper problem.


A personal problem.


My wife was a rich bitch – or so I occasionally used to
joke. One of the heirs to Roberts Industries, she raised our two children.


It had seemed so perfect, at first.


I was drawn to her in a very unconventional way: shortly
after mass one day, I had stumbled across her and her friend at Walmart.


Who could possibly turn a corner into the sporting goods
aisle and not stop stunned to see two sexy girls flashing bare pussies?


My wife Cory had a flashing fetish.


It was what lured me to her with a force beyond my control.


I remembered our first time as I unlocked my Jeep.


I also remembered our first time as husband and wife fifteen
years ago: I should've been aware at the time of the signs and portents.


Maybe if I had been versed in witchcraft I could've read the
tea leaves.


Or was it fish guts?


I sat in my Jeep contemplating. The first time we had sex
after the wedding was something seared into my mind so distinctly that it could
have been something critical like my birthday, or my Social Security number.
The details were sharp in my mind, vivid and real.


Cory Roberts, now Cory Fulton, was spread on the bed, legs
apart with welcome. I stared at her, despite having had her sexually several
times already. I remember being entranced by the sight of her pussy – the part
of her anatomy to which I now laid permanent claim. It was beautiful and shaved
bare. The lips were thin and together, but slightly swollen with excitement. I
had stared.


She laughed in her dismissive way and said, "Are you
thinking about how it had all those guys before we met? Are you thinking about
all the cocks that have been in there?"


Her words were repulsive to me, but they spurred me to
action as I wiped the frozen reverie out of my mind. I had plunged into her,
not wanting to voice rejection – especially on that one most special day.


Yes, I remembered it quite well. I even recalled her
distinct tone and inflection: it was seared into my mind like a cattle brand.
If I awoke any particular day, foggy-headed from sleep, I could instantly focus
on that memory and replay every vivid detail.


Sometimes I did that – replayed her words – just to wake
myself up.


I started my Jeep and drove out of the parking lot with a
slight stomp on the gas pedal. My silver-metallic Wrangler Rubicon responded
promptly. I breathed and thought as if driving was an inherent part of the
process. I had chosen this Jeep as an extension of myself: bold; stark; direct;
functional.


But today, if my vehicle was indeed an extension of my
psyche, it did not offer insights.


Here's the situation: despite my wife being flirty with
other men, she also still loved me in a strange way and was also the mother of
Ben and Amidala.


Yeah, guess what movie influenced our thinking at the time
of their births? Cute then, but it made me wonder now. In any event, we called
our daughter Amy.


However, Cory's love was strange. Instead of devotion, it
was now more of a teeth-gritting accommodation. She knew me; I knew her. She
knew I liked onion rings and might buy some for me. I knew she hated beef but
loved chicken and I would buy chicken for her.


It was that kind of love that was comfortable, but…


But…


It wasn't the same as when we had been married. The feels
weren't there. The cooties, or cuddles, or wistful inhalations of each other's
skin were a thing of the past.


Was I to blame?


I hadn't changed.


She had changed, of that I was certain.


Although, logic might say childbirth altered her hormonal
state and perhaps her mental state, I found the timing off. She changed five
years after Amy's birth.


A little late, wasn't it?


No, my mind told me Cory changed because of something else.


That was what was driving me insane.


What was it?


I could not identify.


And she was getting worse.


She flirted whether I saw it or not.


Had she taken the ultimate step of betrayal?


Surely I would've seen it.


I'm not a stupid man.


No, I think not yet. There were no love notes, or hidden
mails, or suspicious texts on her phone.


But she was flirting and I saw disaster looming.


I gripped the steering wheel until my knuckles turned white
and my joints hurt.


What had caused it?











CHAPTER 2


 


Another nothing Saturday.


Another day spent out back by the pool or inside making iced
tea or grabbing a drink if it was later. Another day of Ben's friends using the
pool or Amy's friends giggling at the boys. Another Saturday of Warden and
Renee hanging out with Cory.


Renee was Cory's fetish friend. They still talked about
flashing and made plans to do it, but never seemed to carry through.


I wouldn't have minded if they had.


I think.


Warden was a tall, skinny guy who was engaged to Renee.


I liked him.


He and I got along well and he also… seemed to have no
problems getting on with Cory. Sometimes guys didn't like their girls' friends.


Me? I loved Renee.


Not like that, but I really liked her and appreciated how
she helped Cory along through life.


Warden was pleasant to Cory, but little more. At least they
didn't scowl and gossip and backbite.


Warden waggled his half-full iced tea at me. "Going to
give Ben the same marriage advice you—"


My laugh interrupted him. "Maybe." At my bachelor
party, I had said to a number of my friends that the best advice was to marry a
flat-chested woman – that way, she wouldn't cheat on you.


It had drawn many laughs.


I thought that a little odd; it wasn't all that funny. But I
repeated the story on occasion and Warden had thought it amusing, too, when he
heard it from me a month or two ago.


My Cory had barely-there's.


Minor mounds.


Fried eggs.


But she was a small woman, anyway. The only large thing
about my Cory was her big, toothy smile.


I saw much less of that nowadays.


In its place seemed to be a hunted, haunted look that people
wore when something was wearing them down.


Our marriage?


I think Warden saw me lost in my thoughts. "Hang loose,
Kirk." He wandered over to his wife and mine.


I shoved at the hotdogs to roll them on the grill so they
didn't burn. I watched Warden, though.


Tall guy stooped behind my wife and whispered something
close to her ear.


Cory's shoulders came up and her mouth tightened in that
expression she made whenever I said something that stressed her. Her eyebrows
furrowed and she said something short to Warden without looking at him. Her
shoulder came up on that side as if to block.


Then she looked over at me.


My hand tightened on the spatula handle.


Just as quickly, she looked away.


Renee was looking at her and then looked at me as Cory
turned away.


What had happened?


Inside me, I burned to know exactly what Warden had said about
me that caused her to react as if repulsed and then look at me. What had I
done? What did Warden lie about to cause such a reaction?


I wanted to let the hot dogs burn and go clear it up.


Warden is a friend; what the fuck is going on here? It
was something short… I searched my mind, but couldn't find any way that he
could've come up with something short about the marriage advice thing. Or had
he even mentioned it? Or was it even about me? Then why had Cory instantly
looked at me?


Of course it had to be about me.


I wasn't stupid.


Angrily, I spread fewer slices of butter than normal on
Cory's piece of French bread. Would she even notice? I sprinkled the garlic
salt over it and tossed it on the grill where it bounced almost to the point of
falling off. With a flick of the spatula, I saved it from flopping over onto
the cement.


Then I regretted saving it. Watching it land butter-side
down onto the dusty cement would've allowed a dramatic exclamation from me.


"Oops."


The satisfaction would've…


I ground my teeth at the bread.


I maneuvered the large platter and shoved at the hot dogs. I
called out loud in a stage voice, "Havoc! The dogs of lunch have been
slipped!"


Ben and his two friends hurried to the table as only young
teenagers could. They grabbed up plates with buns and were first in line. Amy
and her giggling friends, eyes large and watching the boys, followed in a
tighter bunch.


What was it about girls when walking together they had to
huddle all touching? Legs weren't strong enough to support them?


I didn't want to hate my daughter, but the thought caused me
to scowl at her friends. One of the twelve-year-olds stopped laughing when she
saw me, bit her lip, and looked down. She was wearing a too small string for a
bikini that was probably the same thing she wore when she was six.


Where were her parents? What were they thinking? They
couldn't spend fifteen bucks to cover their daughter in something that fit?


I made a disgusted noise.


All of the girls got quiet.


Hot dogs were placed woodenly on buns and carried away by
the kids.


The girl who held her plate to me wearing the tiny string
had water in her eyes.


What the fuck ever.


"Scaring the girls again?"


"Huh?" I looked around.


Renee was almost the opposite of Cory. How they were friends
escaped me. Cory was small and pale. Renee was tall and had a tiny bit of plump
to her: big round breasts; luscious hips; long brunette hair tied back in her
usual ponytail. I had never seen her without one.


Cory was porcelain.


Renee was tatted. A large dragon wound up her left arm to
her shoulder. On her right wrist was some symbol I could never read or
decipher. Her right ankle sported a twisted vine, her left a flower.


I made a face; I really did not like tattoos.


At all.


But Renee was sexy-nice. She had a smaller smile than my
Cory, but fuller lips. Made for dick.


Lucky Warden.


Renee flicked her eyes towards the girls. "I think you
delight in making them cower."


"Me?" What the fuck?


"Every Saturday."


I chuckled with futility. "What are you talking
about?"


"You didn't see Madison? She was crushed. Again."


My eyes followed the retreating girls. Blonde one, wearing
the too-small string.


I gave Renee a stony look, then deliberately rolled my eyes
as high as they'd go. I said slowly to insure she didn't miss a single word, "Like
I care."


Her look was playful, but her voice was forced low and dry,
"You're great with kids, aren't you?"


I widened my eyes at her. "Yeah, mine."


She reached over and took my arm. It was an intimate
gesture, but she had done it before and seemed to me something she did to
anyone. "We're doing the pool thing tomorrow at our apartment."


I grunted, sour.


"Just bring drinks. You can lounge all day without
having to be a chaperone."


I paused and looked at her. Her face had a quizzical look of
genuine friendliness that allowed for no deceit. Sitting around sounded far
better than standing around playing chef. I used the flat edge of the spatula
to scratch my jaw stubble. "Yeah, actually; that sounds good."


She giggled deep in her throat. "Kirk, you are
priceless."


What the fuck did she mean by that? Priceless? I
wanted to ask, but she had already spun away.


Cory was in her place, looking at her bread. "That's
for me?"


I snatched it off with the tongs and dropped it on her
plate.


She had nothing to say - not even thanks.


Yeah, you're welcome. Fuck.


It was later, in the evening, when I was able to try
confronting her again. I tried most Saturdays with zero success. "What's
eating you, Cory?"


What's the harm in trying?


And yet, my wife would tense up as if I had cussed out the
Virgin Mary and called her a whore in the middle of mass.


She crossed her arms protectively as if against a chill and
looked at me with sullen, pained eyes. "What makes you think something's
wrong? Why do you persist in bringing this up every fucking weekend?"


I rolled my eyes as forcefully as I had with Cory, but even
moreso. Painfully so. I blinked afterward to ease the ache. "Maybe your
attitude?"


Instantly, she was angry. "And what attitude is that,
Mister Perfect? Huh? What attitude?" She heaped a lot of scorn on the last
word.


"Every time you look at me, you scowl. What did I
do—"


She dropped her arms but her expression turned to one of
angry scrutiny. "Nothing gets past you, Kirk. You're a force to be
reckoned with." Her next words came hot, heavy, and strained to the point
of hysteria. "Why don't you tell me what my issue is?"


I didn't have a chance to even open my mouth; she had
already spun away, shoulders tense, and stomped off.


This was the woman I had loved and married.


This was the mother of my children.


This was the situation that was careening toward disaster
and divorce and she wouldn't lift a finger to help me.











CHAPTER 3


 


I pulled up to the drive-through window at Jack in the Box.
Working inside was the older gal who was sometimes at the window or one of the
registers. I never had figured out her schedule, but she worked a lot. She
looked at me with a bright smile that instantly faltered when she saw Cory in
the passenger's seat.


Lynn was her name. I smiled back, but it was too late.


She was an enigma to me. She didn't smile for other guys,
but she never flirted or anything like that. She was a small woman, but not
frail. I sensed sturdiness about her – a vivacious energy that was bursting
with open friendliness. She was older, like me, with wisps of gray streaking
her brunette hair.


When I walked into the place and could see her, she had a
figure that was delightful in every way: small up top like my wife, but thicker
in the hips and thighs like Renee. Truly, she was a beautiful woman who must
make some guy happy. Her hands were soft and small, but ruggedly ropy with
muscle and sinew.


More than any of that, her face was always a pleasant
experience. Easy on the eyes as they say. Strong chin and nose, her eyes were
spaced apart and softer than mink. The bangs that hung down over her eyes were
undaunted by the gray woven in the thick strands. Her smooth, flawless skin was
as perfect as Cory's, but Lynn's had a healthier color.


She was beautiful.


Maybe if I hadn't been married, we could… I would've… Maybe…


But I was married and I loved my wife. I truly did. I might
look and see Lynn, but nothing could happen there and I wasn't interested in
making something happen.


That wasn't me.


I took my extra-large Diet Coke, and then the bag of onion rings:
two orders. I handed her a ten. For the life of me, I couldn't figure out why
she looked depressed.


Was I depressing to look at?


I checked the visor mirror while Lynn got my change. Do I
have something on my face?


Cory snorted derisively.


Fuck, what a great start to the day. I closed my eyes
and remained quiet, ignoring the outburst that begged a loud retort.


I took my change and would've said something friendly to
Lynn, but she had already softly shut the drive-through window.


As I was pulling away to the street, Cory muttered,
"Why don't you get her phone number?"


I hit the brakes too hard at the street and looked both
ways. I clenched my teeth together until they were aching and the pain reaching
up to my temples. I took a very deep breath, and then another.


And another.


I pulled out into the street as if I was an old man who
wasn't sure if I was driving or dreaming. A car whipped past me, careening
dramatically in a road-rage statement that was unnecessary in a 25mph zone.


I heard her breathing. Saw her staring straight ahead.


I waited until I was calm. "Cory, I have ever only
loved you. I have remained loyal and true. I don't want some other woman and
I'm not interested in whatever skirt flashes my way. I only want you."
Almost strangled now trying to keep my voice soft and level, I barely managed
to squeeze out, "Just you."


She was quiet for a long time.


I wondered if she even believed me.


She surprised me with a quick grab to my forearm followed by
a firm squeeze. But she looked away and said nothing.


Exactly what the fuck was that? Anger mounted inside
me as questions so long unanswered were taunted and teased to the point of terrifying
fury.


I glanced over. She sat in the passenger's seat, looking out
the window. Over her bikini, she wore a fleece hoodie long enough to reach
mid-thighs. Just seeing her pale skin so smooth and perfect on those legs was
enough to make any man hard. Any man looking in would shake his head at how
lucky I was. Or woman.


Hmm, hey…


I jerked my head back in sudden consideration.


Was Lynn jealous?


On the one hand, it made sense. On the other, Lynn had never
flirted with me or indicated any interest that way. A woman was supposed to be
able to smile and not mean anything by it, right?


A smile was not an invitation – so repeated by so many women
on TV talk shows that the point was not lost: a smile usually meant the woman
hated men and were just waiting for the idiot man to say something so they
could claim sexual harassment.


I mean, I got it. The message couldn't be clearer. I wasn't
stupid.


But Lynn?


And Cory's reaction?


And Lynn's reaction?


And…


My mind flipped through the logical avenues of feminine
reactions with the jealousy aspect plugged into the equation. It all made sense
from every angle.


Except that it was all bullshit.


Total nonsense. I'm too old to be some young stud with
chicks mooning after me.


I shook my head and pulled into the visitor's parking at the
Oak Ridge Townhomes. It was an older complex designed and built as townhouses
back in the day with duplex units all arranged in a park-like atmosphere with
ponds, fronds, and ferns. Frogs even croaked in the gloom of the morning or
evening. Little waterfalls created a peaceful background music that made me
want to go to sleep whenever we visited. Over all the grasses and ponds stood
tall willows trimmed and shaped to allow ample movement underneath and unending
cool breezes.


If I hadn't owned a home… For the millionth time, it
seemed, I wished I had rather rented an apartment here. It was the most
expensive apartment in the city rent-wise, but still cheaper than owning a home
with all the property taxes, repairs, upkeep, insurance…


Cory walked ahead of me with a purpose – as if to escape me.
Her little butt wiggled forcefully and, despite her sexual allure, I hated it.
I despised it all. What had I done to deserve all this? What had happened? Why
had the mother of my children turned against me? I hadn't done anything. I
hadn't changed.


Maybe… Maybe I had changed. When I had met her, I had been
hungry for success. But that was nearly twenty years ago. I was successful now
and more confident of my stability. But… I thought women liked that?


I followed after her until I caught up at the door. With a
twist of her lips, she turned away from waiting for me and knocked.


Renee answered, wearing a bikini draped with an open robe.


I didn't need to see the rose tat she had on her left
breast. My jaw clenched.


Cory drifted into the apartment as if pulled toward the back
– where the sliding glass door let out to the common pool area.


"Hi, Kirk." Renee pecked my cheek.


I reached up and brushed my stubble after she stepped back
to close the door. She had never pecked my cheek before. Somewhat confused, I
hesitated.


I heard her close the door, and then felt her beside me. But
my attention was on other things and my hand fell away from my cheek.


Cory ducked around a grinning Warden who held out a banana
for her. My wife loved fruit. She scowled at him, but snatched the fruit in
afterthought.


Something really was eating her, though; she rarely scowled
at Warden.


What's up with her?


My eyes slid past to where something wasn't right.


Something…


Ah, there.


They had moved a statue of a wizard from the window to the
side wall. Fantasy wasn't much all my thing, but I considered the change.
Before, the wizard statue had been contrasted by the brightness of the window.
Hard to see. They had moved it over to the wall where it was almost enshrined
by surrounding statues, prints, and figurines of dragons. The wizard was
approaching gaudy, with a fantasy-style robe and pointy hat all painted purple
with golden yellow sun and moon symbols. It wasn't Disney-fied though. This
was—


"You noticed." Renee nudged me.


I said the first thing that came to mind without thinking
about it. "It was hard to see before—"


"Yep." She grabbed my arm with both of hers and
hugged it.


I said, "It's a lot more…"


"Hmm?" The swell of her breast pressed against my
skin.


No man could fail to grasp that. I jerked my arm away as
part of a gesture. "Very artistic." I didn't want to deal with
conflicting signals; I had enough shit to worry about. I looked after Cory.


She had gone out the sliding glass door already, but it was
Warden that caught my attention: he was staring down at her ass just as I had
done on the way up the walk.


I wanted to laugh out loud and barely suppressed a strangled
chuckle that came out as a sputtering noise that I turned into a forced cough. I
guarantee you, Warden. For every sexy woman you see and slobber over, there's a
man with her who's probably sick of her shit. Maybe that was something
marriage had taught me: it wasn't all hot wild sex. Women were people, too –
not life support systems for pussies. And people were flawed, had phobias,
quirks, mental imbalances. They had problems. Who didn't? I blew out a breath
and carried my onion rings and soda outside.


I don't know if Renee's feelings were hurt; I didn't care.
Not only was she not my wife, but not even my friend: she was my wife's friend.
I was the baggage that came with Cory: sometimes annoying; sometimes quiet;
sometimes funny; and often ignored.


No, not pity me. Don't mistake that. I preferred to operate
under the radar. I didn't want to be the talk and life of the party. I firmly
believed that silence was wisdom: when you opened your mouth, you proved how
utterly stupid you were.


I don't think a single person we knew considered me vacant.
I liked it that way.


Cory was entering the pool area through the gate. She chose
a lounge and deposited her things – towel and banana. Knowing she'd sip off my
soda until Renee offered her something else, I set my sights on the lounge next
to her.


She sat, not looking my way, and noticed a younger man
getting out of the pool. He was slim with a swimmer's waist and build. His
black hair was cropped over a patchy black beard – he was too young to get a
full growth.


Cory saw him turn the corner of the pool and walk her way.
Instantly, she was up and making a production of taking off her long hoodie.
She pretended to ignore the young man.


Of course, the guy's eyes locked onto the sight of my wife.
Her pale body was perfectly adorned by the off-white bikini with hints of pink.
His eyes dropped past her almost non-existent breasts down to…


I smiled. Another sucker for a sexy figure and you have
no clue the hell she is to live with… But for the fact that she was a
looker, I felt proud of her. On the other hand, I wanted to run over, pick her
up, and literally throw her into his arms. Hey, you think she's great? Go
ahead and find out, boy. Have a nightmare on me. Pride, and at the same
time, hate. All mixed with whatever love I had left.


She had a flashing fetish. I knew it, she knew it, and she
knew I knew it. Heck, I had been one of her flashing targets. So it didn't
surprise me that she showed off a little. I felt a numbness descend as I set my
onion rings down.


Cory looked at me. It was not a loving look. Maybe something
more along the lines of frustration.


Epiphany.


I struggled to ask in a straight voice, "When was the
last time you flashed anyone?"


Her eyes widened and they darted left and right to see if
anyone had heard. Swimmer-boy had already passed.


No one had heard.


She put fists to her hips and said under her breath, "Years."
But there was enough acid there that I felt the burn. I felt the accusation.


I sat and opened the bag, taking out one of the orders of
rings without thinking about it. "Miss it?"


She didn't answer. She turned away and made a pretense of
arranging her towel. She sat and smoothed out the nonexistent hairs on her
arms.


I knew the act. But I wasn't angry. I probed, "Has
Renee talked about it?"


Sensing that I wasn't being accusatory, she looked at me
with surprise. Her study of my face must have satisfied her to… whatever. She
said in a neutral tone, "Yes. Fun memories, you know? But no, she hasn't
tried to get me to—"


"Why not?"


Unperturbed by my interruption, she smoothly slid along the
thought trail. In that moment, we had perhaps the deepest and closest conversation
we'd had in months. Years. "She… I married you, Kirk. I married you. She
knows that…"


"She thinks flashing isn't something you should be
doing?"


She studied me again with not a hint of suspicion in her
eyes. She was very much listening and considering.


Love was that strong.


And surprising. A reward for those with patience:
communication heart to heart.


Or understanding someone after so many years produced…


She frowned in thought and looked down. "I… She… never
really said."


"I never stopped you…" The words came out slow and
difficult; I wasn't sure what I should think.


She tilted her head at me.


Renee and Warden came into the pool area. Young guy glanced
at Renee and pouted. He looked over at us, too.


Get your own fucking girlfriend, dick. I chuckled.


Cory said, "What?"


I indicated the guy. "Young guy there that checked you
out just pouted at Renee. Jealous little jerk."


"He checked me out?" There was a sudden breathless
and strangled control quality to her voice.


I looked at her and saw the pulse at her temple beating
harder. I saw the quiver in her neck. I noted the light of interest in her eyes.
I said slowly, "Yeah…" I added, "You didn't have to stop… your
hobby…"


She looked at me sharply, but said nothing. Renee and Warden
were next to us, putting their things down.


I leaned over close and whispered with a jerk of my head,
"Does he know?" My eyes shifted towards them – knowing she'd
understand I meant Warden.


She looked up at them suspiciously, frowning. She looked
away from all of us and nodded just enough for me to catch it.


Now I think I was more confused than ever. Had I hit on the
cause of her discontent? But what followed that revelation, if it was that? Had
she talked about this with Renee? What had been discussed? Had the conversation
occurred with Warden hearing? Or not? What did he think of Renee's former
hobby? Or did Renee still do it being she was only engaged and not married? Had
she accused me of interfering with her and my wife's former fun?


I had more questions than answers.


But now I knew what to pursue, even if it led to some kind
of dead-end. I felt traction. Progress. If I could just get Warden alone…











CHAPTER 4


 


My opportunity didn't come until later. It seemed like every
possibility was exhausted.


Instead of my wife and her friend swimming first, Warden
asked Cory if she was going to get in.


Tension tightened my shoulders.


Cory shrugged indifferently, but she got up. Her eyes
couldn't seem to focus on anything or anyone in particular. Me, Renee, him, the
young guy, the teenagers at the pool. They darted restlessly, but she went
without comment ahead of Warden.


I barely admired the tiny package of her ass in the bikini,
slightly widened over time by childbirth. Many guys would think it was too
small. I saw guys look occasionally and frown at her chest. I knew how critical
men could be. But none of that seemed to bother Warden.


If my wife hadn't been so cold around him, they might have
gotten along better. I almost felt sorry for him and perturbed at her. Didn't
she realize that how she treated him could possibly damage her only friend?
Renee and Warden were going to be married. Was my wife so dense? She might have
been waving her torch at the only bridge she had left.


But hey, everyone is different with different tastes. I was
solid and stocky, on the tall side. Some might say, a big man. Warden was
softer, a few inches shorter, and skinnier with the slightest bulge in his
belly.


If he didn't watch the beer, it was going to develop.


But the pool guy she had demonstrated for was more of the
Warden type than me.


Had I ever noticed my wife looking at anyone else that
looked like me?


Maybe my figure was not her preferred.


Maybe she had… settled.


Now that I had a new question I wanted to ask her, she
wasn't here. The two people I most wanted to talk to right now had walked into
the shallow end of the pool.


I sighed.


Renee said, "You don't look happy."


Her throaty voice annoyed me. I really didn't want to talk
about my problems with her. I grunted.


She snickered as if at a secret.


I looked at her with a twist to my lips and furrow to my
brow.


Her mouth was smaller than Cory's, but it split with a
delighted laugh.


I sighed and looked away.


She pushed a finger at my arm. "Hey."


"What?" I didn't look at her.


"Want to come to our wedding?"


I hated being put in these positions. "I don't really
know either of you…"


"It'll be fun."


"Can I send a gift?"


She mocked a pout. "Cory said you wouldn't come."


I was honest with her. "I don't like weddings – not
even my relatives."


"Yeah, she said that."


"Sorry."


She tossed her head lightly to the side as if to say,
"I tried."


Being that we were talking and she had understood, I
ventured to change the subject to something that really mattered. "Who's
idea was it to… flash together? Originally?" I hoped my question wasn't
rude or too personal.


Her smile was back – surprised, engaged. "You don't
know?"


I gave her an exaggerated look of stupidity. "I'm
asking…?"


She giggled. "Cory's."


I hadn't figured that. I blurted, "You're
kidding."


"Nope. Although I kind of pushed her into suggesting
it."


That seemed to fit better and I nodded.


"Your face that day in Walmart…"


I chuckled. "I can imagine."


She sighed wistfully.


"Do you miss it? Doing it?"


She bugged out her eyes dramatically. "Very."


I lifted my eyebrows.


She equivocated. "Sometimes."


"Grew out of it?"


"Never." There was a certainty to her voice that
was definite and without doubt. She went on before I could ask. "The
thrill of it is like a drug. It's scary – you don't know if someone is going to
scream and freak out. But they never did. They either looked away or…
looked." She ended that with a smile and I knew she was remembering me.


Maybe you're not so bad… "Ever talked about it
since with Cory?"


She smiled at me, not answering. But there was a
consideration and judgment in her eyes that suggested I shouldn't be asking
her.


I cleared my throat.


She placed a fingertip on my arm. "Maybe you should ask
her."


I rolled my eyes away from her and sought out my wife. She
was slowly swimming in the pool, alone as much as she could be with five other
people in there. I took a long, hard sip at my soda. Then I popped an onion
ring into my mouth.


"Can I have one?"


I looked at her jealously, but her expression was genuine. I
offered her the bag to pick from.


"What do you think of Warden?" There seemed to be
something cautious in her tone.


I looked at her sharply.


She looked down and away, suddenly concerned with chewing.


What's this? A test? I frowned at her, even if she
wasn't looking. I kept my tone nonchalant. "I don't know, why?"


Her eyes began darting as if searching for something.
"What do you think of him? Nice? Stupid? Dull?"


I stopped her from going on and on with her list. "He's
okay. We get along. I guess that's more than can be said about other
guys."


She smiled, relieved, and looked back up at my face.
"I'm glad."


I laughed before I could stop myself. "Why would what I
think matter—"


"I'm going to marry him and your… opinion in this
matter is important."


I blinked at her. What the fuck? Me? "How could
my opinion possibly matter—"


"Nothing gets past you, Kirk. Nothing at all.
Maybe," she trailed off as if uncertain, "you… see something in him I
don't."


Satisfied she at least made a speck of sense, I relaxed.
"Oh…" I popped another onion ring into my mouth. They were cooling
off.


She seemed suddenly relieved and said, "I don't want to
be making a mistake." There was a gravity behind her words that made me
look at her again.


I tilted my head and flicked my eyes out to the pool.
"Have you asked Cory? She seems to barely tolerate him."


"That's why I'm asking you."


Which made no sense to me at all. Women. Who can tell?
"Uh…"


"Can you talk to her? Maybe she'll be more accepting of
him?"


I blinked again at her. And again. And again.


She clued, in, got the picture, and looked away. "Yeah,
convincing her of anything is… hard…" She laughed.


I snorted.


She said, "I just want to be making the right
decision."


I turned towards her more fully, shifting over onto my side
as I reclined on the lounge.


Her eyes started to drift downward, but stopped.


I ignored the almost accident of her looking at my crotch
and went on as if everything was normal. Which, in fact, it was. She had
control, so… "Does Warden know about your… former hobby?"


"My fetish? Yes."


I didn't want to over-pry, so I remained silent. But my look
was expectant. Let her take the bait. Or not.


"He thought it was cool."


"Did he tell you that you should stop?"


She jerked back a little. "No, he likes it. Says I
should keep doing it."


"Have you?"


She lowered her voice and eyes. "As brave as I pretend
to be, flashing was something I needed a lot of courage to do… I needed Cory as
much as she needed me. Or we'd never have…"


"Have you talked about this with her?"


She looked up again. "Yes, she said you'd never
allow—"


"I never said anything." To impress the point on
her, I added, "She never brought it up."


Renee looked at me in confusion. "But—"


"Not once."


She held up a hand. "I believe you…" She looked at
the pool and the people in it. When she turned back to me, she held curiosity
in her expression. "What would you tell her if…"


I knew what she was asking. Now I had to face it myself.
Would I? Wouldn't I? Certainly, the entire thing had turned me on. It had been
my initial attraction to her. I realized something had gone missing and what if
that missing piece was this? Maybe this was it. Maybe? Maybe not. But maybe?
Was I grasping at straws? I ventured, "I don't know, but I think… I
wouldn't be… against it…" I wasn't sure what to say except to stress my
uncertainty. But the idea nudged along my thoughts until I felt the stirrings
down below – and it began to grow and enlarge.


Panicked, I sat up as the only way to hide what was
happening when it didn't stop. What a time to get an erection! I
flushed.


Her eyes followed me but were drawn to… She saw. Her eyes
were down, looking along my thighs to…


I brought my knees together so hard that they knocked. Then
I felt the heat of blush on my face and the chill of cold sweat on my forehead.
I wiped my brow with a nervous hand.


Renee blushed red and sucked in her lips. Her eyes were
bright and glassy.


It wasn't a sexual expression; it was one of embarrassment.


I didn't know what to say.


Neither did she.


I hoped she didn't think I was hard for her.


She sat up, too, facing me, and touched my knee. "Maybe
you should talk to her…"


I let out a suppressed breath explosively. "I've tried.
It doesn't go anywhere."


"So… it wouldn't bother you if she and I went flashing
again?"


I shook my head so forcefully that she gasped. But I was
more trying to clear my head and reject the idea I was hard and in an
embarrassing position. What if Cory came and discovered us sitting like this
and I had an erection? I looked out at the pool frantically.


She was out. She was coming.


I paled.


No way would she accept the truth – that I had gotten hard
thinking about her flashing again. She would believe I had gotten hard for
Renee.


Thankfully, Renee got up and swished away to the shallow end
of the pool.


I looked after her gratefully and then tore my eyes away
from her ass. I wasn't trying to look, but noticed the plump roundness that
most men would consider erection material. She wasn't mine; that I had noticed
didn't mean I had to stare, and I wasn't going to.


Cory slowed stiffly and looked after Renee. Then she fixed
me with a scowl that was worse for the fact that I had an erection I was
hiding.


Except that I wasn't thinking about Renee.


It didn't matter to my wife. She snorted in derision.


This angered me to the point of a savage jerk in my arm – to
grab the bag of onion rings. I popped one in my mouth, dangerously close to
biting my own fingers.


She sat awkwardly, and said, "So… you're checking out
my friend."


"I was not." I saw; I wasn't staring.


"I saw you."


I wanted to change the subject. I wanted to keep her from
noticing that I was sitting strangely. "She's worried you don't like
Warden."


As if I had thrown cayenne pepper into her face, she
recoiled. "What did she say?"


I shrugged, trying to recall her exact words. "She
wanted my opinion of him as if that mattered to her decision to marry him. And
she wanted me to ask if you'd be more accepting of him."


Her question was peremptory. "And what did you
say?"


I said pointedly, "That asking you was useless."


We stared at each other.


That succeeded in wilting my excitement. I relaxed and
reclined once again.


Cory's face went stony.


I asked, annoyed, "What?"


"You're hard."


"I am not—" I looked down as I said it. I had
certainly softened, but not enough to reduce the tent in my shorts. I sat up
again in exasperation.


My wife shrugged. "Renee is pretty…"


"I'm not interested."


She made a bland face of disbelief at me. "Disinterested
enough to get an erection?"


I relented and let the rest of the truth out of the bag.
"Not about her. We were talking about you and her flashing. I got excited
remembering it."


"Uh huh."


"It's the truth. She thought I should ask you if you'd
want to do it again with her."


Cory was silent for a few seconds. "I told her you'd be
against it."


"Yeah… she said that. What gave you the idea—"


"Remember telling me in the Jeep that you had married
me?"


I grunted.


"It's the same for me. I married you. I committed
myself to becoming someone else – for you. I… didn't want to remain… being… who
I was."


I pointed out the obvious. "I married you for who you
were."


She forged on over me. "And I wanted to be the wife you
expected."


"I never expected you to change—"


"Didn't you? Honestly?"


Put on the spot, I thought back. "Well, I guess I did,
but I never said—"


"You didn't have to, Kirk."


I blew a loud breath out in frustration. "But I never
said it."


"It doesn't matter; it was written in the set of your
shoulders, your brow, your posture."


"Great, now I'm a text book." I snorted and picked
the last onion ring. It was no more than lukewarm now. But it was my meal for
the day and I was still almost hungry.


She started, "When—"


I started at the same time, "Would—"


We both stopped in a huff.


She flipped her hand at me. "Go ahead."


I waved at her. "No, you."


She set her head slightly off, giving me a suspicious stare
of forbearance. "When you talked about a family after the wedding, it
carried a message of change. So I changed."


"Well, I hadn't meant it that way." Or maybe I
had? Subconsciously? I certainly didn't recall anything other than talk of
children being the motivation. She really thought I had meant—


"So Renee was talking about it—"


"She wants to do it again."


"I know."


"She said I should ask you."


My wife looked at me with an unreadable expression that
wasn't very approving.


I said, "I thought the idea of it sounded good. I'm not
against it."


Tension drained off her shoulders and she looked around
helplessly. "I'm married now. I have a family. I'm older. Who would I
flash?"


I coughed lightly. "Maybe you could both flash Warden
for starters." I was about to add on about getting her confidence back.


But she exploded at me, not contained enough to be
unnoticed. "Why would you say such a thing?"


People looked.


In the echo of her scolding outburst, I snapped under my
breath, "What's your problem?"


She knew she had caused a small scene. She lowered her eyes
petulantly. "He's marrying my best friend—"


"I just thought he'd be a safe way to get back in the
swing of things—"


Her face heated so fast it turned red in the span of one
heartbeat. The anger and rage was obvious. I went silent from the look only.


She whispered forcefully, "Sometimes you are a complete
ass, Kirk Fulton." It was said with such finality that I dropped it.


She checked the pool clock by the gate. "We need to go
in an hour."


"What? We've barely—"


"I need to meet my brother."


I rolled my eyes. Every other weekend or so she went off to
meet her brother Garret for what was supposed to be business.


I had my doubts.


She was a non-voting trustee for the family business. Being
a step-child, she wasn't entitled to anything other than her monthly stipend.
But her brother – her step-brother, technically – constantly called on her to
help make decisions. What input she had to a company that manufactured and sold
retail display equipment was beyond me. She never really elaborated.


I asked, "Why doesn't Roberts Industries hire—"


"We do things ourselves, okay?"


"Why didn't your step-father make you a trustor
then?" We had argued this before.


"He didn't want me marrying off his business out of the
family."


I waved her off.


"You don't complain about how I pay the mortgage."


I nodded as I always did: she had won the point. Arguing
about it was more habit than anything else and contained no heat or anger.
Before Warden came back, I said, "Talk to Renee. See if you two can… pick
up where you left off."


Her eyes narrowed on me in study. "What are you trying
to do, Kirk?"


I said, as quietly as possible, "Make you happy."
I hoped it was whispered low enough that she missed it.


Something in her posture told me she hadn't.











CHAPTER 5


 


I motioned furtively at Warden in the direction of the pool.


He did a neat pivot and followed beside me back the way he
had come.


In the instant we passed Renee, she looked at us with a
barely hidden smile that was more quirky than amused.


Whatever. Just go talk to Cory. I kept quiet until we
had waded into the pool. I moved over to the side and leaned my arms up and
back onto the ledge, relaxed. Just like I was surveying my domain.


Warden twisted around in the deeper part a few feet away.


I let out a long, loud breath. Too much tension. Too much
question. Not enough relief.


Warden mumbled, "Am I in trouble or something,
guy?"


I shook my head.


He turned so he was facing the ledge. His feet kicked under
the water and I saw he was treading.


Ah, duh, he's shorter than me. "You know about
Renee's former hobby?"


His face changed – became more serious, but also more guilty.
He muttered, "Yes… why?"


"How long have you known?"


"Almost since the beginning. She told me pretty much
right off." His expression was suspicious.


"You know that she and… Cory used to… do that
together?"


He turned again and brought his elbows up and out to support
himself. His answer was indifferent. "Yeah."


I nodded. I had wanted to establish the truth of it myself
without assuming I was getting the whole truth from the gals. "You had no
problem with that?"


His brow furrowed. "No…?"


"I'm just asking because the word between the girls is
that I disapproved—"


"Yeah."


I coughed in indignation. "It never came up."


He studied me closer but was quiet.


I said, "I'm not against them doing it… I'm kind of
angry that they think I—"


"You're okay with it?" The surprise was obvious.


I scowled and sighed. "I never said anything against
it. I'm pissed that everyone seems to think so."


"Do you… know how Renee and I met?"


"No." I had zero clue.


For whatever reason, Warden dropped it and did not
elaborate.


Curious, I pushed, "Did you get flashed?"


He laughed in a burst. "No…"


I shook my head ruefully. "I did." I relaxed a bit
as I felt Warden relax. I took a deeper, easier breath. "Renee seems
bothered that my wife is distant."


"Mmm." It was a grunt as noncommittal as anything
I could deliver.


I looked at him, studying his face.


He looked back from under his eyelashes.


I shrugged. "Cory is easy to get along with. And hard
at the same time."


"Tell me about it."


"Renee isn't jealous you try to—"


"Nah. I'm marrying her. She really wants me to be close
to Cory, but…"


"Women are strange; you have to like everything they
like or you're weird and need to be fixed."


Warden laughed, relieved. "Exactly."


"So if they got together and went flashing again, you'd
be okay with that?"


He nodded.


I opined, "Maybe you could chaperone them."


He chuckled fast. "Maybe. I think Renee would love
that, but Cory… Sorry, I don't mean to sound like I'm insulting your
wife."


I laughed with him. He was really a likable guy. "No,
no, I know only too well…"


His face fell like a hurt boy. "I don't know what to
do. I try with Cory to be nice and just be a friend, but…"


"Her only friend is Renee. I don't think she has room
for a guy-friend." I pursed my lips. "I think the only way things
would go easier with her…" I trailed off in thought.


"What?"


I shrugged. "She only responds to guys who look at her…
you know…"


He studied me, still looking as if he had been disciplined.


I nudged him with a verbal clue, "You know… check her
out?"


He looked around, at the gals on the lounges, and at the
other people. Then he turned to me, just as quiet as before. "Actually, I
tried that." He added in a rush, "Renee suggested it. But Cory… she
got mad. Made everything worse."


I jerked my head back in surprise. Worse? What the fuck
was this? Cory? Nonsense. "That… doesn't sound like my Cory." Turn
down a flirt? Pod-Cory? Alien imposter? Stepford Cory?


He shrugged with an expression of resignation.


I shook my head. "Keep trying."


He coughed an acid laugh of futility.


"No, no, don't worry; I'll… talk to her."


He didn't look convinced.


I rubbed my head. He was right; it wasn't likely I'd
succeed. When Cory had made up her mind, there was no stopping her.


Warden looked around, fidgeting.


"Need a smoke?"


He nodded and made a face and jerked his head to the side.
"The people here freak the fuck out when you smoke in the pool area."


I didn't smoke. I grunted. "Come by next Saturday
again."


"Eh?"


"Cory likes to smoke—"


"Yeah."


"We'll pass around some drinks. She loosens up with a
little vodka."


Warden was quiet.


"You drink…?"


"Sure."


I nodded. "Some people don't."


"Nah, no problem here."


"Anyway, take some smoke breaks; make it obvious."


"Think she'll join me?"


"Maybe. Like I said, I'll talk to her. Once she bends a
little, she'll be fine and include you. Then Renee is happy."


He nodded thoughtfully. "Next Saturday then…"


"See if you can get Renee to commit to taking up her
hobby again. I'm not ashamed to say… that Cory and I are a little more distant
than I'd like. I think it is because she thinks I didn't want her indulging in
her hobby. What gave her that idea, I don't know."


He listened intently.


"Let me tell you, Warden… The biggest advice I can give
you: make sure you give Renee exactly what she wants. I know women try to
change men all the time, but women turn into the Mad Witches of Eastwick if
they think you're denying them something or trying to change them. It insults
their womanhood."


He nodded.


"Work together with her even if you don't agree with
her. If she's making a mistake, never warn her more than once. Let her find out
on her own, and then she won't blame you."


He smirked. "Maybe I shouldn't get married."


I looked at him thoughtfully. "Maybe. But let me tell
you; when you are in agreement and synchronized, nothing is better. Right now,
I'm out of synch. I have to find my way back to… whatever it was where we were
synched."


He nodded slower and said in dawning understanding, "I
get you…"


"I can't make any promises about Cory. She either
softens up and includes you as a friend, or doesn't. But I'll see what I can
do."


"Renee and I would appreciate it."


I nodded at him in resolution, resignation, and recognition.
I had to approach Cory's problem somehow. For the first time in a year or more
and maybe even longer, I had actually conversed with my wife on a level
unremembered in recent times.


Yes… years. I couldn't remember the last time. I had
only this year noticed the yawning gulf between us. The rift had started early,
small, and grown silently until I tried to metaphorically step towards her one
day and found my foot over the edge. I needed to bridge this.


If I didn't, divorce was the only other option.


The stain of that realization sank into my chest and gut
like a huge gulp of acid and ash.


I saw Cory gather up her towel, my empty Jack in the Box
bag, and my drink. I knew it was time to go.


Was I going to succeed?


Or fail?


I honestly did not know.


But divorce was definitely the easier route. And the thought
sickened me.











CHAPTER 6


 


I watched Cory get into her BMW X7. It fit her style. In
mineral white, it fit her coloring.


Complimentary all around.


Great for zipping the kids around.


That's what money does for you.


I gripped the steering wheel harder, but released and got
out, just a moment after she had stomped away to her own vehicle. I was on the
edge…


She reversed out of the driveway and pulled off.


I stood on the doorstep to our home and listened to the
dwindling quiet sound of her departure.


Was she really going to see her step-brother?


What if all of these meetings were really a ruse and she
was… seeing someone else?


I tightened my keys in my grip.


It would be difficult to follow her; she could look in her
rearview mirror and see at once my safety yellow Jeep; it kind of stood out.


I paced on the walk, waiting.


"Hey, dad." Ben was coming out the front door.


"Hey. Where's Amy?"


"In her room. Stardew Valley." He rolled his eyes
much like I did.


I passed my hand over his hair – not quite a ruffle.
"Going somewhere?"


"Biking over to Allen's for some Overwatch."


I nodded. "Be home for dinner."


"Right."


So much like me…


I watched him walk his bicycle out from the side and fix his
helmet. Then he was pedaling off down the street.


I got into my Jeep and drove to Garret's house. She met him
there to discuss business matters. At first, I had suspected something fishy,
but she assured me Garret was gay. Even showed me pictures of him draped on
guys.


It was sort of obvious.


But after all this time, I wondered if it was a ruse?


With each quarter mile to his place, I grew more certain I had
been fooled.


Garret's home was certainly several cuts above ours, but it
wasn't one of the newer McMansions. It was an older sprawling home in the Glens
that dated back to the early 80s. Rich with vegetation, it was almost secluded,
despite being on less than an acre.


I pulled up and parked four houses from Garret's. Cory's BMW
was parked in the drive and there was no other activity except for a pair of
ladies walking with golf clubs. Seeing as they were dressed in pricey sweats
and not carrying any other gear, the purpose of the clubs was self-defense.


I shook my head. These ladies were fooling themselves: a
determined man could get past both swinging clubs and take down both women
without much trouble. Unless the jerk was incompetent. Of course, anyone attacking
had to be at least mentally incompetent, so maybe the clubs were a good idea.


They both watched me. One held her phone up and recorded as
they walked by.


Sheeit. Can't even park without some stuffy bitch
snooping with her phone… I closed my eyes to draw on what patience I could.


But they didn't linger and kept going.


I dared not drive by Garret's house with my wife there. If
she looked out a window or was coming out, my Jeep would be an instant beacon.


I turned around and drove home.


With each passing quarter mile, I grew certain I had been fooled
all these years. They had been laughing at me.


Her return home brought me up short. She might have been
gone for two hours, but…


But not a hair was out of place. Her lipstick was unsmudged.
Her bikini and hoodie were unrumpled and… perfect.


She stood in the kitchen where I was innocently holding a
glass of water and put her fists on her slender hips. "What're you looking
at?"


"Garret has been fucking you, hasn't he?"


She didn't bother to check to see if the kids were around.
Her eyes instantly flared from suspicious to fiercely angry. "I've told
you; he's gay!" Her pale face began coloring in anger. Her chest heaved
with her breathing.


I set down the glass and advanced on her.


She backed up against the doorframe, alarmed, but still
holding that angry look.


I thrust my hand out and cupped her bikini bottoms, forcing
my fingers in between her legs. "Are you all wet and used?"


Her mouth twisted, but she remained silent.


I stopped, stunned.


She was dry.


After a half a heartbeat, she thrust her hand out and
gripped my shorts – squeezing my package. "And are you still hard from
looking at Renee's ass?"


"I was not…" But my retort held no conviction and
it faltered, obviously, in the empty kitchen.


She moved her hand vigorously, jacking me through my shorts.
"Come on, Kirk; I saw it. You were checking her out. Like them a little
plump?" These weren't pillow-talk questions; they were dripping acid.


Embarrassed by her astute observations, I threw back at her,
"You certainly demonstrated for the guy at the pool – pulling off your
hoodie and stretching…"


Her voice lowered – dangerous, not seductive. "And he
looked, too. Tell me Kirk… did that turn you on?"


The rush of thoughts from pride to disgust rinsed through my
resolve. "No." I firmed my mouth. It had on one hand, but it hadn't
on the other.


"So if you weren't turned on by the guy looking at
me," she reached her hand down my shorts and gripped my cock, "then
you must have gotten hard looking at Renee's ass. Does she turn you on?"
Her hand stroked at my member.


I was getting hard over your flashing thing… I began to
harden just thinking about it. I tried to voice my rejection of my thoughts
and her hand all in one. "No."


"You're getting hard now." She tugged down my shorts,
freeing my growing erection.


Frantically, I pulled them back up, checking to see if our
daughter had come bouncing into the kitchen for some apple juice or something.
"Amy is here!"


Her expression was not happy. "Bedroom, Kirk. I'm not
done talking to you."


Something skating along the edge of her voice had me moving
before I could object or equivocate.


She shut the bedroom door quietly and yanked my shorts down
before I could object. She stood straight, pointed with her palm upward and
finger angled down as if offering evidence in a court of law. "This
doesn't look like disinterest… dear." The last word was biting.


I pursed my lips and said, "I have been thinking about
your flashing fetish all day. That's why I'm hard."


She stepped close, a very obvious false look of seduction on
her face. She gripped my semi-erect dick again and pulled up on it. "So
you weren't hoping to stick this in Renee?"


My response was instant. "No."


She stroked, looking up at me. "Tell me the truth,
Kirk. You were thinking about it, weren't you?"


I said, just a little more forcefully, "No."


"Then why are you hard?"


I pulled away with a disgusted blow of breath. "Because
you're stroking it. Duh!" I turned away. "Do you want me to be all
excited over Renee?"


"No."


There was something in her voice that caused me to turn
back. She wore the same certainty on her face.


She said, "No, I don't." But she was standing,
arms crossed and folded defensively before her. She was looking away at the
floor.


In that instant, I began to harden faster. There was
something vulnerable about her as she stood in her bikini and hoodie that
appealed to a part of me. I tried the truth, again. How much longer I could
keep at it, I didn't know. But the truth had to mean something. "I was
talking to her and got hard because we were talking about you flashing. Maybe
it's something you need to do. Maybe it's something that will fulfill some part
of you that childbirth—"


"You caused it, Kirk."


"I never told you to stop."


She said nothing, but we both knew she was thinking that I
hadn't needed to say anything for it to be fact. What we were dealing with now
was the fallout.


I moved to her, stepping out of my shorts. I pressed my
erection against her and put my arms around her. "I think flashing would
be good for you. It's something you liked doing."


She still held her arms together between us, but she looked
up at me.


I stroked my hand down her arm. "Get on the bed."


Both of her eyebrows lifted a little, but she lowered her
chin a tad – more an expression of suspicion than surprise.


I nudged her with my erection.


One corner of her mouth tilted upwards, and then she moved.
The hoodie was tossed onto her computer chair. The bikini became a pitiful
puddle on the carpet.


And her aged form still made me hard. Her breasts weren't as
perky as before. Her skin wasn't as smooth, but rather a little more loose in
the way it hung on her stick-frame. The lines were deeper on her face and her
eyes not as youthful-wide as they had once been – now more squinty and
suspicious.


And more beautiful than any naked model on the internet.


My dick throbbed.


I went to her, but I wasn't as direct as my need. I had…
another question – a confirmation that needed… I bent between her legs and made
to go lick her. I inhaled deeply, sucking in whatever odors might come from her
– such as man-scent?


But there was nothing. My tongue on her clit tasted nothing
at all except her skin. My approach offered a close-up inspection of her pussy.
The lips were normal, not inflamed. The coloring was even, not flushed. No,
this pussy had not been used.


A strange mixture of frustration swept over me. I felt the
tug of elation and the drag of disappointment. I didn't want her to cheat on
me, but I was sure she was. The lack of evidence at this prime moment of
discovery meant my suspicions were only postponed, neither vanquished nor
confirmed.


So maybe she wasn't cheating with her step-brother. Okay,
fine. But then who?


I lifted after her sighs turned to moans. She had tasted
utterly normal. With joy and anticipation, I pushed the head of my erection
into her. That familiar hot velvet sucked me in and I slid halfway in before
needing to adjust.


Cory's eyes were closed and her head slightly turned away.
Relaxed, maybe? Trying to not think of me, maybe? Thinking of… who, instead?


I drove deep to my balls with the second push.


She opened her eyes, lifted her head, and looked right up at
me. Her hands came up and cupped my face as I began pumping my cock in and out
of my wife. Her mouth was open in a silent gasp and her eyes began to glaze
over – still locked on mine. She whispered, "Oh… Kirk…"


I whispered hoarsely, "It's you that excites me. Not
your friend."


Her eyes cleared in an instant, but without wariness.
"You're not thinking of Renee?"


"No."


"She has a sexier figure than I do…"


"No."


"But you were looking at her—"


"Because of the topic. The flashing thing."


"Were you imagining her flashing?"


I laughed. "I've already seen her pussy,
remember?"


"You didn't like it?"


I coughed in annoyance, but still kept pumping her. "It
was fine; I liked yours better."


"You never wanted to try hers out?"


I laughed again – this time in derision. "No. Not even
once."


Her eyes squinted at me, but only for a second.


I said, "I told her I would talk to you—"


Her shoulders relaxed. The furrow between her brows
smoothed. "You really want me to take up flashing again?"


"Yes. Renee told me that you used to use each other for
support—"


Cory giggled. "Yeah…"


"Take it up again; she wants to."


"You want me flashing men again?"


I was quiet for several pumps.


She lowered her eyebrows. "Kirk… I know that silence.
It means disapproval."


I was fast on that one. "No." Not if it means
we get further broken in the process. "No… that's not what I was
thinking. She's getting married—"


Cory turned her head to the side and blinked.


I gave her a couple of very deep, probing thrusts.
"Warden supports her flashing again and I think he'd be a great chaperone
to the both of you when you do it again."


She looked up at me horrified. "What an awful thing to
say."


I blinked in confusion and stopped pumping.
"What?"


"They're getting married."


"Right?"


"If he goes along with us, he'll be seeing me flash my
pussy. He shouldn't be seeing that if he's marrying—"


"It'd be no different than if I went with you two and
saw Renee flashing hers."


Cory didn't answer.


I prodded her. "Right?"


"It would be better."


"You want me seeing Renee's pussy?" I started
pumping again without thinking about it and then realized I was doing it. I
stopped again.


"Better you than him."


"Why? I think this would be a great opportunity for you
to connect with him as a friend – someone you can trust."


She scowled, but it held little anger.


"Give him a chance, Cory. It bothers Renee that you
don't accept him."


My wife snorted in contemptible derision. "She'll get
over it."


"And what if she doesn't? She's the only friend you've
got and she desperately wants you to accept him."


Her eyes narrowed at me with a precision that almost made me
flinch. "And you're okay with me being friends with him?"


And suddenly I knew what the entire problem was between all
four of us: Cory knew I was suspicious and jealous. Any token amount of warmth
and acceptance on her part towards Warden would be viewed by me with such
suspicion that her life would be hell.


I stopped pumping, frozen in realization and epiphany.


She looked up at me, saying nothing. Waiting? Wishing?
Wanting? Dreading? I couldn't read her expression. But I was more concerned
with my conclusion about myself. Had I invisibly cornered her with unspoken
expectations and demands that had never departed my mouth to her ears?


Was my wife psychic or something?


I trembled, propped up on my arms. Abruptly, I sagged,
relaxing in resignation. "Cory… I'm sorry…"


"For what?"


"If I somehow expected and caused you to do something
you didn't want to do – like stop flashing." Feeling relieved and much
more comfortable with the admission, I began pumping again. "Listen, talk
to Renee. Go out with her. Take along Warden. It'll allow you to at least
become comfortable with him as your best friend's husband. And I swear I won't
get jealous."


She coughed in disbelief. "You? Not jealous? Not
suspicious?"


I thrust forward, relishing the feel of her soft wetness. I
closed my eyes, making love to her with full in and out strokes. "I
promise – and I don't promise lightly." I opened my eyes. "Let Warden
chaperone you two; it'll make me feel a lot better knowing you're safe with
him. And if he sees your pussy, then he sees it. He and I will have something
in common, then: we'll have both seen the other's wife's pussy."


"Do you ever try to remember what hers looks
like?"


I chuckled. "Nope."


"Warden will—"


"Give the guy a chance, Cory. Renee wants you to. I
want you to if you're going to remain friends with her. He wants to be accepted
by you."


She tilted her hips slightly while studying me. It was a
subconscious little clue that I took to mean she was getting close.


I gave her some deeper, harder thrusts. "Let him be
your friend, for fuck's sake. And who cares if he sees your pussy? Let him.
After all, you like it when men look."


"You… don't mind if he sees it?" Her breathing was
accelerating, but even through that, I registered her shock.


I laughed and pumped faster. "No. Other men are going
to see it, too, if you start flashing again. I liked you doing it. And who
cares if he sees it? Let him take pictures of it, for all I care. Just do
it."


Cory lifted her hips up in a forceful reaction of lust. Her
face screwed up in exquisite tension and then she burst like fireworks,
exploding in a series of hip thrusts and grunts.


Her pussy began clenching my sliding cock in squeezes that
took me to the edge. I hesitated.


She gasped, "Don't edge it; let it go."


With a frantic push, I buried my cock into her and began
unleashing an orgasm that ripped through me in cleansing waves.











CHAPTER 7


 


Monday was a little frustrating for me: not only was it the
first day of the week, but two reasons set my jaw on edge. The first reason was
that it was another five days until Renee and Warden came over and I put my
wife to the Vodka test and either broke her barrier or watched her friendship
to Renee wither.


Did it matter to me at all if she was friends with Renee?
Not really, but I knew she would become unbearable if that friendship was
allowed to be destroyed.


The second reason for my frustration was that Lynn didn't
work at Jack in the Box on Mondays. I was curious to see if I could detect
jealousy from her over me being married.


Did it matter to me if Lynn was jealous? Not really, but I
was curious. I didn't like to harbor unknown questions.


So it was with some anticipation that I strolled inside
Tuesday and saw her at the counter. I waited in her line rather than the other
and even motioned for a squat woman and her squat child to use the other line
ahead of me.


Lynn saw it all with one glance, and then didn't look at me
again.


When it was my turn, I ordered my usual, but she had already
punched it onto the screen: two orders of onion rings and an extra-large diet
coke.


She did not look up.


I frowned at her, studying her features. She really was a
beautiful woman. Her face was something that one could dreamily look at while
fucking. Definitely. But today her eyes held a tension all around them. Her
mouth was turned down in… disapproval? Disappointment? Dejection? Her mumbled total
wasn't her usual, smiling, cheerfulness.


Was this what jealousy looked like on her? Or
disappointment? Was it something other than me or was it that she had seen Cory
in my Jeep? I wanted to ask, but didn't. That would be embarrassing to us both
– and an opportunity for her to shrug it all off on me with a derisive laugh.


She dropped my change into my hand without any skin touching
– definitely not the usual exchange of coin.


I missed that little touch.


Something was lost there, but I turned away and carried out
my bag without further intercourse. What would it matter? I was married. Even
worse, so was Lynn: I had seen the wedding ring on her finger many times.


Had my Cory noticed the hidden tension between me and the
counter-girl at just a glance? Was she that much more perceptive? Was I not
giving my wife the credit she deserved? What else might Cory be seeing that I
was missing?


What was I missing?


And Lynn? What was her problem? It was okay for her to be
married and looking at me, but not okay for me to be married? What was it with
women who thought it was good for them to be flirty, but not men? Why did
Hollywood movies portray women cheating as something good and played out to
wailing saxophones of indulgence while men were portrayed cheating as dark events
to heavy, disapproving drumbeats?


People were people, whether they had a pussy or a dick.


And people were assholes.


Most of them.


Fucking retarded apes, all of them…


And there was much I didn't like in what I saw around me. It
almost seemed as if the entire world was shrinking into a focused box of lies
and deceptions. I couldn't even trust what I heard and saw on TV. Fact Checks
turned out to quote the very evidence that proved the fact check false – as if
we were too stupid to read.


Maybe that was what we had come to: information overload.
Swipe a headline, don't bother to read the content, and trust that the headline
was enough research to get us by. Loudly proclaim we knew what we were talking
about because we swiped a few headlines in a Google search.


Fuck my onion rings. I didn't need them anymore if I
had to face someone else's disapproving shit.


All the more, I treasured what I had with Cory, and, a
little less, the tenuous connection to Renee and Warden. Could we four forge
ahead in the world, or was I destined to lose even what little I had and be
truly alone?


Warden lacked drive and ambition. He seemed to be satisfied
with accomplishing little. He would not be someone I ever employed, if I did
hire anyone. But he was a decent enough guy on his own, holding a beer, and
talking. Likable, even.


Renee was baggage that came with Cory. Lug it along, I
guess, but she wasn't all that bad, either. I didn't like her tats. But so
what? She did, and Warden must have liked them, also. Did it make her a bad
person to be around because I didn't like tattoos? Nope, she was also likable.
She even seemed to really care about Cory and me.


And they were people, too. They had their problems. They had
their issues. They had their thing. Maybe they viewed us the same way. What did
I do that they didn't like but accepted?


If they accepted me, shouldn't I be willing to accept them?


Everything came down to give and take. This for that: quid
pro quo. I came into life a little harder, though. Scratch my back and I'll
scratch yours, but mind your own business. Seemed like every walking asshole in
the world needed to know my business and demanded immediate information.


Hey, want my dick size with my social security number?
Need to know how often I crap?


Fuck them.


Fuck all of them.


It was on Friday I asked Cory, "What are my
faults?"


I got an eyebrow for an answer.


And a pursing of the lips.


Oh for fuck's sake, the list is too long to detail… I
rolled my eyes.


"You have no patience, Kirk."


"What?"


She knew I had heard her. "You settle everything in
your mind and think we're all supposed to psychically catch up to you."


I made an even more confused face of mental constipation.
"What?"


"I'm serious." She tapped out of her Messenger on
the computer and swiveled her chair to me. She looked like a frail chicken
crouched in the computer chair. "You come to whatever conclusions you have
and you don't tell any of us anything. We have to constantly guess what you're
on about from minute to minute."


"What a bunch of bull shit."


Both eyebrows came up and her chin dipped. "See?"


"What haven't I told you?"


She lifted both hands into the air helplessly. "I don't
know; you haven't told me."


I shook my head. "What am I—"


"Why don't you tell me what's going through your head
instead of asking me a question and hating the answer? Maybe it will help us
both understand what you're really getting at."


"I just wanted to know my faults."


She cleared her throat in a discourteous display of
dismissal. "You're also critical and judgmental. You take people apart and
don't give them a chance. You analyze something, come to a conclusion, and then
expect us all to agree with you."


I sighed from the edge of the bed. I suppose that's all
true…


"Don't sigh at me; you wanted the truth. You assumed I
came home last weekend and had been fucked by my step-brother. I had no clue
what you were on about, but you were certain."


I grunted.


"What if I believed you were fucking Terri?"


"My sister? Come on…" I rolled my eyes again.


"What if I did and I started asking questions assuming
it was all true?"


I brooded in silence; it wouldn't be fair and I knew it. I
asked, half-sarcastically, "Is there any hope for me?"


She smiled warmly. "Your faults are fine for what they
are. I'm comfortable with them – usually."


"Usually?"


"Sure; sometimes you just surprise me with what you're
thinking is all."


"How does that all contribute to this gulf between
us?"


She turned away. "I tried to change for you, Kirk. It
wasn't as easy as I thought."


"I didn't want you to change." We had been over this.


Many times.


She shrugged. "So you say. But the set of your mouth
tells another story."


"Didn't I just tell you to take up your hobby
again?"


She looked at me, eyes open more than usual. "Sure,
after fourteen years?"


I stared at her.


She stared back. "I wanted to change for you, but it
was harder than I thought."


"Well, I didn't want you to change and I don't want you
to change. Better late than never?"


She heaved a very slow, patient sigh of introspection. She
nodded a little. "Maybe."


"Why maybe?"


She looked up at me and said drily, "You don't seem to
put up with any hint of my flirting."


And there it was. I sat up straighter as if finally having
gotten to the point of everything, after all. I opened my mouth to deny it, but
knew I couldn't. I shut my mouth.


She went on as if acknowledging my internal dilemma.
"You must know, we didn't just flash anyone. Granny with her walker? Come
on. We flashed guys – good looking guys. Sometimes older men. Sometimes younger
men. But good looking guys. It was a flirt, in a way."


"I thought you did it just to see their
reactions?"


"Right, but good looking guys."


I searched the room frantically while my mind processed this
bit of info. I scratched my temple and muttered, "I guess that makes
sense."


"So you're essentially asking me to flirt. You want me
to show other, good looking men my pussy. I did it to get their reaction, Kirk.
I wanted to see what they thought. It was daring and risqué. It was exciting.
It was even better when I saw their faces light up in appreciation."


I stared at her softly in thought.


"It made me wet."


I swallowed, stuck now with a reality I hadn't thought
through. So much for me not missing anything. I swallowed again.


"And now you want me to flash again…"


I scratched.


She moved to the bed to sit beside me. She placed her hand
gently on my crotch and squeezed me through my jeans. "Men will see my
pussy, and I will only be showing good looking men. Handsome men, Kirk. They're
going to see my pussy and stare at it. They're going to feel good looking at
it. Some of them are going to get hard – like you did."


I had liked that about her – that daring, saucy behavior.
And… she had changed. Was I not just missing what had been altered, but not
liking what she had become?


If I went with her as chaperone, would I be able to handle
it quietly? Now, more than ever, I looked to Warden to be the guy doing
something I might not be able to do – a guy I wouldn't hire for a minute. But
he'd be able to do what I couldn't – in this case.


I latched onto that as a concrete thought. One more notch in
his favor: I was beginning to appreciate him.


She said, "You're awful quiet."


"I'm trying to process it all…"


"Tell me. Talk it out."


I shrugged and shook my head, not knowing where in my
fractured thoughts to pick up a loose end. But I chose one and spoke. "I
suppose I had figured you would change for me. I don't know. Even if I never
said it. I'm sorry."


She dipped her chin in acknowledgment.


I went on. "I definitely loved what you were when I met
you – not that you've changed for the worse."


She said nothing – just watched me. Her hand was motionless
on my crotch, but I felt the warmth of her hand. It was… comforting.
Reassuring. Her touch was magic.


I said, "But I do want you to be the woman I married. I
want that back."


"So you want me to take up flashing again."


I hesitated. "Yes."


"You know that means flirting. Flashing is physical
flirting. There's no other way to define that, Kirk."


I cleared my throat in trepidation. "I know." I
cursed myself for not thinking all this through as thoroughly as I usually did.
Her flashing was great, but I had hated her flirting. And yet… it was the same.
I reached out in unspoken hope that it could all be controlled to my
satisfaction – whatever that was. "At least you'll have Warden looking out
for you." Keeping you from getting dangerous.


As if she had read my thoughts, she looked away. "I
don't really want him involved."


"He's going to be part of your best friend soon. Treat
him like shit and you're going to lose your friend. Just saying." I didn't
care if she liked him or not, but if she lost Renee as a friend, I was
absolutely certain I would somehow get the blame. Better that she tolerated
Warden and kept her friend.


She took a deep breath and let it out quietly. Then she
looked back at me. "Is he your condition?"


It was an easy out. I didn't think I could stand by while
she physically flirted with a handsome guy by flashing him. I might have second
thoughts. And thirds and fourths. But Warden would keep Renee in line, most
definitely. And by virtue of his presence, he would keep Cory in line, too. She
had to know he would report back to me if she… did more than flash. That passed
all through my head in an instant. I answered, "Yes."


Her shoulders drooped, then straightened. "Fine."


"I didn't like him all that much either when I met him.
But he's not a bad guy."


She squeezed my crotch. "Are you still edging?"


It was something I had done for the longest time – long
before we were married, too. "Yes."


"Want me to help?"


My first inclination was that I wasn't helpless, that I
could do it myself. But I knew she didn't mean it that way. This was her way of
being involved. I was just a little put off by the sudden change of subject.
"I… guess, sure…"


"Shut the door. Get out of these."


I did and settled back onto the bed, lying on my back with
my arm up behind and underneath my head.


She gripped my dick and wobbled it around as if trying to
wake it up. "You're going to be okay with me flashing again?"


"I guess so."


She began playing with the head.


"Why did you change the subject?"


"Hmm?"


I lifted my eyebrows. "We were talking about
Warden—"


She made a dismissive noise. "I don't really want to be
involved with him…but if that's your condition…"


"Well, it's not like I'm asking you to sleep with him—"


She squeezed my dick in a death grip that lifted me off the
bed.


"Ow!"


"Sorry." She relaxed her grip a bit. "I just…
I don't know. I'm happy for Renee, I guess…"


"You're not marrying him, so what's the problem?"


She rolled her eyes and focused on fondling my dick.


I grew hard, finally. "He's going to be performing a
service I don't think I can…"


She stopped playing and looked me in the eyes. "I
wondered why you didn't volunteer. Is this going to be a problem?"


"No." I made sure I got that out quick. "But
I'm trusting him to be there for both of you and watch out for you. I don't
want you hurt or…"


She looked down at my dick and started stroking it again.
Then she reached over and grabbed the oil. All greased up, she applied her hand
to me again and lifted her grip up and down my shaft. "It doesn't bother
you that he'll see my pussy?"


I laughed. Him? You hate him; he's safe. "Uh,
no." Thank god she didn't ask about other guys. Then I moaned – she was
stroking me closer to the edge.


She grinned and stroked faster before letting off.


I sighed as my dick throbbed. "You're so good at
that…"


She giggled. "I used to edge my ex-boyfriend all the
time…"


I bolted upright. For fourteen years, she had refused to
talk about him. "Tell me about him."


Her eyes slid to the side and then rolled. She placed her
hand back on my erection and rubbed the head with her thumb. One shoulder
shrugged. "I once edged him for so long that when he came, he completely
filled my mouth until it was overflowing."


I gasped and flinched. The vision was filthy… and sexy.


She released my dick immediately and watched a large drop of
precum ooze out. She lifted her eyebrows and smiled. "Got you close, huh?
Talking about him?"


"You never talk about him. Why not?"


Her voice fell flat. "He moved on."


I dropped my mouth open and slowly tilted my head back in
dawning realization: she had been spurned.


Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned…


She gave my dick a few, harsh jerks and let go. She was a
master.


I rolled to my side and tugged at her, beginning to remove
her scanty clothing. Off came the tube top and skimpy shorts. She murmured
laughter, but went along with it.


Almost like the old days.


Yes, it was almost good.


I stroked my fingers into her thin folds as my dick
twitched. "So… about your ex-boyfriend. What was his name?"


She turned her head away in disgust. "He's old news. It
was long ago and it's done."


"So it's safe to talk about him, duh." I stroked
her clit. "What did he do that you liked?"


Her mouth opened and her eyes were down on my fingers,
watching. Her hips tilted a little.


I was warming her up.


I asked again, "What did you like about how—"


"He licked me like crazy. He…" she moaned,
"had the most wonderful tongue."


I got between her legs and began licking. "Did he do
the alphabet on your clit?"


That made her laugh and much of the tension drifted away
from her. "Um, no, but he twirled his tongue a lot and nibbled."


"Like this?"


Her hips lifted higher and then settled back again. She
sighed breathily.


I liked the response and kept at it. "Did he finger you
while he licked?"


"Yes."


I inserted a finger.


She shuddered.


My cock began aching. Her responses to my questions were
turning me on. I licked more frantically and nibbled where I could.


Her moans grew louder.


"Did he have a nice dick?"


She jerked and shook, lifting her head in alarm. Her voice
came hard and fast, on the edge. "No, why do you ask?"


"He had an awful dick?"


She relaxed slightly. "No, no. It was nice. But it
wasn't as big as yours."


I grunted.


She said with a laugh, "No worries in that department,
Kirk; you're the biggest man I've ever had. That monster of yours threw two
babies into me."


Flutters of contentment made me sublime. I sawed my fingers
in and out of her and licked again. "At least he made you cum with his
tongue?"


She gasped, gasped again, and then her breath caught. Her
hips came up into my face and suddenly her hand was gripping my hair and
pulling my face in. She shuddered and cried out, "Yes! Yes he did! Yes!
Yes…" Her hips pumped up and down in a frenzy of release. Her skin flushed
hot and heat rolled off of her thin little body in waves.


I rolled with her orgasm, stabbing my tongue in and out, and
licking up and down her swollen clit.


Her hand released my hair and she sighed luxuriously.
"Oh, Kirk…"


"His name wasn't Kirk, was it?"


As if prodded with a cold stick, she shoved me away and
rolled onto her side. Her expression was wry. "Shut up." She gripped
my leaking erection and began toying.


I stuck both hands behind my head and watched with
satisfaction.


She smeared the ooze all over it and ran her thumb back and
forth across the head. She scooted down until her face was right next to it and
she crossed her eyes looking at my erection.


I asked, "You never looked him up after we got
married?"


"No." It was delivered flat and final.


I nodded, letting it go. "So he liked edging,
too?"


"Mm hmm." Up and down her hand went, sending
delicious tingles along my shaft and down my legs.


"And he filled your mouth?"


"Yep."


"That's a lot of cum," I said with some disbelief.


"I had a picture of it for a while."


"He took a picture?" I gasped.


She let go of my dick and watched it. "I deleted
it."


I deflated. "Oh." My dick twitched.


She grabbed it again and just held it in her warm hand.


Master manipulator.


I said, "How often did he fill your mouth?"


She uncrossed her eyes and looked at me. "You really
want to know?"


"Yeah."


"Just the once. But I edged him all the time. For that
one, I edged him for almost three days straight."


"Wow…"


"Wow?"


"Sounds like fun."


She giggled.


"You don't mind talking about him now?"


"No, I do."


I pouted. "Oh, sorry."


"No, don't worry. I should've gotten over him a long
time ago."


I lifted my brow in surprise. "You're still enamored
with—"


Her forceful rejection stopped me. "No." She
frowned and went back to thumbing my helmet. "I just meant I shouldn't be
so angry about it all… I guess…"


"Ah."


"Anyway, you have a bigger dick."


"So he was really small?"


She blurted out a laugh. "No, not at all. It was a
very, very nice dick. Almost as thick as yours and about an inch or so smaller.
But very nice."


"Is mine too big?"


She stopped thumbing and waved my dick a little.
"Sometimes… Sometimes it hurts. You really are the biggest I've ever
had."


"How many have… you had, Cory? Really?"


Her eyes searched mine, and then began darting back and
forth anywhere but at my face. "You want a count?"


I asked in a phony ominous voice, "Is it that
many?"


She didn't answer.


"You told me before your first sex was nine years
old?"


She nodded, not looking at me.


"Tell me about it."


She shook her head.


I sighed.


She suddenly blurted, "I had eight boys before
eighteen. I've had another sixteen after."


"What?"


"No, seventeen."


"What?"


"No, wait…"


"Cory…"


She was thinking. "There was…" Her eyes went up
left, then right, then to the side. "Nineteen guys after high school, if
you count…"


"Holy shit."


She scowled at me.


I lifted my hands. "I'm not saying you were a slut, but
fuck, what a slut."


She squeezed my dick threateningly.


I laughed. "That's not a bad thing."


"Are you sure?"


I cleared my throat. "That sure is a lot of guys…"


"I loved it. I loved being fucked. Having a guy pressed
down on me was like a drug. It satisfied me in so many ways."


I laughed, rolling my eyes.


She scowled again. "What?"


"As if any of us guys could get so lucky."


"How many girls did you bed before me?"


"Three, if you don't count my—"


"Sister?"


My voice got angry. "If you weren't a woman, I'd slap
you."


Her face went from amused to stony. "Sorry. Bad
joke."


"I never had a thing for my sister. Yuck."


"Sorry," she stressed.


I nodded and waved her off. "Nah, don't apologize.
Anyway, if you count my teacher, I had four."


"Four?"


I nodded.


She gripped my cock and stroked, her eyes alight. "I
really want to know about your teacher."


I was flabbergasted. "Mrs. Smith? Whatever for?"


"What, was she some old hag?"


I laughed. "Uh, no, she was fucking hot. She was a tiny
little brunette with round glasses and curly hair usually done up in a ponytail
or pigtails."


"Pigtails on a teacher?"


"Yeah. Tenth grade. She was married, too." I remembered
back to her bucking body as I rammed her.


"Did it happen just the once?"


Shocked, I almost choked. "Um, no. It went on for
months. Almost every weekend multiple times. I think I fucked her probably
ninety times."


"And she was married? Where was her husband?"


"He'd be out in the yard. Sometimes I think he
listened."


"Was she good?" Her hand stroked slower.


"Very. Carli Smith was probably the best lay I've ever
had." I had to tell the truth.


"Better than me?"


Yes, but… "Different. I wouldn't trade you for
her, ever."


"Ninety times? Had she gotten her tubes tied or
something?"


I clenched my jaw. "No, actually…"


"What?"


"I got her pregnant."


Cory's eyes widened in alarm. "At sixteen?"


I nodded.


"Did she abort?"


"No. She had the boy. Somewhere out there, I have
another son."


Her face paled. "That's…"


"Insane?"


"Yeah, I was going to say awful, but… yeah…"


I sighed. "Sorry to unload on you with all that."


"No, no, that's okay. I didn't know all that about
you."


I shrugged.


"Why did you stop fucking her?"


"Because she got pregnant. Then they moved away. It was
quite sudden. I almost think that they used me to get her pregnant."


Something must have shown in my face. She asked subdued,
"Did you like fucking her?"


"Very much."


"Would you still be fucking her if she hadn't moved
away?"


"Well, I'm married now."


"You didn't answer my question."


I laughed scornfully. "And could you have married me
knowing I was fucking a married woman on the side?"


She hesitated for a long time. "I don't know,
maybe."


"Oh, come on."


"No, I'm serious. Knowing the situation… Would you have
run away with her from her husband?"


"Fuck no."


"Then I don't think I would've interfered."


I lifted my head. "Are you serious?"


"Yes, I'm serious. We don't just become blank people
for our partners to repaint. I was who I was before you came along. You were
who you were. Haven't we seen the damage it causes when we expect each other to
change?"


I shook my head. "So if she hadn't moved away, you'd be
perfectly okay being married to me while I run off and fuck her silly."


She shrugged slowly. "Well, when you put it like
that…"


"Come on, Cory. What else is it?"


She tried to explain. "I mean, you married me and now
you want me to remain a flasher. If you're really okay with that…"


"Uh…"


"No, wait. Hear me out." Her hand sped up on me.
"If nothing could come of your thing with your teacher, then does it
really matter? It was something well established long before I came along.
Isn't there something to say for tradition?"


"But we got married."


"I know. And you expected me to change. And I might've
expected you to dump Carli if you had still been…"


I thrust my hips up in memory. My English teacher had been
so small and light. I had tossed her around, making her scream loud enough that
the neighbors began waving at me when I left. She had been hot. It had been
good. But it had just been fucking.


Cory gripped my dick tighter and stroked faster. "Do
you still wish she was around? Would you still fuck her if she was?"


I gasped, straining. "I don't know."


"If they moved back and she showed up at the door,
would you fuck her again?"


"No, I—"


"Would you like to?"


I groaned loudly. "Oh, fuck. Oh, Carli…" I lifted
my hips and shot an enormous load up into the air.


Cory's eyes lit with feverish delight and watched the eruption.
She milked my cock. "That's it, Kirk. Do it. Feel her pussy on your cock.
Let it out; it's okay."


I whimpered at the force of the orgasm and finally collapsed
in a limp heap. I groaned low and long.


Cory was lit up. "That was fun."


"You'd really want me to fuck her again?" My voice
was weak.


"No, of course not."


I laughed.


She said, "Now I'm all wet. I wonder if Renee would
like to go out flashing?"


I said carefully, pointedly, "Give her a call." It
was not a suggestion.











CHAPTER 8


 


Sunday started better than all previous Sundays in my
memory. I poured Vodka for Cory and Warden. Renee didn't like to drink and I
abstained for her sake.


At least for a while. I would sneak one when she wasn't
around.


Ben and Amy had their friends over today, like they usually
did on a Saturday, but that was okay; I loved my kids. Their friends, not so
much. What was it about other peoples' kids that annoyed me?


I don't know.


I know Cory agreed.


Stinky, unclean, misbehaved brats that were just so cute
doing stupid things… Wanna see their picture? Fuck. I scowled at the gaggle of
girls and caught little Madison looking at me. She paled and shrunk behind one
of the other girls.


I rolled my eyes.


She was dressed in the same string that passed as a bikini
that was probably outgrown by at least six years. Where were her fucking
parents? Smoking dope?


Renee tittered at me.


I muttered, "I'm going to beat you with this
spatula."


"Ooo, promises." She winked at me.


I studied her intently. Was she making a pass at me?


She blew out a breath that lifted her bangs off her
forehead. "Come on, Kirk, I was just teasing. Shit."


I grunted and gave over. "You enjoyed flashing again
yesterday?"


Her eyes lit up again and she bounced on the balls of her
feet. It had the effect of making her large breasts bounce up and down under
her bikini.


I did not look or watch.


She said, "For sure! Thank you for getting her to go
along."


"The guys appreciated it?"


Big toothy grin for such a small mouth. "Yep."


"Nice looking guys?"


She leaned back on her hips and lowered her chin.
"Well, of course…"


I waved the spatula like a professor using a pointer.
"You don't think Warden minded?"


She looked his way. Her fiancé was chatting up Cory in the
pool. My wife was trying to ignore him, but not doing a good job of it.


At least she went out yesterday and is giving him a
chance. I sighed.


Renee said, "He got a kick out of it. And a
hard-on."


I laughed, then stopped. He got an erection? Over who?


Maybe Renee interpreted my sudden silence. "Don't
worry, he was staring at me."


I let out a loud sigh of relief. Faith restored.


She giggled. "Sometimes, you're easy to read."


"Great."


She pressed up against me and said, "I want to get Cory
out like that more often."


I looked down at her breast pasted against my arm. I asked
low, "Are you flirting with me? Do you have some motive to get us into
some kind of four-way—"


She stepped back, frowning angrily. "Kirk Fulton,
sometimes you can be such a dick. Not everything is sexual." She spun
around and started to stomp off.


I reached out with the spatula to tap her shoulder.
"Hey, I'm sorry. I didn't—"


She held up a hand. "Just drop it, okay? You're not my
type."


Now I felt immensely stupid. I blew out a loud breath and
grabbed the vodka bottle. Fuck it.


I spun some dogs on the grill and sipped my drink. I'd skip
eating and just have the booze.


Renee waded into the pool and wrapped her arms around Warden
from behind. He was still talking to Cory and it appeared he was doing most of
the talking.


Keep trying, pal. But I don't think Cory likes you much.
Is it even worth keeping them as friends? I didn't know shit and didn't
give a shit to think it through. New friends. Yeah, that sounds good. New
friends, nice and shiny. Five year, fifty thousand mile warranties. All the
bells and whistles. No attitudes. I sighed again and downed the rest of my
vodka. At this rate, I'd be trashed in minutes. I deliberately poured myself
another drink and then set it down and refused to touch it. For now.


I watched them in the pool.


Behind them all, one of the girls pantsed one of the boys.
The other boys laughed as the little dick flopped into view. The girls screamed
and laughed. Red-faced, the boy struggled his shorts back into place.


For fuck's sake. We can't have this. I stood and
stomped across the yard and shook my finger at the girl. "No
pantsing!"


I was too direct and forceful: the girl burst into tears.


I rolled my eyes and tried to find some well of patience and
serenity. What had started as a good weekend had quickly turned sour. I went
back to the grill and sat down.


In the pool, Renee had reached around and her hands were
under the water, suspiciously close to…


I wanted to scream.


She was fondling her fiancé under the water while he talked
to Cory.


For her part, my wife noticed about the same time I did. She
turned away and swam out into the deep end, but not before looking at me and
seeing my utter disbelief. What the fuck had gotten into Renee? And now what
does Cory think? That I'm mad at her?


I dropped my forehead onto my hand and rubbed.


I heard the splatting and dripping.


My wife said, "I didn't know—"


I interrupted her. "I know, I know. What the fuck has
gotten into your friend?"


She blew out a breath. "Fiance goggles? So wrapped up
in him she doesn't see herself? I don't know. I'll take a drink now."


I handed her the drink.


"Did you say something to her?"


I looked out at the pool. Renee and Warden were still in
there, but they were turned to face each other, kissing. Her hands moved
between them. "Fuck, in front of the kids, too."


"What?" She followed my gaze. "Kirk, do
something. This is embarrassing."


"She rubbed up against me and I asked her if she was
trying to get us into some kind of foursome thing—"


Cory burst out laughing, nervous and incredulous. "Are
you serious? You didn't."


"Well… Mixed signals? I don't know. Fuck. I had tit
pressed against me."


"That's Renee. You're not her type, anyway."


"Yeah, I know that. She told me in no uncertain
terms."


She pleaded, "Do something about them."


I made large eyes at her. "They're your friends."


"Kirk…"


"Fine, fine. Look, take a smoke-break with him, okay?
Renee doesn't smoke."


She moaned with uncertainty.


"Just do it." I leaned to the side and called out
to the pool. "Yo! Warden!"


He turned his head.


Renee looked over at me, too.


I waved. "Cory's going for a smoke."


He lifted his chin high and separated from Renee. He spent a
second fixing his shorts. When he came out of the pool, he was pushing out a
tent.


A few of the girls out of the pool pointed.


Almost as if on cue, the boys began piling into the water.
Then the girls. Renee started swimming.


Warden's approach had his dick angled down and to the side, swinging
stiffly in his shorts.


Cory was looking. Then she looked away. Had she noticed? How
could she not?


I said to him as he got to us. "Here, and go have a
smoke." I winked at him and handed him his vodka.


He downed it all in one gulp.


Cory looked back and forth and then downed hers, too.
"Okay…"


We had a little smoking area behind the pool pump and
heater, complete with a terra cotta cigarette container for butts. I watched
them lean against the cinderblock wall enclosing the pool equipment and light
up a couple cigarettes.


If anything could warm up my wife, it was sharing a smoke
with someone.


I began placing buns on plates.


One of the boys yanked down the top of one of the girls – I
think the same one that had pantsed one of the boys. I groaned inwardly. The
last thing I needed was a mob of irate parents wanting to burn down my house
for hosting child orgies. Fuck. "Dogs!" I cried. Get the
damned brats out of the pool and busy eating…


I placed the dogs on the buns and let the kids go to town.
After that, I sat down. Madison was the last girl to take a plate. She looked
at me and then looked down at my shorts.


I glared at her. Don't you dare stare.


But she couldn't read my mind and her mouth was open in
wonder. I knew I couldn't be showing anything, but the little girl's eyes on my
package made me angry. She had no business looking down there when there were
boys to look at.


She was frozen in place, staring.


Despite my utter self-control and revulsion, my dick moved
and began to swell.


Her eyes got larger, rounder, and she gulped. Shaking as if
in fright, she scurried away with her plate.


I started chuckling and couldn't stop.


Renee wandered over. "Sorry I snapped at you."


"Eh?" I wiped at my nose in case it was running.


"You know…"


"Don't worry about it. It was a stupid question."


"Done and forgotten?"


I agreed. "Done and forgotten."


"Good."


And yet, where were her eyes at that very moment, but between
my legs?


I looked away to give her a chance to recover… or stare.
Whatever. Warden was chatting up Renee and whatever he was saying had them both
smiling. Cory was at least standing normal chatting distance and not forty
fucking feet away.


Some measure of success?


Why did my wife have such an aversion to Warden but flashed
other guys? Was it like Renee and the type thing? Maybe he just wasn't her
type. Which was a good thing, but couldn't she at least be nice to him?


At this point and this moment she was being nice to him and
chatting.


Success! Fuck.


I had grabbed my drink and downed it before thinking. As if
the vodka had totally loosened my morals, I asked Renee, "What age did you
first have sex? How young?"


"I was a good girl. I waited until I was eighteen."


I looked at her with admiration, and then saw the scowl. I
prodded her, "What?"


"I wish I had done it a lot sooner."


"What? Why? What's wrong with eighteen?"


"Nothing's wrong with it. But I passed up an
opportunity when I used to babysit."


I looked at her in shock. "One of the kids?"


She coughed loudly. "Um, no!"


"Oh… the dad?"


She nodded with severity. "He was so strong. I think he
did boxing or something like that. But he lifted me once when I tripped over
the water hose in their front yard. I was weightless to him. It," she
looked around, "turned me on so much. I would go home and jam the
hairbrush up my… you know…" She turned red.


"But you never did it with him? Good for you."


"No, I regretted it. I think his wife would've allowed
it, too. The way she looked at me was like a hungry man looking at a steak. But
I held out and lost my virginity to a jerk. He spread rumors around about me
that I had asked for money for it."


I looked at her in horror. "That's… awful…"


She looked at me pointedly. "Anyway, you asked."


"I was sixteen and did the opposite of you. It was the
best time of my life, I think – apart from marriage."


"Spill."


"I was sixteen. My English teacher was this tiny woman
with glasses and frizzy hair. Married, too. I couldn't keep my dick out of
her."


"Did her husband find out?"


"I'm sure he knew."


Her smile spread smoothly. "Nice… So Cory wasn't
stretching the truth…"


I was surprised. "She told you? I just told her—"


"She told us yesterday while we were out finding guys
to flash."


I nodded slowly. "Ah. Conversation, huh?"


"Just something to talk about. It wasn't like gossip or
anything."


"Do you think I was wrong to do my teacher?"


She jerked her head back with an annoyed look. "Fuck,
no."


"But I was underage."


"Sure, in this country at a federal level. Sixteen is
legal in many states. So is fifteen. Shit, in other countries, sex is legal
down to seven years old."


"That's gross."


She adjusted her bikini top. "Don't judge, Kirk. Just
because we were raised thinking a certain age is right or wrong doesn't make it
so. But I do agree with you. Seven?" She made a disgusted face.


"And the fact I was fucking a married woman?"


"Hot."


I laughed.


She said, "For her, anyway. I bet you didn't think
so."


I laughed too, but differently – more subdued. "At that
age, I didn't care, really. It was pussy and my dick needed it. Badly."


"Cory said it went on for months?"


I nodded.


She shifted on the lounge chair and looked around.
"Nice. And married, too. Mmm, I envy her."


I turned my head a little but kept my eyes on her.
"You're about to get married. Are you telling me you'd hook up with
another guy if—"


"Sure, maybe. If it was the right guy." She looked
me up and down, and focused on my shorts.


Didn't you just fucking tell me I wasn't your type
fifteen minutes ago? I closed my eyes and shook my head.


She said haltingly, "Cory has… mentioned some
things…"


I opened my eyes and looked at her.


She brought her eyes up quickly, but looked down again at my
crotch for a second. "Just a little girl-chat type of stuff, you know.
Anyway, she brags about you."


I moved my chin up as it dawned on me that Renee wouldn't be
interested in me because I wasn't her type but might be as a sexual thing if my
dick was as big as Cory claimed. A sexual fling in her mind wouldn't be a threatening
connection to her marriage with Warden. Interesting. I did not feed Renee's
imagination.


I wasn't sure how it worked with women, but I didn't want to
have sex with gals who weren't my type. Standards, you know. Not that Renee was
a bad woman or anything, I just wasn't all into big tits and tats.


Turn off.


Dick wilter.


Ben came up, looking mad. "We're gonna go over to
Matt's. The girls are bugging us."


I laughed low and long, nodding the whole time. "Have
fun, son." Pretty soon, you'll regret not sticking your hand down some
girl's bikinis. Go play a game or something. I waved him away.


Amy ran to Cory and tapped her thigh. The girls huddled away
from the cigarette smoke, watching.


My wife nodded and bent down to kiss the top of her head.


Amy turned and skipped to the group of girls. One of them
stuck her tongue out at the departing boys. With a giggle, the group ran for
the house.


Cory came up and leaned against my shoulder. "The girls
are going to play dress-up at Shelly's."


"And Ben and the boys to Matt's."


She squeezed my shoulder in acknowledgement.


Renee got up and offered Cory her seat. My wife rejected it.


Warden stood between Cory and Renee and looked at me.
"Refill our drinks, buddy?" His eyes indicated he wanted to talk.


I got up. "Sure."











CHAPTER 9


 


"Cory says you're the jealous type." He sounded
concerned.


"Well… yes, I guess I am. I keep a shotgun loaded and
ready in the car and a sharpened machete in the trunk. I practice hacking off
limbs quite frequently."


He looked at me horrified.


Lighten up. I chuckled.


He got it and laughed. "But no, really?"


"The shotgun, no. The machete? Yes."


His eyes bugged out.


I coughed. "I'm kidding, Warden. Fuck. Have another
drink." I was already beginning to slur. I poured us both another. We had
the backyard alone; the women were in the house – probably blabbing about the
color of their shoes. Or my dick. I laughed at the thought.


Warden said, "What?"


"Nothing. Something else." I sipped half down and
blew out a breath. "So how did the flashing go? The girls thought it went
well."


"It went great."


"You watched your fiancé flash a guy and thought it was
great?"


"Yeah, sexy as fuck."


I laughed again. Well, okay. To each his own. "Did you
look at my wife?"


"Um… were you serious about the machete part?"


I cackled. "Relax. I'd probably think you were gay if
you hadn't."


"I like Cory and all, but she's not really my
type."


"Where the fuck have I heard that before? No one is
anyone's type."


He studied me and blinked. "I'm sorry, but I like
bigger tits on a woman."


"I'm not offended: I like them smaller."


He craned his neck at me. "You don't like Renee's
tits?"


I downed the rest of the vodka. My head was starting to
spin. "Not really, no. Sorry."


"How could you not like those luscious—"


"Warden."


"They're so big and juicy."


"Warden."


"I love to stick my face in them," he vigorously
shook his head side to side, "and go brbrbrbrbrbr."


"Fuck, Warden. Shut up." I had the chuckles and
couldn't stop.


"Sorry. Can I have another?"


"Shit, man, slow down." I poured him another and
overfilled it.


"Woo," he said. He downed it all on one.


"You're going to pass out."


"Bah… fuck no." He tried to study me. "I
mean, I'm glad Cory is loosening up a little."


I shifted topics with him. "It's going well?"


"She actually laughed at one of my stupid jokes."


I raised my glass. "It's a start."


"Anyway, I'm not trying to move in on your woman or
anything. I'm getting married, you know."


I got a little annoyed. "Where did everyone get the
idea that I was so Puritan or something with marriage?"


"Aren't you?"


"Cory told you guys about my teacher, right?"


"Yeah…"


"Look, if married people want to play and have some
fun, who's to tell them they're wrong?"


His eyes lit up. "Right."


"Just because Cory and I don't doesn't mean I'm some
tyrannical jealous beast. Shit, man, I fucked that woman for months and loved
it. So did she. So did her husband for all I could tell."


"She was good?"


"She was so fucking tight that she screamed like a
banshee when I fucked her. It was awesome. The neighbors all heard and shit. It
was fucking great. And she took every single inch."


"Cory has bragged about you…"


"I guess it's true."


"Are you really…?"


"Fuck…" I stood up and pulled down my shorts.
Unfortunately, my dick was not excited. "It's longer when it's longer… you
know. Long. I mean, erect. Fuck, let me get it going." I began jacking it,
swaying on my feet.


"What have we here?" Cory's voice was amused. She
poured herself a drink while I stood there, dumbstruck with my dick in my hand.


"Uh, I was showing… er…"


"Don't let me stop you. I've bragged about it enough, I
suppose you should prove it."


"It doesn't want to… well… Uh…"


She grinned lopsided. "Need a hand? That'll wake it
up."


"Yeah…" My head was spinning.


She stood next to me and took me in her hand. She started
pulling on it.


Within seconds, I was hardening.


She commented on it. "See, Warden? It's thick and so
yummy. I love his cock. Look how big it gets."


I blurted, "I have a yummy cock?"


"Sure do." She aimed it at Warden. "Wanna
taste? I'll let you."


Warden and I both pulled back at the same time.


I said, "Uh, no."


Warden muttered angrily, "I don't want no dick in my
mouth."


Cory laughed clean and loud.


My dick stood out straight.


Renee came out and gasped.


Warden said, "Fuck, man. You proved it. Put it
away."


I tried pulling up my shorts. I was too hard.


Cory giggled. "Having trouble?" She downed her
drink and faked a dance as if hearing music.


Renee was still staring, mouth open, almost like little
Madison had a half hour before.


Normally, I couldn't wake it up after having a few drinks.
Now the thing didn't want to go away. It throbbed and bobbed in the air like an
angry snake. I sat down and covered it with a towel.


Renee sat across from me. "Wow, I thought she was
exaggerating."


I scrubbed my hand across my forehead. I was feeling woozy.


She said, "I think I'll take a drink."


Cory made a motion in her solo dance that included the
bottle and to serve herself.


I made the mistake of reaching for the bottle. The towel
fell away and Renee's eyes were on my erection. I felt my face turn red, but I
poured her a drink and handed it to her.


Warden tore his eyes away from my dick and cleared his
throat. He looked shaken. He stood and made a motion to Cory. "I'll dance
with you."


She lifted her eyebrows. "It's a waltz." She turned
away from him and poured herself another drink – which she downed all at once.
In an unsteady spin, she turned back to him and held out her arms.


They came together in a clumsy imitation of what might have
been a waltz – or a flamenco dance. I think it was a mash of the two. They spun
and twisted, not altogether, either. But they laughed.


My dick was too hard and was throbbing painfully. Fucking
vodka… I gripped it and squeezed, then let go when I realized I was doing
it in front of guests. But, fuck! It hurt.


Cory and Warden danced, touching more and more. Finally, she
was loosening up. Maybe they could get along after all. He ran his hands all
over her shoulders and back as they moved. She cupped his butt at one point in
something that resembled a flamenco move. They looked like they were having
fun.


I found myself smiling with satisfaction.


Renee said, "Are you happy to see them dancing so
close, or are you excited for another reason?"


I looked down at my painful erection. "Fucking vodka
has it hard. It hurts. Won't go down."


"Like you took Viagra?"


"I've never taken it."


She giggled.


"I haven't."


"I wasn't laughing at that; I believe you. I was
laughing at the idea that you'd ever need it."


"Sorry." I arranged the towel again.


"You don't need to cover it."


I glared at her.


Warden pulled Cory hard in and they slammed together. For a
second, they stared at each other and his mouth was open as if he wanted a
kiss. She pushed violently away from him, but it was part of a dance move. He
came up behind her and hugged her to him. He was pressed tight up against her
little butt. Her mouth opened and she glanced back over her shoulder. Then she
began to move, grinding her hips side to side against him. A dance tease that
would've made any man hard.


His hands moved from her shoulders and down, moving
dangerously close to her flat breasts.


She jumped forward, staggered, and recovered. She turned on
him and he advanced. But she looked to the side and said, "I need another
drink."


I formed words with difficulty. "Don't like dancing
with him?" I had meant to ask if she didn't like the way he danced, but it
came out as it did.


"What? No, it's fun." The certainty in her voice
quelled my concern and I watched her pour another drink and down it. Then she
spun unsteadily back to Warden and advanced on him as if an assassin moving in
for the kill.


I couldn't figure out if the dance was a dance or not until
she slapped him across the cheek. But then he took her in his arms and they
were both moving.


I said, "Crazy dance."


Renee reached for the bottle. "Isn't that Brazilian or
something?"


"Fuck if I know." I held the towel in place and
tipped over the bottle. Fortunately, it was capped. I handed it to her.


"You don't have to cover it."


"It would spill."


"I mean… your predicament."


I clued in. "Oh…" I uncovered my erection.
"Fuck, whatever. I guess you can look at it if you want to."


"And what makes you think I'm desperate to look at
it?" But she wasn't just looking, she was staring and drooling. With
glassy eyes locked on my dick, she downed another drink.


I gripped it for her and stroked a little.


That brought an instant smile to her face.


I tried to raise my voice. "Cory, do you mind if I
stroke it a little? Renee wants to see."


My wife didn't answer.


They were busy. Quite busy. Whatever the dance was had
turned into something that looked more like twerking. She moved her butt
against his crotch before spinning around and pressing against him, pulling on
his butt. In her tiny bikini, she was almost nude. His shorts were already tented
and I watched it move against her, twisting stiffly left, then right.


I stroked a little more, wishing the thing would ease up so
I could put it away. But the movement of my hand felt good and I stroked
faster.


Renee said, "Thank you…"


I looked duly at her without any kind of comprehension.
"What?"


"For the show; I didn't think you'd ever be so cool as
to do that."


"What?"


"You know, jack for me."


"I'm not jacking for you—" I realized what I was
doing. I knew that any of the kids could decide to wander back at any time and
here I was doing something stupid out in the open. I covered up quickly.


She pouted. "I was enjoying that."


"Have him do it for you."


"But yours is bigger. Nicer." She licked her lips.


Fucking women. I'll never understand them.


Cory leaned away from him, arching her back and spreading
her legs and arms. I was sure for a split second she was going to topple over
backwards.


Warden stepped in, pulling her tight against him. He pulled
her crotch tight up against his tented erection. For a moment, they swayed and
moved together. He humped his hips forward into hers and she responded in kind.
A moan escaped her lips.


Whatever that sound meant to Warden, it drove him on. He
cupped her small butt and thrust his hips forward, grinding his dick up and
down against my wife's pussy. It must have felt good because she gasped and
thrust back. She brought her head down and looked at him. Then she spread her
legs wider and tilted her hips more.


It looked fucking hot. He was helping her move her pussy up
and down his tent. She held onto his shoulders and looked over at Renee and me
with glassy eyes. Her moan was unmistakable.


I blinked and nodded in satisfaction. This was the kind of
loosening we were all looking for. Maybe a little suggestive, but better than
nothing.


Renee was dancing while sitting, biting her lower lip and
watching them now that I had covered my stupid erection again.


Warden thrust hard against her once, twice, three times and
then stiffened. His eyes popped wide. Cory was oblivious and made more of an
effort to take over for his lack of movement. Her thighs trembled as she thrust
her pussy forward, fucking him in their clothing.


But Warden was suffering from something dire. He scrambled
away, holding his crotch. He ran for the house.


Renee held up a hand. "What happened?"


I didn't know.


Cory stumbled and almost fell. She caught herself on the
barbecue and leaned heavily, panting.


I said, "Maybe he needed to go to the bathroom."


It was more embarrassing than that.











CHAPTER 10


 


The argument lasted for days.


I exclaimed for the gorillionth time, "I was drunk!
Fuck!"


"You were jacking off for us."


"I was not."


Cory stood, fist to hips, face thrust forward. "I look
over and see you watching us jacking off and how was I supposed to think you would
disapprove?"


"The vodka did it. It was so hard it hurt. How did I
know you were going to fuck him on our patio and make him cum?"


"It wasn't my fault: we were dancing and you were
jacking off."


"I was not jacking off! Why did you dance that
way?"


"It just happened that way, Kirk. You wanted me to give
him a chance."


I held my hands and arms out wide. "Right, not fuck
him."


"You pushed us together and I didn't fuck him, I danced
with him. Not once did either of us expose ourselves – like you did. Were you
hoping Renee would suck it for you?"


"No! And don't twist this back on me."


"I wasn't the one masturbating in front of everyone.
Maybe next time I should and then I'll get mad at you for it." Her chest
heaved in anger.


I blew a big sigh. "Fuck."


She tossed her head. "I'm going to Renee's."


"What did she say when you talked to her?"


"She thought it was funny."


"Am I the only one who thinks this was bad?"


"What was bad about it? The only thing Warden said was
he was sorry he lost control. It was just a fucking dance, Kirk." She
stormed out.


And another day ends with nothing accomplished, only more
anger and aggravation. Why couldn't she see? Wasn't it obvious? Why was it my
fault the vodka had given me a killer-painful erection? Just because it
normally didn't? Why was it constantly that I was horny after Renee? Because
she had bigger tits?


Was that what this was all about? My Cory was jealous or
felt inadequate and thought I held it against her for having an almost flat
chest?


My shoulders sagged. Had I been fair in this? I felt that I
had, but maybe I was being stupid. Maybe I was being overly harsh at her in
place of my own embarrassment. Renee had thought it all funny? Warden ashamed
of losing control? And I was the only one angry?


What if I was the culprit here?


Shit like this made me want to drink, but I never drank
while angry. No good would ever come of that.


The dance though… It was indelibly marked in my memory in a
nasty way. Her hip moves had been far more than suggestive. Definitely. But
instead of angry, I was oddly excited by it. She hated Warden – that much was
obvious. She admitted it repeatedly, even after the dance. She hated him. So what
had possessed her to dance in such a way? A cruel tease? Mockery of his desire
to be her friend? Or was it an attempt to torture Renee?


I didn't see sense in any of that except that she had meant
to be cruel – and I had thought she had made so much progress.


Well, what the fuck did I care if she liked him or not? Fuck
her stupid friendship to Renee. I was done trying and getting nowhere.


Fuck it all.


Let her ruin it.


It just wasn't worth any more of my effort.


As if a great weight was lifted, my mind cleared. With a
spark of intuition, I saw myself as the culprit – whether intentional or
mistaken. I had pushed them together in hopes of helping her friendship to
Renee. It wasn't my responsibility, but I had stepped in when asked. I
should've kept my nose out of it all and laughed at them.


My fault.


Then, I had way too much to drink at the pool party. I had
gone along and coaxed them in a way that was mistaken for promoting that dance.


My fault.


I had helped Warden and plied him with vodka, wink wink, and
sent him the wrong signals with my stupid, uncontrolled erection and all that
caused him to dance the way he did and lose control.


My fault.


Okay, no pity here, but yes, it was pretty much all my
meddling that did this. I owed apologies.


I began to breathe easier for the first time in days.


Deciding to reward myself, I drove to Jack in the Box and
ordered up a dinner for me and the kids. I hadn't eaten and this would go some
ways to help sharpen my abused mind.


Lynn was at the window. She looked hurt, vulnerable, and
pained.


It wasn't my fault; I had never led her on. Of that, I was
completely certain. No doubts.


But I watched her. I studied her face. In a flash of
recognition, I saw similarities to Carli Smith from so long ago. The only thing
missing were the dainty round glasses.


Carli… She had been so sexy and wild. Fucking her had been a
total dream for anyone my age back then. Even now, she would've been an
incredible fuck. I saw all that in Lynn: it couldn't be missed.


Maybe that's why I had noticed her interest? Her smiles?
Because they brought up old memories just below the surface that were good and
wonderful?


Except that Carli had run off with my son.


I guess I had been used once again. That firmed in my mind
more and more as the years passed. Had Ron and Carli Smith used me just for
producing offspring? Moved away when the deed was accomplished?


I realized Lynn was staring back at me.


I blinked and looked away. I had my own problems. If she
couldn't deal with me being married, why had she previously given me the eye? She
was married, herself. The smiles? And then the rejection when she saw Cory in
the passenger's seat? Lynn could deal with her own problems: I didn't need to
be involved.


I gunned it out of the drive-through.


I left her in the dust and it felt good.


So I resolved to approach them all: my wife; Renee; and
Warden, with an air of disinterest. Let them work out their own stupid shit. If
Cory lost her friend over Warden, that was her problem, not mine.


For the first time since Sunday night, I smiled.


The kids were in bed when Cory got home.


I got up from my computer and faced her in the doorway to our
bedroom. "I'm sorry, Cory, for all the arguing and everything. It was all
my fault. From here on out, I'm stepping back off anything to do with your
friends. I'm done."


She looked at me, not answering, but there was accusation in
her eyes – sharp, pointed. After a moment, she stopped looking at me and went
into the bathroom, shutting the door.


The water began to run.


Shower? What?


Alarmed, I went to the door and listened.


Silence.


But she was definitely running the shower. She always
showered in the morning.


Sex.


Fuck.


My heart hammered in my chest and a sick, heavy feeling
twisted in my stomach.


Had she gone to Renee's as she had said? Obviously not.
Where had she gone? Who had she seen? Who had she… fucked?


I ground my teeth so hard I developed a headache. The pain
in my stomach increased and I paced back and forth at the bathroom door. My
shoulders ached and my hands shook. My feet stumbled over each other. My
thoughts raced in a panic for answers not to be found.


My nightmare had become reality and it hurt.


And when she came out, it started all over. Instead of
clearing all this up, my nightmare deepened.


I stammered, "Wh-where have you been?"


"I went to Renee's. I told you."


"You had sex."


She looked at me with a patient and bland expression.


I needed an answer and she wasn't giving one. I pointed my
finger at the floor. "I demand answers."


"Your bluster isn't working with me, Kirk."


I stressed, "We're married."


"If you find that a problem, we can fix that."


"You just showered and washed off all the evidence."


"I took a shower. Big deal. If you want evidence, go
sniff the shower floor." She brushed past me.


I grabbed her arm.


Her voice dropped to depths I had never heard from her.
"Let go."


I did.


"You don't own me, Kirk. I'm not wearing your tattoo or
identification tag. You don't hold a deed on me and there is no contract. Place
your hands on me again like that and I'm gone."


But I didn't want her gone, I wanted us whole. I said so.
"I don't want us to split over this."


"Over what, exactly?"


"This whole stupid fight."


She didn't answer. She stood there, arms folded, and glared
suspiciously at me.


I was stunned. "You have nothing to say?"


"What do you want to hear? That I'm going to go to
church and become the perfect little wife for you? That I'm going to go to
confession and pray five thousand Hail Mary's for forgiveness? That I'm going
to be the perfect friend to Renee and the most perfect friend to Warden just
for you?" She turned to me fully and advanced, stabbing her finger into my
chest. "I'm not perfect, Kirk Fulton. I'm not some programmable AI that
you can adjust and patch to make perfect. I'm a fucking human being who smokes
and drinks, with a foul mouth, a bad attitude, and a flashing fetish. That's
what you married. That's what you got. Questions?"


I croaked, "Do you even still love me?"


The scorn in her voice was biting. "Don't be pathetic;
it doesn't suit you. Of course I love you or I would've left years ago. But I'm
tired of trying to be someone I can't be. I can't be your perfect woman – whatever
that is. I'm done."


"I didn't want you to be anyone else."


"Are the kids in bed?"


I nodded.


She spun and stomped out to the kitchen. She came back with
a fresh bottle of vodka and two glasses. "Get undressed and lay down."


"What? Why?"


"Because this is who I am and you're going to
listen."


I had no clue where this was going. I got undressed and got
on the bed.


She sloshed vodka into the glasses and handed me one.
"Drink it."


"Why?"


"So you'll listen." She downed hers in one go and
coughed afterwards – eyes watering.


I did so as well, looking my questions at her with
expectation. Was this all going to be explained?


Suddenly, she was on me, forcing her mouth onto my dick. At
first, I thought she was going to bite it off. I had visions of running down the
street naked with a spurting stump. I started to bolt upright, but she
maintained her grip and mouth. She was sucking, not biting. I relaxed slowly,
but only somewhat.


"What are you doing?"


She laughed on my dick and kept sucking. When she pulled
off, she was panting. She grabbed the oil and lubed up my shaft. I don't know
what it was, but despite her anger and all that, she looked most beautiful
whenever she was panting for breath after sucking dick.


I hardened fully.


Lying down at my waist, she looked up at me as she had just
a week before. But this time, she was more in control with an edge I couldn't
avoid.


She said, "My ex-boyfriend."


"What?"


"We're going to talk about my ex-boyfriend."


Curious, I furrowed my eyebrows. "Oh…"


"I don't like to talk about him for several reasons.
One of them is that he dumped me."


I said slowly, "I kind of figured that."


She was patient, and stroked me while I talked. "He
also wasn't my type, but I was young enough to try overlooking it."


"Not your type?"


"You're my type, Kirk."


Maybe this all wasn't blowing up after all.


She said, "Another reason I don't like to talk about
him is because he wants back in."


"You've been in contact?" I almost sat up, but
remained lying down because she didn't miss a beat stroking me.


"I also don't like talking about him because the sex
was very good. As good as you give me. Maybe in some ways better."


I frowned. "I can be better."


She ignored that. "Before I tell you the primary reason
I don't like to talk about my ex, there's something else you need to know,
first."


I raised my eyebrows. I wasn't so sure I wanted to know.


"I've been fucking my brother since I was nine. He was
my first."


"Your step-brother."


"Garret, yes. But he's mostly gay. Bisexual, maybe. I
don't know. He used to invite his friends over to fuck me, then he would suck
them off after they were done. Sometimes he joined in. He pretty much stopped
fucking me regularly after you and I were married. It happened a few times, but
now he likes to get pegged."


"Wait, your step-brother has fucked you since we've
been married?"


"Many times."


"Why?"


She heard the consternation in my voice. "Because it
was a tradition, Kirk. We had been doing it for years. Since I was nine, okay?
Things like that don't just stop."


"But you married me."


"And I already had my thing going with Garret. Okay,
sure, he might be my step-brother, but we grew up together. He's a brother to
me. I can't stop what I do with my brother any more than you can stop
breathing. It's satisfying and wonderful. Even when he wants me to peg him.
It's a family bond that isn't just going to go away."


"He… was at our wedding…" I felt sick.


"And he helped me with my dress. Yes. You figured it
out without me saying it: he fucked me just before our wedding."


I groaned, sickened in my thoughts. "How… could
you?"


"I didn't think you'd understand, so that's why I never
told you. He helped me into my wedding dress and then he fucked me. You can't
possibly imagine how beautiful it was to walk down the aisle to you with his
cum running out of my pussy. It was a state of euphoria so strong to be
standing on your arm with his cum in me. It was one of the greatest moments of
my life and it made my love for you even stronger."


My cock was so tight with erection that I flinched. It was
about as hard as it had been on Sunday with the vodka. "I can't believe
I'm hearing this…"


She stopped stroking and poured me another drink.
"Drink up. There's more."


I almost choked. "More?"


She motioned to my glass while downing hers. If anything,
the cruel look in her eyes softened as she looked at me. "I tried to
change for you, after the marriage. I told Garret no more of his friends. He
agreed reluctantly."


"But you kept fucking him."


"Yes. I'll never stop fucking my brother. Get used to
it."


I slowly shook my head – not wanting to hear what I was
hearing.


"This is important, Kirk. Listen."


I refocused on her.


"I tried to change for you. I stopped fucking all other
guys except for Garret. I wanted to be the good wife for you. A good Catholic
wife. But…"


I was feeling numb from the vodka. As much as I was repulsed
at the truth, I felt as if we were getting somewhere instead of spinning
wheels. I grabbed the bottle and poured myself another. Then I poured one for
her. "Go on."


She wiped at tears in her eyes.


Why were they tearing up? I didn't know. Maybe it was
holding all this back for over fifteen years. Maybe it was time for it all to
come out.


She said, "I gave it all up except for Garret. Until
tonight," she stressed the word, "I was faithful to you."


"Why tonight?" I didn't want to know. I had to
know. I wanted to never hear this. I needed to hear this.


"I can't be the perfect wife. I am who I am. I've
denied myself for so long that I don't know who I am any more. I can't go on
like this or I'll leave. So I tried to change and it didn't work. Tonight… I
went to see my ex-boyfriend."


I felt the air leave me in a rush. "Did you have sex
with him?"


"Yes, and it was very good. In fact, it was fantastic."


I groaned sickly, but my cock felt like it was going to
explode. I lifted my hips.


She stroked slower, wanting to focus more on what she was
saying. But the slow stroking was even worse – more exciting. Tortuously
titillating. My hips humped to her slow hand movements.


"The primary reason I don't like talking about my ex is
because he's a traitor to me."


"What?"


"It's Warden, Kirk. He's going to marry my best
friend."


I gasped. "You fucked Warden earlier?"


"And Renee watched."


Agony tore through my body from my gut to my head. But the
pain was instantly supplemented by a roaring tidal wave of exquisite pleasure.
My cock erupted like a fucking geyser. I grunted and heaved, forcing my
super-erect shaft up through my wife's fingers. Shot after shot of cum arced up
high until I was reduced to jerks and dribbles.


Cory smiled at me with utter pleasure. She rubbed her thumb
through the hot cum dribbling down my shaft. She ignored the spatters of my cum
in her freshly washed hair. But they looked gorgeous on her.


I panted in defeat and victory.











CHAPTER 11


 


Days passed. I fucked Cory like a rapist. I brutalized her
pussy in anger, hurt, and lust. She began screaming as I fucked her – almost as
loud as Carli had been so many years ago.


I pounded her, heaving as hard as I could. "You like
Warden's dick better?"


She cried out, "Yes!"


My anguished question was lost in her moans.
"Why?"


"It's… a better… fit…" she panted.


I growled, hammering her pussy with my cock.


She groaned loudly, on the edge. "Keep talking about my
ex-boyfriend; you're gonna make me cum!"


"You're going to fuck him again, aren't you?"


"Yes!"


I shouted a growl of effort. My balls slapped loudly and
lewdly against her. "You're going to keep fucking him, aren't you, you
slut?"


Her eyes rolled up in her head. "Oh, fuck yes. That's
it! Call me your slut…" Her body quivered and vibrated. Then her head came
up and butted my chin as her orgasm tore through her. She yelled out and jerked
as she had the hardest orgasm I had ever seen.


But I wasn't as turned on. I was angry, hurt, and ashamed of
my excitement. I was fucking hard and I couldn't grasp the dichotomy between my
denial in my mental state and the utter approval of my cock. It was as if my
mental pain spurred me to fuck her more to make her mine again – as if my
pounding of her pussy could pound away the reality.


I gasped, "How can Renee stand this? Surely she—"


"She loves it. She's been trying to break me back into
fucking Warden for years now."


"Years?"


"Their courting began seven years ago…"


"But why?"


"Because they're getting married."


I pulled out, still harder than a fucking rod of steel. I
settled beside her.


She turned to face me, grabbing my dick. "She knows
Warden wants me and she's my best friend. She wants the perfect marriage where
she and Warden and I are all in it together."


"I can't believe this…"


She stroked me. "Come on, it's not so hard. She gets
turned on watching him fuck me. We're… very different than how they are
together."


"Different?"


She shrugged. "He has a way he fucks me that turns her
on."


"What? How?"


She shook her head. "Let's help you cum. We'll talk
about Warden's dick."


I chuckled dismissively. "Like that will do it."


"I love the feel of it in my mouth. It fits so perfect.
I love sucking him."


I gasped.


She licked around my helmet. "I sucked him today in
public."


"What?"


"You know he comes sometimes when I pick up Ben and
Amy?"


"Yeah?" I looked at her in horror.


"Well, before the kids came out, we were in the
car."


"You blew him in the car?"


"No, outside of it. On Eighth Street."


"In front of the school?"


She nodded. "Well, the car shielded us. I wanted him to
fuck me, but I chickened out. I blew him instead. We finished just as the first
wave of students came out."


"Cory, you're going to get arrested."


"Fun, isn't it? Maybe I could suck the cops."


"Disgusting."


"No, it isn't. It's fun."


"You blew Warden out in public—"


"And it was great. He held my head and forced his cock
into my mouth."


I groaned and thrust my hips up. "You're supposed to be
my wife."


"And look how hard you are hearing this. We haven't had
sex this good since we've been married. Have you ever had better sex?"


I admitted, "No…" This was as good as Carli had
been.


She gripped my cock and moved her face close to mine,
looking at my mouth. "He tasted so good, Kirk. I love his cock in my
mouth. I love feeling it pulse and the hot squirts hitting the back of my
throat."


I groaned louder, swelling in her hand.


"That's it baby, think about his dick squirting in my
mouth." She reached her tongue out and licked my lips.


I strained, heaving my hips upward.


"I'm going to keep sucking him. I'm going to let his
cock squirt in my mouth and I'm going to suck and swallow every drop. And I'm
going to let him squirt in me, too."


"Don't you use condoms?"


She burst out laughing. "Condoms? Are you kidding? He
cums bare in me baby. All those hot splashes deep in my pussy…"


I croaked, "Oh… fuck…" My cock jerked and
ejaculated three strong streams of cum and then settled into rapid, convulsive
pulses of dribbles.


Cory stroked me. "That's it. Cum thinking of his cock
inside me. Yes… that's it."


"You are so cruel."


"Doesn't it feel good, though?"


I sighed happily, though I still felt all that unsettled
knottage in my guts. "Yes… but you're happy with Warden and Garret,
right?"


She looked away.


"Cory?"


"I flashed a guy on my own at the grocery store today.
One of the stockers. A strong man with receding hair."


My cock jerked a few more times afresh.


"I'm going to keep flashing him."


"But… only flashing, right?" I was desperate to
hold onto any control. Any limit as a last tether to my sanity.


She turned her big soft eyes on mine. "But what if I
want to fuck him, Kirk?"


"We're… married…"


"I thought we established I wasn't going to be your
perfect vision of a wife?"


"Well, but…"


"No buts, baby. I have years to make up…"


"I don't want you fucking every guy—"


"Of course you don't, but that's your choice. I thought
you loved me? Your cock sure seems to. Accept me or not."


And there it was again.


Goalposts moved further out of my reach – as if she was
deliberately setting limits only to yank them further out when I reached to
take control of them.


I muttered, "I don't want to be a cuck."


"You don't have to be. Your cock loves it, why not your
head?"


"What do you mean I don't have to be a cuck?"


She shrugged. "Well, worst case, you could leave. No
one says you have to be something you don't want to be. But you can also stay
and not be a cuck. You can be a stag."


"A what?"


"A stag is a husband who loves his wife and is pleased
that she fucks other guys."


"That doesn't sound terribly fulfilling."


"Of course it is. Both partners get off on it. Aren't
you getting off hearing about Warden fucking me?"


My cock twitched and stood up a little straighter. Then a
remnant drop of cum oozed out.


She pointed at it and smiled. "See? What could be
better? Great sex, a happy marriage?"


As much as I wanted to deny it all, she had… something of a
point. "But to debase myself—"


"There is no debasement in a stag relationship. Unless
you just can't handle it. That's on you." She touched the tip of my
flagging erection. "I'm going to fuck. I'm going to fuck Warden. I'm going
to fuck Garret. I might even fuck his friends again – we'll see. I'm going to
fuck the clerk at the store, if I can get him. I want to. I'm going to fuck
other men and it's going to feel fantastic. I can't wait."


"So you're going to cheat on me."


She sighed and pursed her lips. "If that's the way
you're going to view it, yes. I'm going to cheat on you every chance I get.
Every day, if I can. It's up to you if you want to view it that way. But I'd
prefer if you supported me. I'd prefer if you were my husband and loved me as I
did it. Like if you were to be that Mister Smith guy."


"Ron and Carli?"


She nodded.


"You really felt wonderful standing with me at the
altar with another man's cum running down your leg?"


Her eyes grew large and bright. "You have no idea how
outstanding it was."


I shook my head. "What if I had been standing there
with another woman's juices on my dick?"


She answered brightly, "Well, then you'd know, wouldn't
you?"


"No, Cory, I mean, how would you feel if you knew I was
standing there and your new husband had just fucked some chick?"


She rolled her eyes over in consideration. "Well, I'd
definitely want to know all the details. But I'd probably be very
disapproving."


I threw up my hands. "See? So what's the
difference?"


She explained patiently. "The difference is that you
married a slut. I married a good man. Duh?"


"How is that fair?"


"Fair? What do you mean? I'm who I am. You are who you
are. That's fair. Where I don't expect you to fuck other women, you should
fully be expecting me to fuck other guys."


"So I'm supposed to be here while you're out fucking as
many guys as you can?"


She nodded as if I had gotten the answer to a quiz right.


I scrubbed my eyes and scratched my forehead.


She knew the signs. "The choice is yours, Kirk. I love
you but I'm going to be who I am. Understand that. If you can't accept me,
then… I guess you can't accept me."


"This is so cruel…"


"Only if you make it so, love."











CHAPTER 12


 


My mind just didn't want to accept it all. It was one thing
to hear it, but was it real? I had to know for myself.


It wasn't hard to walk a half block to where Cory parked to
pick up Ben. And from where I stood, she was alone in the car. But on the third
day, a Friday, she was with Warden.


That still wasn't proof of anything.


Until they began moving around in the car as if changing
driver positions. The shadows of them settled together.


Were they hugging?


Talking?


Whispering together?


I was startled by a muffled sound coming from her BMW. One
of them had shouted something.


Were they arguing?


The noise came again – his voice. Raised and demanding.


Then the BMW began to rock. Her hand came out of the gloom
and braced against the window. The shapes inside moved back and forth, up and
down. More shouting from Warden.


I didn't know what the fuck was going on. Were they
fighting? Or fucking? I mean, I knew they had to be fucking, but I needed to be
certain.


I approached from the corner of the dry cleaners and peeked
closer. They were both in the passenger seat, she on him, and moving like they
were fucking. My cock twitched and grew in my jeans. It was one thing to hear
about it from her, but another entirely to see it with my own eyes. The mother
of my children was forcing herself up and down on Warden's lap. I couldn't see
the penetration but any fool would know what they were doing.


And being closer, I made out his voice, muffled, but
intelligible. "Harder, slut!"


The BMW moved with more strenuous exertions.


My mouth went dry.


My cock grew painfully.


My heart thundered in my chest and I couldn't quite get a
good breath.


My wife was fucking another man – a friend – not ten feet
away from me in her car. I heard her muffled cries. I heard him calling her a
slut. I heard his grunts.


Suddenly, I wanted nothing more than to free my cock and
masturbate in lust and frustration.


I turned away in defeat. I turned away with a swelling
feeling of excitement. What had I come here for? If I hadn't wanted to know for
certain – to remain in ignorance and lie to myself about it all – then why had
I snuck to this corner three days in a row to catch her at it?


I might have been happier never knowing.


I asked her later that night, "Why did you fuck
Warden?"


"What do you mean?"


"I saw you with him today."


Her eyes lit up and she smiled that wide, toothy smile.
"Yeah? Where?"


"Outside the school. In your BMW."


She lifted her eyebrows. "Did you watch?"


"No, but I saw you… fucking."


"Sexy…"


"Well, I mean, why did you fuck him that night a couple
weeks ago?"


"Oh, the first time after our break-up? Because I knew
he couldn't keep a secret. I knew you'd find out." She rolled over and
reached into my boxers, freeing my cock. "I wanted you to find out."


I closed my eyes.


"Did you like what you saw today?"


I felt the application of oil and didn't stop her. Soon, her
hand was gliding up and down my erection.


"I…"


"Come on, Kirk. Be honest with me. Did you like
it?"


"In a strange way, yes. It made me want to
masturbate."


She bounced on the bed with delight. "That's so
cool!"


"That I wanted to jerk off to another man fucking my
wife?"


"Yes! That tells me you want to accept it."


"I don't want to lose you."


"No, but you didn't want to masturbate before you saw
us?"


"No."


"And then you saw us and you wanted to
masturbate?"


"Well… yes."


"Whee!"


I shook my head. "I don't understand you."


"Yes you do; you're who you don't understand."


She had a point. Again.


"Are you sure you don't want to go to the
wedding?"


It was this coming Saturday. Sunday we were holding a
reception in our backyard. A little pool party in the heat of summer. Swimming
optional.


"I don't want to go, no. I'm going to have to play host
Sunday…"


"Maybe… you would want to watch Warden do me?"


I jerked in revulsion. "What? No."


"Your dick says yes."


She was right; it was hard and swelling.


I gasped, "I don't think I can handle it."


"Suit yourself."


My dick twitched.


She stroked it faster. "Maybe I'll let you watch me
suck him on Sunday."


"No thanks…" But it came out as a gasp. I lifted
my hips.


She grinned. "Do you want me to edge you or finish
you?"


"I don't want to finish—"


"Suit yourself." She stroked faster and then
whispered, "His cock feels so good in my hands." She let go of my
dick.


I gasped as it swelled dangerously. Then it receded. I
hadn't meant for her to edge me, either, but my dick sure was enjoying it. I
remained quiet.


She looked at me with loving eyes. "Do you want to see
my pussy? It's all red."


"No!"


She pouted and grabbed my dick again. Her hand stroked fast,
as if racing. "I need to put down some kind of mat in the passenger's seat
or something. So much cum leaks out when we fuck…" She let go.


I gasped, sitting up as my erection did a jerking dance
right on the edge.


She giggled. "I love when it does that. Warden's does
that, too. I like to aim it at Renee's face when he's close."


My eyes popped out and I grabbed my dick, pumping furiously.
There was no stopping the orgasm.


She cooed at me, "That's it, Kirk; stroke your
beautiful cock. Jerk it good. Get it all out, baby."


I stroked hard and fast, milking it so I wouldn't be
partially finished and create painful cramps down there. I groaned, "Oh
fuck…"


"Think about me fucking Warden…"


I grunted viciously, thrusting my hips upward and my dick
through my fist.


"That's it…" Her smile was radiant.


I collapsed on the bed, thrilling to the intense euphoria,
and wilting to the profound humiliation of cumming while thinking of my wife
and another man.


But it felt good and I… was becoming addicted.











CHAPTER 13


 


Maybe I could accept Warden.


Maybe I was just making excuses because I didn't want to
divorce her.


Maybe I was fascinated with the incredible sex we had found
after all these years.


But I couldn't quite find happiness when she came home
Friday night with messed up hair and smeared lipstick. Her dress hung oddly on
her frame, as if some seam had torn and it no longer hung right.


She had been fucked.


I asked her in the bedroom as she looked in the mirror,
"Warden?"


She didn't look at me. She was inspecting her dress.
"Nope."


I was up out of my computer chair in a flash, panicked.
"Who?"


"You don't know him."


"What do you mean?"


She looked at me in the mirror. "Some guy I
flashed."


I swallowed hard, fear bubbling up in waves. "Did you
wear a condom?"


She turned to me and lifted her dress. Her panties were
gone. Her pussy was a white mess, still caked and smeared with cum.
"Nope."


I had fallen to my knees, my hands reaching for her pussy as
if to clean away and erase it all. I climbed back to my feet. "Aren't… you
worried about diseases?"


She lifted her eyebrows at me. "Not really; I'm pretty
discerning—"


"You can't tell at a glance if someone has—"


"He was married and was desperately guilty. It was
delicious."


"So… you're fucking other men, now. Who was he?"


"I don't really know. Just some husband at the mall
while his wife spent his money. And yes, I'm fucking other men. Do you want to
start hearing about it?"


I stood, stunned. I hadn't wanted this and I had hoped she
would be satisfied with Warden.


She came to me and caressed my crotch. "Do you want to
hear about it?"


I turned away, too conflicted to enjoy what she might tell.
"No."


"He kissed me and told me I was beautiful."


I could do that! Why do you need to get it from someone
else? But I knew the answer: it made her feel marvelous to have a man's cum
in her while being with me.


I went to sleep that night, aching, needing to cum, afraid
to do so in case all I could think about was my wife and some husband fucking
desperately. Where had it happened at the mall? Inside? Outside? At her car? In
her car? Up against some wall? Had the guy's wife known?


I tormented myself into a fitful sleep that only mercifully
ended in the morning. The last thing I dreamt was Cory being led into a room of
hungry men to be fucked and fucked and fucked.


I awoke hard.


No doubt about it, my wife had a killer pussy. Seeing my own
cock in it was a treat. Imagining Warden's in it had grown on me. But a
stranger? A married man? What if it had been Ron Smith? What if Carli had been
around the corner? Would that have been better?


Somehow, I was able to get through the morning thinking
that.


I think I was reaching for any excuse.


Unfortunately, just when I thought I had reached a
comfortable place, my wife danced out of range.


I saw her in her wedding attire as Renee's bridesmaid.
"Isn't that a little short?"


My wife had long legs. Skinny ones, really. They went up and
up and up, and the white bridesmaid dress was just a tunic and miniskirt.


I squatted down and looked.


She giggled and lifted the hem of her dress not more than an
inch. She was bare underneath.


I gaped.


She said, "Sexy, huh?"


"You can't go like that!"


"Why not?"


"People will see…"


"Only if they're squatted down like you are."


"And if they do?"


She shook her head. "Silly, then they should see
everything they want at that point."


"You should put on panties. Those are sexy enough to
see." But I knew the suggestion was futile.


She waved her finger at me in rejection. "I shaved and
prepared. I'm not wasting all that effort putting on panties. I'm hoping to
flash some of the husbands and boyfriends there."


"I should have something special for you later."


"What do you mean?"


"You'll see." She smiled cryptically and winked.


I swallowed. Maybe I should've accepted to go… Was
she going to come back with a creamy pussy again?


The wait after she left was insane. I kicked myself for not
going. I cursed myself. I didn't even know where it was being performed.


When she came back later that night, Renee was in tow.


I felt immensely relieved my wife was back home. I felt
incredibly uncomfortable as Renee looked at me.


Cory kissed me and winked.


I asked, "What's going on? Shouldn't she be with
Warden?"


Renee said, "Warden's recuperating." She held up a
USB chip. "We have something for you."


Cory tugged on my arm. "Come on."


"Me?" I said weakly.


Renee took my other arm. "Come on, handsome."


My dick began swelling in spite of myself.


They led me into the bedroom and shut the door. My wife took
out her laptop and turned it on.


Renee looked at me with smoky eyes. "Get
undressed."


"What? No…"


She giggled. "Like I haven't seen your overly
impressive dick already…"


I swallowed. "What's this all—"


Renee was unzipping her short wedding dress.


I backed away.


She shook her head. "Don't worry, you don't have to do
anything. Just get undressed."


Cory made more of a command out of it. "Get undressed."


Renee let the dress slide down and she stood naked in front
of me.


I backed away again.


Cory brought the laptop over. She repeated, "Get
undressed." She unzipped and let her dress fall to the floor. Carefully,
she picked it up and folded it over her chair.


With two naked women in the bedroom, I relented and shed my
jeans and t-shirt.


Renee's eyes wandered all over my body. "Prime."


"Isn't he?" My wife said with pride.


Her friend licked her lips.


Cory said, "Get on the bed; hold the laptop."


I did so and my dick was already growing. The girls got on
either side of me, their faces down by my cock and looking up at me.


Cory said, "Hit play."


I did.


The MP4 video played immediately. My wife stood in a room,
windows frosted behind her but perhaps the sanctum of a church behind the
glass. I could see people moving in fuzzy shapes. I could hear them talking in
the chamber outside.


Cory was smiling at the camera. Renee peeked into the
picture beside her.


She asked, "Is it running?"


Warden's voice. "Yeah. All ready."


Then the picture shook and Renee disappeared while Warden
appeared. He looked closely at the camera and nodded. My wife was looking at
him, all aglow.


Warden unzipped and took out his cock. My wife instantly
sank to her knees.


My dick jumped at the crystal clear picture of my wife
kneeling before him.


She took his limp cock into her mouth while he looked at the
frosted glass.


Renee murmured something.


Warden sighed. His dick began to grow in my wife's mouth.


She pulled off with a pop and showed the camera his dick.
"Awesome, isn't it?"


I knew she was talking to me.


"Yes," I whispered. My cock twitched.


Two female hands lightly touched my cock. Renee and Cory
were both touching me, lightly dragging their fingers up and down my shaft.


Renee said on the video, "I think he's ready. We don’t
have much time."


Warden nodded and helped Cory up. Then he lifted her dress
and exposed her pussy. He kissed her and fingered her for about three seconds.


My cock began to ache and I was breathing heavier and heavier.
The fingers touching my dick were heavenly.


Warden pushed Cory in the video and bent her over the table.
He adjusted his dick and pushed against her from behind.


My wife's eyes closed and she bit her lip. She whispered,
"So good…"


Warden began pushing – fucking her right on the table with
people walking outside. He grunted, trying to contain his voice. "Take it,
slut."


Cory said, "Yes!"


"Married slut!"


"Oh yes!" Her head moved back and forth to
Warden's pushing.


Suddenly the view tilted and moved. Everything became
blurry. But then it settled. Renee had moved the camera closer. The sounds were
crisp and close. She was at their side and I got a very good view of his cock
sliding in and out of my wife's pussy.


I gasped, lifting my hips.


Both hands left my dick.


They must have talked about edging me beforehand.


I slowly settled back down, enrapt with the sight of my wife
taking his dick. In and out it slid, moving wetly into my wife. Cory moaned on
the camera, louder. Warden grunted heavier.


He growled, "Take it! Take it all." His hips
slapped loudly against hers in the small room and echoed deafeningly. There was
no way people outside could miss what was happening.


Cory moaned, "Fuck me, Warden. Deeper."


I was listening to my wife cheat right in my face. It was
clear, vivid, and loud. This was no mere merging of questionable shapes at a
distance.


Warden said, "Get the camera in closer. In here."
He pointed.


Fingers touched my dick again, stroking.


The view moved in, getting close to the real action.


I was rewarded with a great view of my wife's pussy lips
bending in and out to Warden's thrusts. His cock was slick with my wife's
juices as he pushed his entire length in and out of her. It looked beautiful,
clean, and pure.


My dick leaked profusely. I felt the wet run down the side
of my shaft. The girls played with it, spreading it around while I watched my
wife get her pussy hammered on video.


It was… fantastic.


Warden was trying harder, louder. "Do you like me
fucking you?" No way anyone outside could miss that if they were outside
the door.


My wife almost wailed, "Yes!"


"Do you want me fucking your married pussy?"


"Yes!"


He growled mightily and the table began scraping on the
floor with loud squeals. "Do you want my cock in your pussy more
often?"


"Yes! Oh yes, please!"


His savage grunts and the squeals of the table masked over
the decrease in the noise outside the room. Someone in the background came
closer and put their face up against the frosted glass, trying to see through.


He said, "Do you want me to stop for your husband's
sake?" His thrusts made her whole body shake.


My wife moaned loudly, "No, please. Don't stop. Fuck
me!"


Renee murmured on the camera, startling me. "This is so
fucking hot." She aimed the camera down and I saw her hand at her pussy on
the video. The view shifted again, zooming in on Warden's cock spearing my
wife's pussy over and over. Then it pulled back and went back around to her
face.


I could see Warden's determination. His hand was in Cory's
hair, pulling as he thrust. My wife's eyes were all glazed over and she panted
loudly into the camera. Her whimpers and moans made my dick ooze again.


Renee said, "We're running out of time."


Warden said, "Yeah…" He grunted louder and pulled
back on my wife's hair. Her head arched back and her mouth was open in a
fuck-pant that wasn't ending.


He growled at her, "Do you want me to cum in you?"


Cory gasped, "Please!"


"Do you want me to cum in your married pussy? Do you
want me to send you home to your husband all dripping with my cum?"


Cory's voice became pleading. "Please! Please cum in
me!"


I moaned and lifted my hips in alarm. Several people were
now trying to see through the frosted glass.


Warden let go of her hair and grabbed her shoulders. He
thrust frantically, hard. "My cum is going to be running down your legs
when you stand next to my bride."


Cory's eyes rolled up and showed whites. Her head flopped as
her body was rammed – his cock thrusting deep into her pussy.


Warden growled low, but I'm sure people out there heard it –
especially the ones at the glass. "Here. It. Comes!" He yelled out
his grunts as he slammed each thrust into my wife.


I cried out suddenly, my cock swelling and then shooting.
Squirts ripped out of my shaft and began raining down.


Renee laughed in delight, watching my spurting cock with
awe.


Cory cooed and stroked me.


Warden pulled out on the video and fixed his slacks. He
motioned to the camera. "Get over here and get this."


The view moved and then cleared. I was looking at my wife's
swollen pussy. The pussy I had known as my own for years. The lips were all red
and flushed, swollen open. From inside, globs of cum were sitting and beginning
to ooze out.


His finger appeared and pushed inside. He must have bent
close to the camera because his whisper was loud. "This is what your wife
needs, Kirk. Another man's cum in her pussy. Doesn't that look great?" His
finger loomed large, all smeared with his cum and my wife's juices.


My cock went through an electric spasm that sent another two
weak squirts into the air.


The girls giggled.


Yes, it did indeed look great.


The view shook and Warden's face appeared close. He was
holding it on himself. "I'm going to fuck Cory as often as I can. I have
years to make up. I hope you like this video, guy. I like you and I hope you
get used to seeing my cum in your wife's pussy."


I realized that I liked him, too, despite his commanding
attitude.


Yes, I liked him.


Yes, I wanted him to fuck my wife.


Yes, I even needed to see his cum in her pussy.


As much as possible.


I gripped my wet dick and stroked it lovingly.


And I imagined it. Loads and loads of Warden's cum shot into
her pussy. So many loads…


"Yes, oh yes…"


When Renee leaned over to lick some of my cum off my cock, I
let her.











CHAPTER 14


 


Sunday started strange and surreal. I looked at my wife in a
much different light.


Gone was the accusation and recrimination.


She set out her dress for the day. It was a super short
sundress that was see-through in the sunlight.


I said, "That's a little revealing for a post wedding
get-together, isn't it?"


She smiled smugly. "Yes, it is."


"Are you hoping to entice Warden again?" I was
hopeful.


"No, my agreement with Renee was that I got him
yesterday on his wedding day and she gets him today."


I looked at her strangely. "Why not the other way
around? Makes sense if—"


"Because he was my boyfriend first. She thought it
would be nastier if he fucked me on their wedding day."


I laughed. "Well, I guess it is…" I considered the
dress again. "So, if he's off limits…"


"I want all the guys to see me as sexy. I want them
staring."


"Chuck's coming though." Chuck was my friend.


"So? I want him to see, too. I want all the guys
getting hard looking at me." She looked up into my eyes with nothing less
than pure, innocent honesty.


I swallowed. I had come to terms with Warden – it all made a
strange sort of sense – but everyone else? "You aren't hoping to score
someone, are you?"


Her eyes lit up. "That would be fun."


I coughed in annoyance, but suddenly stopped talking. The
more I pulled at her, the more she pushed away. I needed to stop trying to
control her. I lifted my eyebrows but kept my mouth shut.


She reached and stroked my crotch. "Don't you want to
see more cock in me?"


"Yes, more of Warden's." Get the message?


She winked. "We'll see if he'll allow you to be there.
At least once."


I snapped, "Why is it up to him? I'll talk to
him."


She whispered at me, "You do that. Meanwhile, today I
am on the prowl for a fresh man."


I asked, exasperation in my voice, "You aren't just
satisfied with Warden?"


"Nope."


"Don't I have a say in this?" I was getting
irritated again.


"Sure. You can stay and watch, or leave. It's all up to
you, Kirk. I'm not going to force you."


"But isn't Warden enough?"


She rubbed at my crotch. "Warden is good. More men –
more cocks - would be better. I want a good handful of men. I want that feeling
of when we were married – so in love with each other – and cum from another man
running down my leg. I need that; don't you understand? I've gone fifteen years
without it, except for Garret. I need to make up for all that lost time. I need
more cum. Lots of cum."


I was hard.


Damn her.


My whole body shook with excitement. Just the fact that my
wife was talking about needing other men's cum was enough to make me hard. She
would be fucked and fucked… I imagined men lining up to thrust their hard dicks
into my wife's pussy and fill her with their seed.


I almost came in my boxers.


She said, "Get your shower and get dressed – we need
to—"


"I know." I hustled.


Showering was often an opportunity for introspection. I
didn't waste time letting the water proverbially wash away my anxieties, or
whatever, but I did let my mind wander through the maze of my wife's mystery.


Fifteen years had passed and she had kept all this to
herself? The secrets? Wasn't that supposed to be bad? Married people don't keep
secrets. Except they do: their innermost desires.


I had kept my teacher private and secret. What would she
have thought of me if she had known? Certainly now she was turned on by it and
approved, but when we were married? Didn't marriage require an up-front
commitment to be one's best for the other person and only after comfort has set
in…


But it took Cory fifteen years? She hadn't just kept a
secret, but actively suppressed her desires. Like a boomerang, it came
rocketing back with a force magnified by time and denial.


I understood that.


I dried off and trimmed my stubble.


Other than keeping a secret, I hadn't suppressed any of my
own desires. So could I blame her for her cause and effect? Would I have been
able to suffer through fifteen years of self-denial?


And did I want this for myself in my marriage? Certainly
not. Without a doubt, I was barely now accepting what was going on with Warden:
I had completely blocked off considering what she had been doing with Garret
all these years.


Fucking her own step-brother? On our wedding day? It doesn't
get more wrong than that. The violation was instant and immediate. But her
reasoning made sense, dammit. I couldn't deny that if she had been having sex
with him since she was nine, that I was the interloper, not him. He didn't come
in and interrupt a wonderful white wedding by despoiling my bride; no, I had
married his sex partner.


I was the one violating their relationship.


I shook my head in the mirror as I fixed my collar.


Cory had an established relationship with her step-brother.
They fucked. They had fucked for almost three decades now. I was
Johnny-come-lately. The marriage commitment she made apparently included all
men but Garret. She had indeed been pure – except for her prior relationship with
her step-brother – as far as I could tell by her testimony. So she had been
faithful to me per our marriage, but sharing that commitment to Garret because
of pre-existing conditions.


As much as I didn't like the idea, I rather understood that,
too.


Not that I liked it; I just understood it.


Could she change? Become the woman I wanted instead of a
wife who needed to fuck other men?


And that's where I was on this beautiful Sunday morning. I
was dressed and ready for the day while my wife was prepared to advertise for
cock. This life was not what I wanted and expecting her to change for me was
unrealistic: she had tried for fifteen years with disastrous results.


She had made the effort, unbeknownst to me, but had carried
on with it to the point that the entire marriage was in jeopardy. Not my doing,
except that I was ignorant. Could I have helped her had I known all those years
ago? Would I have married her? Would I have dumped her as a hopeless cheating
slut?


Except she had tried – for me. She had not cheated in my
mind and had kept her promise to me faithfully while struggling with her needs.
Garret was an exception I could understand: he didn't count for cheating. Sure,
debatable, but really? Reality is far more complex than a one sentence formula
that fits every size, shape, and person. Cory was justified honoring her
relationship to Garret, and she had kept her secondary commitment to me as next
most important.


I went out into the back and began arranging the rental
chairs.


Cory was out there, too, slowly sweeping the pool with the
skimmer – the net on the long pole. She smiled at me and went back to work.


Her attire began making me hard again. It was chaste while
being the sexiest chaste possible. I could see her shape and form right through
the dress. But it otherwise covered everything and even came down to
mid-thighs. It was white lace – tight enough to be decent indoors, but almost
completely see-through in the sun. As she stood now in the morning, I could see
plainly her skin through the lace pattern of the material. At a distance, it
only accentuated that she was naked underneath.


Men would be looking.


Chuck would be looking.


Warden would strut, having fucked his cock and emptied his
balls into my wife the previous day.


I became uncomfortably hard.


It was with almost no reluctance that I slipped into the
empty house – the kids were at sleepovers – and took out my dick. I stroked it
feverishly, trying to relieve the pressure and pain.


Unfortunately, while it did relieve the pain, it only
increased the pressure. I stuffed it back in and suffered.


Guests arrived.


I steeled myself for what was to come. I knew my wife would
fuck another man today. I was ready.


I watched her.


Who would she pick?


Chuck clapped my shoulder. "Hey, how's the t-shit
business?" It was an inside joke, t-shit instead of t-shirt. He knew I had
started with a wanky little idea.


"Steady. How's the City?" He worked in Public
Works.


Chuck grinned like a gremlin – thin, wide, and toothy.
"You know, find a piece of good road and dig a big fucking hole for no
reason. Ignore the sections with potholes."


I said drily, "Thanks for your service."


"You don't have to: the tire stores thank me all the
time."


I rolled my eyes.


He asked, "So Renee is finally tying the knot?"


I grunted. "Yesterday, to a guy named Warden." I
decided not to tell him that Warden was Cory's ex-boyfriend and they had fucked
like maniacs in the church just the day before.


"Is he here?" He looked around.


"Not yet."


"Nice guy?" He wasn't actually interested, I knew;
he was just making conversation.


"Yeah, a little on the underwhelming side, but… he has
his qualities."


Chuck's eyes narrowed. "Underwhelming?"


"Very laid back. I wouldn't hire him for my
business."


He nodded once, upward. His eyes focused. "Whoo, who's
that—" His eyes widened and he looked away.


I followed his gaze. He had seen Cory from the back. I
offered to cover for his embarrassment. "She's still a looker, huh?"


"What? Oh… yeah. You're one lucky son of a bitch, Kirk.
I gotta tell ya." He had turned his error into a compliment. Most guys
were careful not to drool over other guys' wives and Chuck was a careful man.


Me? Lucky? Was I? Was I really? I asked him,
"When are you getting married?"


He laughed.


I poked him. "Are you going to marry a virgin? Or a
slut?"


He gave me a wide-eyed look of disbelief. "A virgin?
What do you think I am, eleven years old? Give me a dirty slut any day of the
week. You can save that virgin bullshit for prudes with lemons shoved up their
asses."


I laughed.


He waggled his eyebrows.


I said, "Are you serious? A slut?"


"Better than a prude."


"Even if she likes sucking?"


"Even better."


"And what if the slut likes to suck other guys,
too?"


He didn't answer. He gave me a sidelong look that said the
conversation had drifted away from public decency.


I sighed silently. Who could a man talk to if not his
friends? What sounding board existed for guys? Women? No problem – they all got
together and knew everything about each other in minutes. Guys? Forget it. Too
much bluster and façade.


After Chuck zig-zagged to the drinks, I was accosted by a
friendly Renee. "Hey there. Are we late?" She hugged my arm, pressing
her boob against it.


I did not flinch.


What was the point? Sure, I wasn't interested in her. But
making a public display over it was beyond childish, now. Hugging arms was
Renee's way. After all, I had allowed her tongue to lap cum off my dick hours
before. "How can the guests of honor be late?"


Warden eyeballed me.


It was the first we'd physically met since him fucking my
wife. I was a little taken aback. I expected him to employ some bravado and
bluster, strutting like a cock-rooster to demonstrate to me that he had owned
my wife. Instead, he almost appeared meek.


His chin was lowered, but not in obstinacy – more a symbol
of respect and submission.


I just was not finding cards stacked today the way I thought
they'd be.


He said, "Hey…"


My answer was instantly offered without any pretense of
position or acceptance. "Warden." It was cordial, neutral, and
neither gave nor took any ground in the pecking order of pride.


He tried a smile and it succeeded. Same old Warden: likable;
dull; and hiding an explosive sexual nature that had to be seen to be believed.


I smiled, too, lifting my chin in greeting.


Instantly, all ice was melted. All three of us relaxed and
knew all of us felt it.


Renee leaned up and planted a wet kiss on my lips. Her eyes
searched mine for half a second before she dropped back down and let go of my
arm.


I murmured, "You'll find Cory easily enough." I
motioned with my chin towards the open sliding glass door.


She winked and twisted away. She would be a looker for any
man, despite the tattoos. Her plump ass was well rounded and displayed in a
loose miniskirt that threatened total public humiliation in a slight breeze.
Her ample breasts were bound in a crop top that made a joke of hiding anything.
She would definitely be competing for men out there. But was that her
character?


I looked at Warden questioningly.


As if my eyes had asked, he said, "Sorry about all the
secrecy and everything. I was sure Cory was going to take our secret to the
grave."


I shook my head. "No wonder she acted like she hated
you."


He laughed, low and constrained. "Nah, that wasn't an
act. She really does hate me."


I shook my head – faster in confusion.


He explained, "I don't know if I'll ever be forgiven
the sin of dumping her."


I grunted my assent. "Mmm. Women."


He burst out in clean laughter. When it died down, he said,
"You're a lucky man, Kirk."


I asked the stupidest thing I could, which happened to be on
my mind, "Renee is kinda dressed… like I'd now expect Cory to be
dressed." How do I phrase this diplomatically? "Are they
trying to compete?"


His eyes slid off to the side and down, instantly.


Ah, an argument hidden behind it all.


He pursed his lips. "She admires and looks up to
Cory."


I asked, aghast, "Renee? I thought it was the other way
around?"


He looked up at me as if I were insane. "Are you
serious? You and Cory both are absolute storms. You're forces to be reckoned
with – and not lightly."


For a moment, I was bewildered. "I'm a quiet guy; I
don't say much, order anyone around—"


His interruption was dry. "You don't have to; you just
do."


I coughed a laugh of disbelief.


He pointed. "See? Like that, right there. It's so
obvious anyone should see it. You pull all the rest of us along like flotsam in
a flood. Cory is just a tiny bit less forceful. I guess she has to be to live
with you."


I laughed a little easier. "Am I that bad?" It was
a genuine question.


He mistook it. "Not bad, no. Just very different in a
powerful way. It's like we all have to watch the way we act and what we say
around you."


So I am that bad. Thanks… I sighed.


He said, "And there's the Kirk sigh of
disapproval…"


I laughed loud and pushed him. "Get the fuck outta
here." I was about to cry from laughing.


I think he finally understood I was finding it funny. He
smiled, it faltered, and then his face cleared. "Hey, uh…" He looked
down, pursed his lips, and looked up at me from under his eyelashes. "You
aren't, like, mad, or anything, about yesterday, are you?"


His faltering question gave me pause. I stared at him for a
moment in consideration – wanting to give him an honest answer. "Why
didn't you tell me years ago that you were her ex-boyfriend?"


He showed teeth in a failed smile. "I wanted to."


I twisted my mouth to the side. "Cory?"


"Actually, Renee restrained me. She was afraid the shit
would hit the fan with Cory and the friendship would break up."


"So my wife never said anything?"


"No. She just rolled her eyes and glared daggers at me.
I guess I deserved it."


I motioned and moved with him out back. "Why did you
break up with her?"


His face turned several deeper shades of red. "Ah,
well, you know…" He clapped his hands to his chest and dropped them.


Tits.


Of course.


I shook my head in disbelief. "Was it really only that?
Her personality wasn't—"


"It was fine. But… I… like tits…" he finished
helplessly.


I smiled reassuringly. "You got what you wanted."


"In Renee? Oh yeah. Luscious. But I missed Cory,"
he glanced at me, then away, "you know."


I poked a little fun at him. "So what happens when
Renee begins to sag a little?"


Warden grinned wide and held his arms out. "Then she'll
have big old, saggy tits!"


I laughed. If that was his thing, that was his thing. I felt
good for him that he had what he wanted. But was his hint about an unspoken
argument hiding more to their perfect union?


I didn't get to ask. He made a motion and left me to talk,
chat, and circulate.


I was left alone and right away searched out Cory. She stood
like a goddess, leaning against the pool equipment wall, smoking. Her legs were
parted just indecently enough to send a message. Five guys stood around her –
and one other woman. The five guys were all grinning. The woman was scowling.


I chuckled to myself and moved around the yard so I could
get a better look at the men's faces. It wasn't hard, though I had to stand
alone to do it. I looked like a speechmaker in front of a crowd of zero.


I studied the men who were feasting their eyes on my wife.
All five were staring down at her waist level with occasional glances back up.
The woman was glaring occasionally at Cory, but more often looking away
petulantly.


Someone has a boyfriend paying attention to the wrong woman.


The thing about the crowd around my wife was that none of
them were very good-looking and I could see her head shifting to search around
the yard while they talked. If she was on the prowl, her prey wasn't in that
group.











CHAPTER 15


 


The photographer came late with apologies. He was a fat,
ugly man who seemed so familiar with cameras that they were a part of his body.


I watched him expertly scan the crowd. I saw him pick out
Renee and Warden. I witnessed his motion through the people to strategic
locations where he could grab pictures of the couple.


The man was good: no one paid him any attention at all.


My interest picked up when he began to include Cory, since
she had been the bridesmaid. The photographer squatted for all her shots.


There was a brief conference with Warden and the photographer
set up a light umbrella and turned on the light. He pointed.


Warden and Renee embraced, and Cory stood close to Renee.
Pictures were taken and the participants moved. There was a little talk that
was lost to me as I was inside and not bothering – I hadn't been part of the
wedding.


Warden lifted Cory in his arms, both of them laughing. There
was a sudden burst of murmurs and male cheering.


Yes, Cory would be exposing much at that moment. I smiled,
wondering if we would get copies. Her pussy would be visible. Perfect wedding
pictures.


I thought back to our simple Catholic wedding. Not much
traditional like my sister's had been, it had been small and formal. A little
stuffy, really. I pouted to myself in disappointment.


Weddings should be memorable.


It is the most wonderful moment in life, other than
childbirth. It is the union of two hearts and souls together against the rest
of the world. Why did mine have to be stuffy? Why not memorable?


Already, I envied Warden. What a memory his wedding was
going to be – already was.


What memory did I have of fifteen years with Cory? Mostly
good, not great, wonderful with Ben and Amy, and satisfactory to ourselves for
most of it. Nothing stellar, except our children. But what about Cory and me as
a couple?


Nothing.


After the pictures, Cory suddenly had all the attention she
wanted. Especially after Warden sat down and Cory sat on his lap. His hand
rested high on her thigh and I could see everyone looking at it.


I walked outside to see.


Peeking around a head, Warden was grinning, Cory was
laughing, and Renee was standing behind him with her hands on his shoulders –
as if approving of the lap-sit by Cory.


My wife's sundress hid what needed to be hid, but no one
could miss the direct message of his hand resting so high on her thigh –
practically under the hem of her dress. In that instant, I hoped with all my
being that he would shock the crowd by sliding his hand the three inches more
to reach her pussy – he was that close.


I hardened.


Cory didn't stay on his lap, though, and swung one leg out
and down. Purposely, she was spread open about as wide as she could open her
legs. Her pussy was visible to everyone.


The guys fell silent. Women tsked. Then a male mutter of
approval filtered through the crowd.


Now my wife had her pick of the attention. She latched her
arm onto the frame of the most handsome guy in our yard. I didn't know him and
she probably didn't, either. One of Warden's friends, likely.


He was tall, like me. Solid, burly, and tanned.


Did this not confirm that I was her type?


I instantly appreciated her choice and walked as fast as my
erection would allow me back into the house. I climbed the stairs and went into
our master bedroom to look out the blinds.


I watched her walk with the man. Trailing after them was a
small woman who looked frustrated. Girlfriend? Wife? For Cory's sake, I hoped
it was wife. That would mean the man was married, probably safe, and not likely
to create a problem. But the wife would. Or might.


My wife hugged the man from the side, walking with him away
from the guy's girl. At this time of the afternoon, I could see her figure as
plain as if she had been covered only by a few strings.


They turned at the fence and leaned there facing the house –
facing me. Cory's legs were spread again. She only stood like that when she
wore something that could display what she had. The man rested against the
wall, too, but finally stood and faced her so he could probably look when the
mood struck him. He moved closer.


They were talking – about what, who knew.


Below, the rented bartender called the bar open.


After a moment, the man left my wife and went to the bar.
Cory crossed one foot over the other, effectively closing her legs, and waited.
Another man approached her and I saw it was Chuck.


"Get out of there, Chuckie. She's already selected her
mark." No one heard me, of course, and my wife's hand motion was enough
with whatever she said to send my friend away.


When the tall guy returned, she opened her legs again.


I felt pride. "Good girl; show him."


The man handed her a drink. They both raised and downed
them. She shook out her hair and looked up at him. When he rested back against
the fence like her, she twisted to face him, no longer on display.


I wished I knew what she was saying. Was he asking about me?
Did he even know about me? Who she was? Her relation to Renee? Warden? That she
even lived here?


I was very pleased to see her step into his grasp. She
pressed forward onto him in a hug. For a moment, he seemed hesitant. Then his
arm came down on the small of her back and rested there. She moved her feet a
bit and then he moved one foot out so she could nestle up against him between
his legs.


I was already hard and now I was in pain again. I took out
my cock and started jacking.


The man's hand moved and I had to really watch to see it at
this distance, but he began inching it down. Slowly, he dropped it down far
enough that the descent was noticeable by Cory. When she didn't resist, he
cupped her ass through the see-through material. My wife wriggled against him.


I stroked furiously, hoping that… more would happen.


The guy's girl apparently had enough. She stomped toward
them and stopped, fuming. Then another step, and stopped again. She was
uncertain.


I tucked my cock quickly back into my slacks. It stuck out
like a sore thumb, but my panic began wilting it. I hustled ass downstairs and
out into the backyard.


Fortunately, the girl had only taken another step or two.
She was fist to hips mad.


"Hey…" I said as calmly as possible.


She spun.


I caught the flash of her ring. Big diamond. My cock began
to harden again. It was going to need a lot of edging tonight for a huge burst.


I grinned at her. "You are… the prettiest thing out
here today."


She blinked rapidly, tension draining from her face and
being replaced by confusion. "What?" She was very pretty, but also
very short. She was almost chestless, like Cory, but had a delicious set of
hips that reminded me of Lynn at Jack in the Box. Small, petite, hippy. Nice
thighs. Spread of freckles across the nose under sky blue eyes behind
prescription glasses. Her skin looked baby-soft and blemish-free. Long, silky
black hair that had a natural wave to it and tied back in a loose ponytail. Her
black bangs hung so low on her forehead that she had to tilt her head up to see
from under them.


Yes, she was definitely a very pretty woman. The guy had
chosen poorly if this girl wasn't his type.


I asked her, "I've just been dying to ask your name. It
took a lot of courage to approach you…" I acted vulnerable.


She blinked again. "Me? Are you kidding?"


I had read her right. I lowered my voice to one of awe.
"You're as beautiful up close…"


She blushed, her husband forgotten. "Are you sure you
have the right woman?"


I put on my gentlemanly act. "It would be my most
precious honor to know your name."


She laughed, surprised. "Me? I mean, I'm Tessie. I'm
here with—"


I stuck out my hand. "I'm Kirk." I motioned around
with my eyes. "This is my place."


Her face lit up and she took my hand. "Oh!" She
looked embarrassed. And young. But old enough to be married.


I gave her my warmest smile.


She melted and quivered, looking up at me with the widest,
most adoring eyes.


I said, "Please tell me you'll have a drink with
me?"


Her face fell. "Oh… I'm only eighteen."


My grin widened. "No worries. The drinking age only
applies to public places and purchases. You can drink privately at your age
without breaking the law."


She looked up at me, astonished. "You can?"


I nodded. "Seriously. Perfectly legal. You're an
adult."


She brightened. "I know, right? I mean, I'm eighteen
now. I have every right. I always thought it was unfair to place the age above
adult age. But no one would listen. I mean, shouldn't I be allowed? It isn't
right to—"


She was babbling excitedly.


I placed my hand on her shoulder and squeezed gently.
"Have a small drink with me, Tessie?"


She blushed deep again. She batted her eyelashes and tried
to hide the smile that couldn't be hid. "Okay!"


I led her and she bounced next to me. I had no clue what
kind of relationship she had with her husband – whether convenience or
ignorance, or forced or settled, but I was going to run block on her so my wife
could make headway with Tessie's husband.


I ordered up two tumblers of rum. Each tumbler held two
shots worth.


She waited, hands twisted together and biting her lower lip.
Her eyes glowed behind her glasses.


Fuck, she's cute.


For the first time in my marriage, my dick began to harden
for another woman. In that instant, I imagined heaving the little girl up and
down on my dick. I opened my mouth at the powerful vision and desire.


I handed her the drink clumsily from almost nerveless
fingers. How far could I go with her? How far would be acceptable to Cory as a
block on Tessie's husband? I offered, "Let's sit on the couch, in
there…" I waved my glass forward and shifted to the side to block any
other avenue.


Tessie went along with my physical cues perfectly.
"Okay." She bounced ahead of me and I admired her tiny figure and her
wiggling ass. Some girls had a well-developed and shaped ass that was wide in
the hips and tapered perfectly down to nice thighs. Tessie was one of them. I
could watch her youthful jiggle all day long.


It was mesmerizing.


I so wanted to pound my cock up her pussy and hear her yell.


I let her sit and then I sat next to her, touching. I turned
a little and placed my arm along the back over her shoulder.


She saw it. She blushed. She turned towards me with
interest.


Here was someone, I realized, who had been normally ignored.
Perhaps shunned by her classmates because she wasn't woke enough, or activist
enough. She didn't have that look about her. Too innocent. Too expressionless.
Too clean.


But she wasn't stupid. Her eyes moved, searching. She said,
"You're married."


"So are you. That shouldn't stop us from having a
friendly drink."


Her neck moved her head more upright and her eyebrows lifted.
"No, it shouldn't."


I moved my head forward a little. "Tell me about
yourself, Tessie. Captivate me." I took a drink and shifted the position
of my eyebrows and eyelids to indicate she should do the same. I made sure to
gulp at least half.


She studied what I did and then copied it.


Perfect.


She coughed, sputtered, and choked. She croaked,
"Whoa…"


I pulled her close, like a hug, and patted her back. Her
hair smelled of lilac and strawberries. My cock swelled dramatically. She was
so light in my hands. I let go when she had regained composure.


She looked up, down, then back up into my eyes. "Thank
you. Sorry."


"No need. It's always like that the first gulp. Now all
the rest will be smooth. Once you expect it…"


She nodded as if it was obvious.


I said, "Try it." I tilted my glass back and
demonstrated, drinking the rest.


She looked at her glass doubtfully. But then tried. It went
down easily enough, though she struggled slightly. She hummed a moment.
"Wow, I can feel it burning all the way down. You were right, it was
easier."


"Let me get us refills. Please tell me you'll wait for
me?"


She said so sweetly, "I promise."


I got two more drinks. While I was out there, I saw the guy
kissing my wife at the back of the yard. Her arms were draped around him and their
heads were moving in a very heated kiss. One of his hands was on her butt. The
other was between them. I knew what he was doing.


Tessie was going to have my wife's juices on her husband's
fingers going home. If not on his dick.


I sat back down, even closer this time. She didn't move or
flinch. Instead, she snuggled a little closer, her eyes already glassy from
drinking two shots of rum so fast.


I asked, "Do you like the rum?"


"I thought it would be sweeter, but it is spicy,
instead. Better, I think. Yes, I like it."


"Good." I raised my glass and downed half.


She copied me.


At this rate, I'd be fucking her within a half hour.


"So, tell me about yourself."


She looked up at me, excited that someone was paying
attention to her. Her eyes sparkled. Her teeth shined white and neat. She
regaled me with her high school and how her family owned a horse ranch.


I only half listened. I was more captivated by the thin,
high tone of her voice. It vibrated down my spine and tickled my dick. I found
myself stroking her hair back from her ear with my fingers. I noticed because
after a few moments of that, she faltered and closed her eyes. She was enjoying
my touch.


My cock swelled painfully. I looked down at her stretchy
pants that were patterned like blue jeans. She was wearing panties because the
cleft of her pussy was visible but not completely defined. Still, I stared down
at the obvious cameltoe and licked my lips. She wore a tiny halter top of white
that only served to accentuate her lack of breasts. I was so close to her,
touching her and I could see her sex through her clothes. I almost moaned.


She opened her eyes and looked at me.


I downed the last of the second drink. She hurried to copy.
I offered, "One more?"


Her answer was quick and wet with pleading.
"Please." She wiped at her lips.


I got us two more each. While waiting, I looked for Cory.
She was not to be found. I carried the four back and Tessie's eyes got big.


She grinned happily. "Whoa…"


I shrugged. "So I don't have to get up again."


Her eyes dropped to the tent in my slacks. Her mouth dropped
open and the blush that crept up her neck was instant and beet red. She looked
up at me nervously, but didn't move.


I arranged the glasses and then settled slowly down next to
her, snuggling up in an obvious way. She scooted forcefully – towards me.


Score.


Definite fuck.


I desperately wanted to slide all of my manhood deep into
her, back and forth. I wanted to hear her sighs of pleasure. I wanted to hear
her little girl moans. I wanted to make her cum.


I downed a half glass and so did she. Her eyes were
definitely glassy, now. But I wanted that next half-drink to come first. So
instead of doing what I wanted to do, I talked to her.


I brushed her hair again with my fingers. Her eyes closed
and opened in pleasure. I said, "You're so beautiful, Tessie."


She started to laugh, but stopped. She lowered her eyes.
"No one has ever told me that before." She looked up at me with
pleading eyes.


Yes, this is a definite fuck. She's as good as done right
now. "Then those men in your life are blind. Everything about you is
so charged and vibrant. I just want to lose myself in your eyes."


She whimpered.


It was a vulnerable sound of wanton excitement that went
straight to my dick. I drank the rest of our third rum. So did she. Then I put
the glass down and leaned forward to her.


Her chin came up, eyes searching.


I placed my lips on hers.


The burst of kissing that followed was hot, wet, and
probing. Her little mouth took my tongue and she battled it delicately but with
passion. After a good ten seconds, she moaned suddenly and turned more fully to
me, wrapping her arm around my neck and pulling her body to mine.


I reached behind her and slid my hand down, cupping her
shapely ass, and pulling her more firmly. She responded like a pro, coming up
off the couch and edging more onto my lap. She was so light and small that I
helped her the rest of the way. I lifted her with one arm and dragged her onto
my thighs, turning her. Now she was sitting across my lap, right over my dick,
still kissing me.


I held her close and tender, delivering the best, most
thorough kiss I could.


She squirmed on my cock.


I ground upward, pressing my bulge up between her legs
against her ass.


She panted in my mouth and then we broke the kiss. Her
glasses were fogged. She pulled them off and dropped them on the table next to
our glasses.


When she turned back, she didn't wait for my lead. She bent
to me and put her mouth on mine, forcing her little tongue into my mouth. She twitched
back and forth, teasing my bulge.


You little married slut. I can't wait to give you some
real cock.


We were interrupted.


Renee said, "My goodness, what does it take to get onto
your lap, Kirk? It's not like I haven't tried."


Tessie shot off my lap.


The mood was wrecked.











CHAPTER 16


 


Sunday was a spoiled day for me.


Not only did I not get to fuck little Tessie, but Cory
apparently decided that Tessie's husband wasn't worth the effort.


She scored no one.


Other than the kissing and groping, my wife came away from
the day untouched.


I was in bed and she was toying with my dick, disconsolate
and depressed.


She said, "All those guys there and none of them…"


I felt better for it, really, but I wasn't going to say
anything. I had become comfortable with likable Warden, her ex-boyfriend. I
could understand her fucking Garret – or pegging him, as she put it. But I had
a real hard time with the married man she had fucked at the mall. Who was he?
Would she ever see him again? What were his intentions?


I could trust Warden, mostly, now that the truth was out in
the open. He was safe; he was married. He wasn't going to steal Cory from me. I
grasped that easily.


No threat.


I knew Garret was weird, fucking Cory since she was nine
that had turned into her pegging him. It was a family thing, tradition, as it
were. Whatever. I grasped that, too.


No threat.


But other men? What if my friend Chuck were to sniff after
Cory? Bed her? He wasn't attached. Could he be easily dismissed and ditched by
my wife? Or would he expect and she deliver something more permanent? And what
if he decided he wanted more?


Threat.


The mall guy? Married, but I didn't know him. What if he had
planned on leaving his wife? And wanted more?


Potential threat.


Well, anyone was a potential threat. But Warden and Garret
were very special circumstances that I found reasonable and acceptable.


Cory's voice was dangerous. "Renee said you had a girl
on your lap and your tongue down her throat."


"I was running interference for you."


"What?"


"Interference, you know—"


"I know what interference is."


"I was watching you talk up that guy out by the fence.
His wife didn't like it and was coming to interrupt. I ran interference."


She stopped toying with my cock and just stared at me.


I said, "What?"


She blinked. "I don't know whether to thank you or
disbelieve you."


"You didn't know he was married?"


"I saw his ring."


"Well, his wife wasn't happy about you hugging
him."


She said flat and unconvinced, "Huh. So you thought
you'd kiss her and help me out?"


"Seemed like the thing to do."


Her eyebrows drew down. "Renee said she interrupted
some hot and heavy action."


"Hey, I was helping you out. Would you rather have had
a screaming girl hounding after you in your own yard?"


"No… Thanks, I guess."


"Gee, no problem."


We stared at each other.


Finally, I said, "What?"


"I don't like that you and her were getting all hot. I
don't care if you were running interference or not. Couldn't you have beat her
over the head with a club and knocked her out?"


"Great…"


"I'm serious. I'm not going to live with you cheating
on me."


"As opposed to me living with you cheating on me…"


"That's different."


I lifted my eyebrows. "Is it really?"


"I have reason and cause."


"Don't I?"


"No, you don't."


I went silent, knowing I had won the point, but not wanting
to go around and around about it. That seemed to satisfy her. I asked,
"What happened with tall guy, anyway?"


"I took him into the bathroom and blew him."


My dick twitched.


She responded by stroking. "Anyway, he wasn't all that…
hung. Smaller than Warden."


"I thought Warden was perfect?"


"He is. This guy was smaller. Much smaller."


"Pity." I said it with a certain amount of
smugness. "What was his name? Are you going to hook up with him for some
hot cheating later on?" My digs made her eyebrows draw down.


"Aiden. And no. Don't be an ass."


I smiled and lifted my eyebrows at her.


"What was the woman's name?"


"Tessie. And not a woman. Barely out of high
school."


"So you were sucking the mouth off a teenager?"


"Yeah, was pretty nice."


Her eyes squinted. "Was it now? Were you all
hard?"


"Very."


Her eyes burned with anger. She scrambled up, taking my
erection in both hands. She yanked up and down, hard. "You wanted to fuck
her, didn't you? Tell me!"


I panted, moving my hips. But she was doing it too hard and
fast. No way would I last. This was not going to be a good edging session. I
gasped, "Yes, actually, I did."


"Was she a plump little girl?" The scorn dripped
from her words.


"No, she was tiny, like you. Just a little wider in the
hips. A little fuller in the ass."


My wife hissed, jacking me faster. "You wanted to stick
your dick in her?"


I lifted my hips higher, faster with her motions. No reason
not to tell the truth. I grunted, "Yes. For the first time in our
marriage, I would've loved to ram it up her pussy. She was cute and deserved
better than her husband."


She growled in fury but kept at my cock. I was rapidly
approaching orgasm and my panting told her so. "Go on then, cheater. Stick
it in her. Go ahead, fuck her right now, bastard!"


I closed my eyes and imagined Tessie. I pictured her little
married pussy split open and sliding up and down on my cock. It was beautiful.
I groaned and shot hot cum out of my erection. It didn't lift very high or
shoot very far, but it felt good.


Cory wiped her hands off on my chest. "The day you do,
Kirk Fulton, is the day I leave you."


I panted for a moment, relishing the tingles that vibrated
my body. Finally, I asked the most hurtful question I could, "So does that
mean no sex with Renee? She keeps hinting and asking…"


Cory's fury turned incredulous. "What? You're not her type.
Don't bullshit me."


I laughed at her.


Cory ground her teeth together and fumed at me.


I said, "She told me when she found Tessie on my lap
that she's been trying to get on me."


Her eyes narrowed in study. Then widened, then narrowed
again. Then everything sagged on her. "You're telling the truth, aren't
you?"


I snorted.


She looked away. "My own best friend…"


"What haven't they told you, hmm? They hid stuff from
me, why wouldn't they hide stuff from you? If they lied to me, why not—"


"Stop it! Renee wouldn't lie to me."


"Are you certain?"


"Damn you."


"What? Angry that it's not all going your way?"


"Fuck you. I lived your way for fifteen years, denying
everything I was." Her voice rose. "It's going to start going my way
now! My way, Kirk. And Renee better understand that." She jumped off the
bed and slammed the bathroom door behind her.


Satisfied with myself, I placed my hands behind my head and
snickered.











CHAPTER 17


 


Warden rode along in my Jeep.


It was my idea, taking him along. Get to know him better. I
think he agreed to come because he thought something serious was going on.


It wasn't.


He asked about my business. I asked about his stocks. He
made enough to support his lifestyle. No more. No less. He rented the most
expensive apartment in town but drove a shitty used car.


Everyone was different.


We were all people with different tempers, triggers, and
tastes. Everyone was perfect in their own estimation, others were imperfect
freaks.


To each his own had now become forced agreement. If you
disagreed, you were canceled. There was no respect or consideration of people
with differing qualities. Not anymore.


Warden finally screwed up the courage to ask, "Was
there something on your mind today?"


"No."


He looked at me as if I had turned green and pink in stripes.


I shrugged. "I just wanted to better understand my
wife's boyfriend. Hang out. You know…"


He nodded in understanding. "Ah. I get it."


"So Cory says you're a wiz at cunnilingus?"


He laughed. "I guess so."


"You don't think so?"


He shrugged, blushed a little, and shook his head.
"Hey, I see pussy, I go crazy. That's pretty much all there is to it on my
end."


"What do you think of my wife hunting up other
guys?"


He brooded over that one, lower lip thrust out in thought.
"I guess that's between you and her. I just hope she saves me some."


I tapped both thumbs on the steering wheel at the eleven and
one position. "What would you say if Renee wanted to fuck around? Wanted
some extra dick?"


He held his breath, looked away, and then blew it out.
"I don't know."


"Don't you think it would be fair if she did?"


"Yeah… I guess so…"


"You don't sound very certain."


"I don't know, Kirk; it's a very big what if."


I grinned at him. "There are no secrets between the two
of you, right?"


"Right."


"Are you sure about that?"


His eyes narrowed at me. "What are you getting
at?"


I said nothing. I looked at him, gave him the smallest
smile, and the barest twitch of my eyebrows.


The effect on him was profound. He went quiet also,
frowning, furrowing his brow, and looking out the windshield.


I hadn't wanted any of this.


But Cory had changed. Or been revealed. Whatever. I had to
deal with that. Fine. Good. I would deal with it. I had only two options: stay
with her and accept it all; or leave and divorce her.


Simple.


Complex.


One doesn't just up and destroy a fifteen year happy
marriage. Except one of the two didn't view it as happy. That was the
complexity. So change was required everywhere in the relationship. Some people
thought things were simple.


Cheated? Dump the bitch.


Some understood and forgave.


Some accepted.


Circumstances varied and demanded varied responses.


I could easily take the simple view and divorce the cheating
bitch. Except that I had been complicit in causing her to cheat. Sure, she
could've changed and everything had been fine, but it didn't work out that way
and those weren't the cards that got dealt. One had to play the hand that was
dealt. What ifs in this case were invalid for this particular circumstance.


So I had the not-simple choice in this rather complex scenario.
It didn't matter if I had thought things were going well when in reality the
problem simmered underneath my notice. No, I now had to deal with it.


Did I throw away a fifteen year marriage that I had helped
destroy? Well, if it was destroyed, then why the fuck not? But was it
destroyed? Cory said she loved me. Some would say, "It's black and white:
if she loves you, she wouldn't do such a thing." I could hear it in my
head.


But let's say I absolved myself of all blame and laid it all
on Cory. Let's say I was totally blameless – after all, I didn't cheat – and
that Cory initiated the breakdown by being a cheating bitch. Simple, right?


Fine. Based on my angelic innocence, should I dump her? On
that very narrow assumption, I was justified. Sort of. I had married her
knowing who and what she was. She had affected a change on the surface that
held for fifteen years – not counting her step-brother. So I was justified in
blaming her for something I knew was an issue – yet I had married her anyway.


No, the reality was, I was just as much a culprit as her. Be
fair, Kirk. I'm guilty, too. I looked the other way and thought it was all
good.


Stay and accept? Dump and divorce?


The choice seemed clear and simple, but discounted love. 


Did I love Cory?


Beyond doubt. It ate at me knowing something was wrong but
not knowing what. I had been determined to find and fix whatever it was because
I loved her. But now the simple and easy was to dump and divorce? Give up on
love?


That was why things were complex and not simple. That was
why I found myself sitting with Warden making my rounds. That was why I
understood Cory's cheating with Garret and Warden. I understood because I was
sympathetic to her plight. I understood because I loved her.


That doesn't mean I agreed with the predicament.


But this was the hand I was dealt.


There was a parallel decision to be made here, too: love and
be a cuck; or hate and leave. My dignity was at stake. How did my dignity
compare to Cory? She was willing to stay and love me, at the cost of my dignity.
I could maintain my dignity by dumping her and divorcing. Flip the switch off
to love and forge ahead alone? Or embrace the relationship to which I had made
a commitment and help Cory face herself and grow? Maybe get better? Maybe get
worse?


I loved Cory.


She loved me.


I wasn't ready just yet to give up on her and our marriage.


Not yet.











CHAPTER 18


 


I dropped off Warden and drove home early. Sales were steady
and my accounts were all caught up. I just needed to enter a few things on my
computer and place two orders. Half hour max.


I pulled up and saw Cory's X7 in the driveway. It was
another hour before she would need to leave to pick up Ben. Amy came in on the
bus.


I walked in and heard the commotion immediately. I have
never served in the military, but my reactions were lightning fast and
surprised me for never having been practiced. I grabbed the shotgun from the
closet by the garage within a split-second from entering the house.


Cory was being attacked upstairs.


I raced up.


And then I stopped.


Not attacked. Nope.


Not attacked. Fucked.


In our bedroom.


The blood of adrenaline pounded in my head and I leaned
against the wall to calm my breathing and pulse. I flicked the safety back on
and leaned the shotgun against the corner of the hall.


Her voice was loud, yelling, and derogatory. "Pound me
harder. Come on! My husband's cock is way bigger than yours. Harder! Slam it in
me. Make me forget my husband. Don't be a pussy, harder!"


Over it all, the forced exertion of… whoever. His grunts
were feverish and frantic. His cries of effort were loud and at the edge of his
endurance.


I was curious. The door was open. I could peek in and see
who it was… As I calmed down, my panic and action was replaced with irritation
and amusement.


I was irritated that she had another man in bed. I was
amused she was abusing his apparently smaller dick.


And yes, my cock began to harden. The fucker had a mind of
its own especially when I would've preferred to be angry.


But I waited, listening.


Cory swore. "Off. Let me get on." There was some
rustling.


The guy was panting loudly, as if having run a mile in under
a minute. He sounded as if he was going to hyperventilate and die any second.
"Yeah… okay…" I heard the bedsprings creak and he groaned with
relief, panting easier.


More creaks and then Cory said, "I'll do the work; just
sit still."


"Your… husband… is… bigger…?"


"Almost twice as long as you."


I looked toward the doorway. I wondered if it was the Aiden
guy from yesterday.


The guy muttered, "Sorry…"


Cory was brutal. "Shut up." She began making the
bedsprings really creak.


The guy moaned loudly. "Oh, wow… Fuck!"


"Keep talking. Tell me how much you love it. Make me
forget my husband. If you don't, I'm going to get off." Her words came in
a gasping pant.


I lost to my curiosity. I inched forward and peeked left
through the open door. The bed was a mess. The cover was on the floor and the
blankets and sheets all wadded up. The guy was on his back and Cory was
squatted over him, riding. But she wasn't riding up and down, she was twirling her
hips as if she were playing with a hoola hoop. Around and around her hips went.
The guy's cock was up, the end stuck in her pussy, twirling with it. I had
never seen my wife do such a thing. Her hips were a blur.


The guy was indeed Aiden. Hair and build… yep. And his dick
was not very thick and definitely not as long as mine. He obeyed her and began
talking. "Fuck yeah, your pussy is fantastic. Do it, fuck me. You're way
better than my wife. You feel better, taste better, fuck better."


Cory was shaking with the effort of gyrating on Aiden's
smaller cock.


And I was struck instantly by the command she had and the
lust driving her. She didn't care about Aiden. She was using him.


Serves him right. Tessie deserves better and this proves
it. But my dick also found this exciting. I released it and began stroking
it fully erect. It felt good to watch my wife grind circles on his cock while
feeling my hand sliding along my shaft. It went to a far deeper level of
pleasure than just jacking off. This was connected by all my senses into one
very satisfactory experience.


I would never have imagined myself masturbating to my wife
fucking someone. But this new thing I was experiencing was beyond anything I
could've imagined. I stroked with more confidence and delight. I got into it,
thrusting my hips and watching them.


This was not just good, it was spectacular. A truly
outstanding experience. To see my wife's familiar form intimately engaged in
sex with a strange form was at once riveting and compelling. I could not look
away. I could not stop stroking. And edging was not a factor. I was not close
enough to worry about cumming. I was able to jack as fast as I wanted and enjoy
the euphoria of free-flowing endorphins in my body. I relaxed completely and
let my erection guide my actions.


Cory ground away.


Aiden tried to stay still, but he ended up thrusting his
hips upward, driving his cock up and into my wife, over and over. "Oh
fuck! What a great pussy. I hope we can fuck more. I want my cock in your
pussy, fucking you…"


Cory said, "Do you want to fill me?"


"Fuck yes!"


"Do you want to shoot your cum into my womb?"


Aiden panted for several heartbeats before answering.
"Yes!"


"Does my pussy want to make you cum?"


"Yes!" He groaned loudly with effort.


"Then do it. Grab onto me." She settled down onto
him.


Thankfully their faces were at the headboard and away from
me. I jacked furiously, relishing the feel of my hand sliding to the sight of
his cock angled up into her pussy.


He grabbed onto my wife's tiny butt and began heaving, pounding
upwards. His balls jumped up and down in his sack as he thrust. His shaft
invaded that familiar hole I had called my own for fifteen years. He fucked
her, sliding his shaft in and out between my wife's so very familiar pussy
lips.


I loved it. I wanted to laugh. I wanted to sing. In a flash
of understanding, I had been worried about this cheating thing from a very
narrow view of mental gymnastics. Seeing it was a totally different story.
Seeing it completely negated the interior struggles and arguments. This was not
the experience I expected.


Not only that, this was still far different than watching my
wife get fucked by Warden on the video. That had been exciting, sure, but this
was far and away a hundred times better. There was a glorious lack of concern
on my part. It was as if in watching, I was insured of her safety, security,
and the sanctity of our bond.


Strange as that sounds.


I had no worries, concerns, or negative emotions. I was
astonished by that the most: no negative emotions. It was as if in seeing it –
in witnessing it live – that my negative emotions had been disconnected.


I didn't hate what I was seeing.


I didn't hate Aiden.


I wasn't angry or sad.


I wasn't plotting murder.


I wasn't cursing my slut wife.


No, in fact, I was exulting in her sexuality. More than
exulting. I was masturbating in celebration and even that was an
understatement.


I was happy.


I was aroused.


I was content.


I was confident.


I was jacking my dick while my wife fucked another man and I
loved it!


My life had literally changed in this one post-panic moment
when I had thought it all over. Just like that, I saw a new me that didn't
include the mentally anguished soul I had been certain I would become if I
stayed.


I could've done this forever.


It was to my severe disappointment that Aiden didn't have
the stamina of my hand. He began hissing and grunting, trying to grind his
teeth and pant at the same time. His moans began gargling and suddenly he was
thrusting frantically up into my wife. He cried out, "Agh! Oh! Ungh!"


I wanted to laugh: he made the oddest noises.


But I was also extremely turned on. A long drip of pre-cum
oozed out of my cock and hung. I scooped it and smeared it all over my shaft.


Aiden's butt heaved up and he held it there, his shaft gone
from view and only his convulsing ballsack visible against my wife's pussy.


Cory moaned with contentment and jerked her hips in little
coaxes on his cock – milking the last of his cum out.


I watched, enrapt. I saw her butt flex and her hips tilt. I
recognized that in an odd way. I had never seen it before but felt it with my
hands when she and I were in a similar position: when I started cumming, my
hands would feel her flex and tilt to align better and allow my cum the best
depth. Looking in, I recognized that movement from the memory of feel. It was
an absolute joy to see it with my eyes where I never could have before.


It was a connection I would treasure forever.


Aiden's feet twisted and moved, his toes curling. His thighs
trembled and finally he slumped into total relaxation. His exhale of breath was
one of relief. "Whew…"


Cory giggled. "Not bad…"


"Huh?"


"Not bad. I think I enjoyed that."


Aiden coughed. "I'm all worn out."


"Did you like it?"


"Fuck yeah."


"Well, maybe we can do this again…"


"I'd like that."


I put away my cock. But I was still excited. I pulled back
enough so that if either leaned up to look at the door, they wouldn't see me.


Cory said, "Are you going to tell your wife?"


Aiden laughed. "Are you for real?"


She giggled. "Well, some of the younger people are…
very liberated. They have side-people they fuck."


"Oh, yeah. Well, no, not us. Are you going to tell your
husband?"


"Probably."


"What?" Panic was in his voice.


"Don't worry about him. He's mine and I deal with
him."


Something in her tone and wording made me proud.


Aiden didn't sound convinced. "Are you sure?"


"Yes."


"Is he a cuck, then? Some guys like it."


"Maybe he is. That's none of your business. Anyway, you
should get going. He usually comes in in another… half hour or so."


"Shit." There was a scramble in the bedroom.


Cory giggled.


I picked up the shotgun and let it dangle in my hand, finger
off the trigger.


Aiden came out a moment later, fixing his shirt. He saw me
and looked down to see the shotgun. He froze and put up his hands, face white
as a sheet.


I rolled my eyes and motioned with my head. "Get going.
Say hi to Tessie for me."


His eyes widened further and he edged past me. Then he ran.


Cory's voice lifted in surprise. "Kirk? Is that
you?"


I went into the bedroom.


She looked down at the shotgun dangling in my hand. Her face
went white, too.


I shook my head and sighed. "No, no, don't worry. I
came in and heard yelling. I thought you were being attacked." I leaned
the shotgun against the dresser. Then I moved to the bed.


"What did you… Did you see… What…"


"Yes, I saw it." I grinned. "I even took a
little time to…" I made a stroking motion.


She relaxed her hands on the sheet she was holding up. She
studied me.


I asked, "He wasn't all that satisfying?"


"He was okay."


"Going to have him back?"


"What if I do?"


"Was he that good?"


She studied me again. "It looks like you thought
so." Her eyes were on my jeans.


I unbuttoned them and stripped them off. My cock hung heavy
and inflamed.


Her lips quirked a little in a smile. "You enjoyed what
you saw?"


I wasn't sure I wanted to admit that I had been totally
thrilled watching it, so I equivocated. "It got me excited."


Her smile spread wide and she flipped the sheet back. She
spread her legs to show me her used pussy. The lips were flaming red and puffy
swollen. Cum was leaking out of her. "Care to taste?"


"No."


She pouted. "That's one thing Garret loves to do. Or
used to. His friends would fuck me and then he'd suck them off and eat me out."


"Maybe Warden?"


She made a look of consideration. "I'll have to ask
him… So do you want some of this?"


My dick was back at full erection. I didn't answer with
words. I crawled onto the bed and over her. She settled back as I advanced,
spreading her legs wider.


"Does this have you excited, husband?"


"Yes." I rubbed my cock along the top of her
pussy, teasing her clit. The heat from her pussy was incredible.


"Is it that you know you won't be the first in me
today?"


I growled, my cock flexing and oozing more pre-cum.


Cory cooed, "I've been bad. Another man fucked me in
our bed and I liked it. I really liked it. His cum is in me, dear. I'm filled
with his cum. Are you going to—"


I stabbed my cock into her, driving in with one strong push.
I went balls deep – my shaft in a soupy hot mess.


It was incredible. No, it was outstanding. I had never
pushed my dick through another man's fresh cum before, but this was not what I
expected. Instead of just feeling wet, my entire shaft tingled as if touched by
magic sparkles. It swelled even further, until it was so engorged it hurt.


Cory moaned in appreciation. "Oh, fuck yes. Fuck me,
Kirk."


I pumped slowly at first, relishing the feel of his cum in
her pussy. It was beyond fantastic. It was sensational and unreal.


It was marvelous.


I closed my eyes as my shaft pushed and pulled through
Aiden's scalding hot cum. I had never felt anything like this before in my
life. My entire dick was alive and tingling – throbbing in a way that was
unique in my experience.


I pushed as deep as I could go and held it there – just
enjoying the new sensation.


Cory pulled on my butt and groaned gratefully. "So
deep… There's the cock I love…"


Then I hammered her as if someone had jabbed an electric
prod to my ass. In and out I drove my cock until my balls hurt from slapping
her ass so hard.


Cory wailed, crying out in shrieks of pleasure that hurt my
ears. She was frozen, her body taut in excitement as I fucked her as hard as I
could. Never before this hard. Never before this passionate.


I kissed her fiercely, fucking her mouth with my tongue
while I fucked her cheating pussy with my cock.


It was phenomenal.


"Fuck me, Kirk!"


"Are you going to have him back?"


"Do you want me to?"


"Fuck yes."


She wailed in relief and lust. "Then fuck me! Add your
cum to his!" She began convulsing, thrusting her hips up at me and wailing
as she came.


I shoved in hard and held it there while she convulsed on my
cock. I grunted while she frantically writhed and I unloaded a forceful burst
of cum deep into her used pussy. Quickly followed by another. And another. I
was up on my outstretched arms and stiffly supported by the toes of my feet. I
was thrust in as far as I could go, exploding into my wife in the most intense
and ball-ripping orgasm I had ever experienced.


I came so hard it hurt.


I was never so satisfied after sex as I was at that moment.
Never before in such an extreme way.


I collapsed on the woman I loved and panted on her,
relishing our mutual heat.


She patted my back. "I'm sorry, Kirk, but I have to get
up. I need to go pick up Ben."


I groaned in disappointment. I had wanted to hold my wife.


She said, "We'll have to plan this better in the
future, but right now I have to go."


I groaned again and rolled off of her. She was a mess. My
chest heaved. She touched me briefly with a loving smile and got out of bed.


She rustled with clothing and then bent over, wiping
furiously at her pussy. She went to pull up her shorts, then bent to wiping
again with frustration. In exasperation, she said the most beautiful words I
could imagine at that point. "So much cum…"


I dozed.


Satisfied.


Happy.











CHAPTER 19


 


The days that followed seemed slow. But sometimes life deals
slow days when you want fast, and vice-versa.


Amy was at that age where she needed new furniture. No
longer a toddler, she had outgrown the baby furniture she had. We picked out
new furniture and had it delivered. The old, well-kept furniture went into the
garage. Cory listed it in the local Facebook ads.


A couple came to see them, young and decently dressed. Just
beginning to make their way in life by the looks of them. The wife was maybe
thirty and chubby. The husband was fresh and eager, skinny and rough-looking –
the bad boy who had settled down.


They agreed to buy the furniture, but he would have to come
back with a truck.


And he did.


I came home to help and found him fucking Cory up in our
bed. He was the first in the week following Aiden. Why she had waited so long,
I didn't know.


I didn't hesitate outside the bedroom door; I walked right
in.


He was pounding her from behind, yanking a tight fistful of
her long, blonde hair. His athletic body pumped and moved, driving his cock in
and out of my wife.


Cory's eyes were rolled back in her head and her head was
bent back by his pulling. She looked unconscious, but she was kneeling, so I
knew she was just lost in the fuck.


However, bad-boy leapt away from her with wide eyes and fear
in his face. "It was an accident, man. I'm sorry."


I laughed and waved him off. "Don't mind me; I want to
watch this. Get back in there."


Cory's eyes cleared and she waited, still on her hands and
knees on the bed.


He placed both hands, fingers to chest, as if to indicate
himself. "Me? Seriously?" His dick was thick and curved – as thick as
mine.


I shucked off my jeans and grabbed my dick. I furrowed my
brow and indicated my wife with a nod. "Are you going to leave her like
that?"


He was uncertain.


I sat in the chair and swiveled around, stroking myself and
waiting. "Do you do this kind of thing often? With women?"


"No…"


"Does your wife know you're fucking mine?"


"No…"


"Any diseases?"


"Fuck no, I'm clean. I assumed Cory was, too?" He
appeared very reluctant now.


"Clean. Go ahead."


He blinked and smirked. "Okay…" He looked at me
stroking and licked his lips. "You're not small, bro."


I laughed. "No, I'm not."


He shook his head as if I didn't get it. But I did and I
didn't care to discuss it.


Cory shifted around so I could see her pussy from the side.
She winked at me and I at her.


I asked, "What's your name again?"


"Leo."


"That's right. And your wife was Cassie."


"Right." He looked at me suspiciously while
handling his thick dick.


I waved him forward.


He shrugged and rubbed it up and down my wife's inflamed
lips. "You're a lucky man…"


"So I hear." I leaned forward. "Listen, if
you do a good job, she might invite you back. Okay?"


He grinned. His teeth were crooked, but it was a nice smile.
"Sure thing."


I leaned back. "Do it hard."


He slid his dick slowly into her. I got to see his veiny
shaft slide in, disappearing as my wife's pussy accepted his violation. In and
in it went until he was pushing the base of it forward and her with it.


Cory moaned happily. "So thick… Feels good."


Leo grabbed her hair as if preparing to ride a mechanical
bull. He carefully twisted it in his hand until his grip was secure. Then he
pulled so that her head came up. He wriggled his hips and scooted his knees
forward. His other hand grabbed the back of her neck. He pulled back, showing
me his wet shaft. Then he hauled on her, pulling back with almost all his
strength.


My Cory slammed back onto his cock with a cry of pleasure
and pain.


He did it again and again, faster and faster until his cock
was a blur and her head was rapidly jerking to his pulls. The slaps of his
thighs against her ass were so loud they almost hurt my ears.


His grunts were savage. Her cries were piercing.


I stroked my shaft up and down very slowly. For every five
thrusts of his up, and five thrust of his down. I stared at her open mouth and
intense look of concentration. I stared at the blur of his thick cock as it
violated my wife on our marriage bed. I stared at his savage snarl as he
cheated on his wife with mine.


He grunted with effort, then slowed down to a motion as slow
as my hand. He looked over and watched me while he fucked my wife. He
whispered, "Fuck!" Then he looked up into my face. He yanked hard on
my wife again, slamming his cock into her. His mouth was open in an angry,
silent yell as he stared at me while pounding her. As if showing me that it was
his cock that owned her.


Cory moaned, "Fuck me…"


He slowed again and gave her thrusts that would have suited
a three foot long cock. She moved forward with those thrusts and drool ran out
of her open mouth. He was still staring at me, mouth wide open in a silent
snarl, brow furrowed angrily, and shoving his thick erection into my wife's
sexy, swollen pussy.


It was truly beautiful.


The violation of my wife's pussy was supreme.


I said, "Does her pussy feel good?"


Leo snarled, "Fuck yeah. But real men don't watch their
wives get fucked."


I laughed. "Tell you what Leo. Want to be a real man?
Go home with my wife's juices all over your dick and make Cassie suck them off.
That's a real man."


He looked at me as if never having heard such wonder before.
He looked dumb for a moment.


I guess he tried to assert some bad boy on me and I had
turned it right back on him.


Cory groaned, "Are you going to fuck me, or chat with
my husband."


Leo's face twisted with hate and he began slamming her again
while sneaking looks at me and my dick. His heavy balls swung back and forth
and I anticipated a huge blast if he would get to business.


He pulled out and flipped her over. He crawled up her chest
and grabbed her hair at the top. He pulled up on her head and forced his cock
into her mouth. She gagged. He looked at me with challenge.


I smirked. "Do you really want to cum in her mouth when
you could cum in her pussy?"


He blinked, suddenly uncertain. "What?"


"Aren't you going to fuck her?"


"You mean, I can cum in her? I don't have to pull
out?"


"Nope. Fill her up."


His face cleared and instantly he was Mister Nice Guy. He
moved down her body and pushed his throbbing cock back at her pussy. The head
parted her puffy folds and slid in where it belonged.


I stroked.


His shaft slid in and he closed his eyes.


Cory lifted her hips and begged him, "Fuck me."


He sighed loudly, "Fuck… this is hot."


I said, "Are you ready to dump a huge load in
her?"


"Fuck, yes."


"Are you ready to cheat on your wife and orgasm with
another woman?"


Cory groaned heavily, twitching and shaking.


Leo gasped. "She's cumming on my dick; I can feel it.
Bro! She's cumming on my dick!"


I laughed. "Well? Don't waste it."


Leo began thrusting deep.


It was stunning to watch.


His hips drove in slowly until his butt squeezed and his
muscles stood out. At the same time, my wife lifted her hips to him for maximum
penetration. When he pulled back, she lowered her hips. It was repeated again
and again.


Right at the start, I had grabbed my cell phone and was
recording it. Leo was no longer focused on me at all. His eyes were closed as
he fucked my wife.


The synchronicity of their movements – of the violation of
my wife's body – was pure and perfect. Their fucking was a work of beauty and
art – so wonderful that I deeply appreciated every single thrust, grunt, and
sigh.


If this is what being a stag was – watching with approval as
the wife is violated over and over, then this was a thing of exquisite value.


An asset to any marriage.


I was definitely hooked.


Leo's face was screwed up in concentration and he silently
pushed forward until it could go no deeper. Then he started hissing with
effort. His butt clenched once. Then again a long two seconds later.


Cory moaned suddenly with satisfaction and raised her head
to look at me.


Leo's butt clenched again a long two seconds later, in
perfect time with the other two. He panted rapidly after that one, but held his
breath for the next clench. His butt squeezed slowly and his body quivered.


Cory's eyes opened wider and she looked away from me down to
where his body joined hers. "Oh my gosh…"


His butt clenched four more times in perfect sequence. But
he didn't pull out. His mouth dropped open and the next butt clench came ten
seconds later.


Each clench was a squirt. I had never seen an orgasm go on
for so long. I didn't think he'd ever stop clenching between my wife's legs.


When he pulled back, there was a huge mess of cum on the
bed. It had leaked and leaked and squirted out as he came and kept cumming.


Cory cooed with delight.


Leo seemed weakened to the point of dizziness. He gazed at
me wearily, but with interest. "Do you want to cum on my face?"


I was startled. "What?"


"That's a beautiful cock, bro. I'll let you cum on my
face. Cassie will like to lick it off."


Kinky. I stood up and nodded. I stroked for him as he
knelt before me.


Cory sat up, watching with interest.


I said, "But you're not going to tell her about Cory?"


He shook his head frantically.


I laughed to myself. Coward. All bluster, no action.
It didn't take long. I painted his face with my squirts of cum and I even aimed
for his eyes. I missed, but what the heck.


Cory walked him out. When she returned, she said,
"Well, you wasted your cum on his face."











CHAPTER 20


 


Who invented the dance of life?


Bunch of bullshit.


Whoever the choreographer is, they need to find a new
fucking job.


I start to warm to my wife's unique character, and suddenly
she's not in the mood.


Days pass.


Hey, aren't you going to invite… some dick… over? Get it on?
Let's do this.


Nah, not in the mood.


What?


Is this some woman thing where it's all great and wonderful
and fan-fucking-tastic until the mood shifts? Who made up this shit?


Does a woman like chocolate only if she's in the mood? One
day it's chocolate, then the next day it's bran muffins. The following week,
it's turtles on the roof wearing purple fedoras.


If anyone gets this and grasps it, drop me a line.


So what happens? I get used to it. I adapt. Us men are good
at that, right? We're the sponges of sympathy willing to accommodate women with
any strange issue at any time. Men: the sacrificial offering lain reverently at
the feet of indifferent women who might be more interested in sock lint then
real relationships.


Okay, okay, I exaggerate.


But still.


Fuck.


So I adapt and get comfortable back in my old ways – those
familiar paths of being selfish and insular – or in other words not wanting any
other dicks around.


Cory doesn't want other dicks? Great! I'll just shift
smoothly right back into that groove. No problems. Easy. Slick.


Once again, I am king of the household, gently guiding my
woman together with me into a cozy future. Raise the kids. Watch a movie.


But then comes the shift – as if the wedding ring witch has
decided that since I am comfortable, it's time to change. Again.


There's that mood thing.


Favorite movie Star Wars? Not if the mood shifts.


Favorite color pink? Yeah, mood.


Suddenly hates bananas? You got it. Fucking mood.


Not just days later so I could easily adjust back, but weeks
later when I'm coasting with ease.


We're talking weeks of no Warden, no Garret, no Aiden, no…
dick. Except mine and that's all good. But weeks. Who doesn't think that when
weeks pass, something doesn't become established.


Established. It bears repeating. Like precedent. Routine,
habit, and all the normal things you schedule in a day or a week because you
know they need to be done and let's not throw a wrench in things…


And the wedding ring decides to start chucking tools into
the works.


Hey, you're fucking up the process, here.


These things all have to go unspoken, of course. Talking to
a woman is like talking to a brick wall: they don't listen. They don't want to
listen. They purse their lips, put fists on hips, and sigh over-dramatically.
Big fucking production of incomprehension.


I swear, it's easier dealing with women using just grunts.


"Honey, do you think our new bedspread should be
paisley pink? Or checkered blue?"


"Grunt."


Bingo, conversation solved. Question settled to the woman's
satisfaction. Victory scored once again by the man.


And the grunt is an art form. A man can't grunt with
sympathy. Oh, no. That invites argument. No, no, no, that just won't do. Tsk
tsk. The grunt must be applied emotionless. Absolutely devoid of any meaning so
that the woman can interpret it the way she desires. The grunt must be guttural
– it can't have inflection or musical tone. Even better for the man if the
grunt can be combined with a burp: it's figurative, final, and aids in the
digestion of the woman's thought processes.


So weeks pass and now we're going to Renee's and Warden's.
Suggestive looks are there that she might consider… dick. Wink wink.


What? Why now? Hadn't I been so solicitous of her needs and
moods that our path was now away from dick?


Nope.


Gotta have it, now.


She must have seen a laundry soap commercial and instantly
thought of cock. That's how the female mind works.


Fuck.


We drove to their apartment and I skipped Jack in the Box.
Before we arrived, my wife absolutely demanded in imperious tones why I hadn't
stopped and ordered a soda.


No mention of onion rings – she doesn't like those.


I said, "Because that gal that works there seemed
jealous of you."


Cory's chin lifted to the heavens in imperious rage.
"So you've been in contact with her?"


"No." I said it too pedantically and
sarcastically.


"So you think because I have a little fun with Warden
that you can go out and cheat on me with—"


"Shut. Up. Cory."


She pouted. She fumed. She exuded her titanic displeasure.


I said, "I couldn't figure her out until you were with
me in the drive-up. Then I saw on my next visit her dismissal. I haven't been
back since."


"So because she wasn't receptive to screwing around
with you—"


"Not like that, no. That's your idea of how it went. I
left when I saw her little game. Games like you play."


"What?" She twisted to me in the Jeep and placed
her hand against her chest. "Me?"


"Yes you. I swear you create some fabricated argument
when you're in the mood for cock so you can feel justified in screwing some
other guy." I rolled my eyes up dramatically and mimicked a female voice.
"Oh, we've had this huge argument and he's being a jerk. I'm going to
console myself with a good fuck."


Her eyes popped out. But this was different. I had hit a
nerve. Strongly. Gone was the phony effrontery and accusation. It was all
replaced with a scalding simmer of resentment.


I had hit the nail on the head.


I let it go and just remained silent after that. Let her
think about it; maybe she would adjust her approach in the future and not try
to create an excuse to get cock.


She faced forward slowly and looked out at the street. She
stayed quiet.


That's how I knew she was thinking.


No way does a woman not get the last word when she thinks
she's right.


So I was gracious.


And sure enough, on the way to their door, she said, "I
hadn't realized I was doing that. I'm sorry."


It's best not to answer in these cases, but the man must
answer. The best method is the touch. Women love touches. It calms them,
reassures them, it reinforces the connection on a level men can't understand. I
reached out and squeezed her shoulder.


Birds began to sing. The sun glowed radiantly through the
clouds. And a fucking rainbow lit the sky in a magical burst of colors. Or, in
other words, the day essentially got a hell of a lot better.


All that tension melted away. Gone. Forgotten.


I considered a succinct male grunt to cap it off, but didn't
want to push my luck.


Warden answered the door naked, hooting like a teenager.


Cory laughed.


Fuck, if I did that, the house would echo with her yelling
for days.


Warden swept her up in his arms and hauled her off into the
interior of the dank, dark, and desolate cave of Other Dick. She was ecstatic.


Renee winked at me. "Why did you keep her away for so
long?"


I rubbed my forehead in an attempt to massage away the pain.


She said, "Come on. Let's not miss anything."


"Huh?"


"He took her to the bedroom."


"Oh."


"There's someone we want you two to meet."


"Huh?"


"Are you hard of hearing today?"


"Yeah."


Cory was giggling. Warden had thrown her on the bed and was
yanking down her bikini bottoms. She kicked her feet, but it was half-hearted.
He succeeded without a lot of brawn and her pussy was exposed.


Even I was shocked at the effort and intensity with which he
suddenly attacked her pussy with his mouth. Cory froze, though her hands
gripped his head. Her mouth came open and stayed in a perpetual silent yell.


Warden must have had boundless energy: his head moved in
ways that made my neck hurt just watching it. He hummed and yummed and made
appreciative noises as he licked, bit, and slurped.


My wife's eyes closed and she bit her lower lip. Her hips
began to make tiny jerks.


Renee gaily withdrew a large vibrator and sat down. Within
seconds, she had the thing on and buzzing away at her pussy. It was loud and
powerful. I guesstimated the thing must be packing four hundred horses under
the hood. She watched her husband lick my wife and she toyed herself into a
squirming frenzy.


I tried to act casual. "So who is this person you want
us to meet?"


Her eyes took a moment to clear, and then another moment to
process my question.


I rolled my eyes. I'm growing a beard here waiting…


She finally lit up. "Oh… Right. Friends of ours;
they're out at the pool right now. Eric and Dawn. They're super nice."


"They didn't come to the reception?"


"No, nor the wedding. Visiting grandparents in…
California."


"I'm sorry?"


"California."


"I heard you the first time. I'm sorry for them it was
California."


"What's wrong with California?"


I started laughing. Then I laughed louder. Then I couldn't
stop.


Warden even stopped and looked at me. Cory looked at me.


I wiped my eyes and shook my head.


Warden took up again.


Renee offered her toy. "You want me to put this on your
thing?"


"Nah, that's okay."


"No, really. Come on. It's fun. Warden says it's
incredible."


"Nah, that's okay."


"Oh come on, Kirk."


I sighed. If it would make her shut up… I stood next to her.


"Drop your shorts."


I slid them down and waited.


She applied the big vibrating head against the side of my
shaft.


I had to hold my eyes in with my hands. They threatened to
fly out of my head. Vibrations rocketed up my dick, down my legs, up my back,
along my arms, and rattled my teeth. My dick erected fast.


Renee giggled. "There you go." She gripped my cock
and held the vibrator to it, slowly rubbing it up and down the shaft. Her hand
felt hot. The vibrator cool. I twitched and a big drop of precum came out. She
leaned over quickly and licked it off before I could pull away.


I wagged my finger at her, but she just giggled.


I hoped my wife hadn't seen. Despite Renee playing with us
while I watched the wedding video from a couple months ago, I had strong
reasons to believe Cory would banshee out like a raging chimp if she saw
another woman lick me.


I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sounds of my wife's moans,
the soothing electric buzz of the vibrator, and the… incredible sensations of
the toy placed against my erection. I felt my cock even lengthen further than
usual.


Then I felt the other thing – Renee's hand stroking my
length. It was soft and tentative, but growing stronger. I frowned. She had
just wanted an excuse to touch my dick. Angrily, I wondered what happened to
the whole "You're not my type" bullshit she had thrown at me months ago.


But, whatever; it felt good and I let her do it.


Then she took it away and went back to playing with herself.


Selfish bitch. I stroked myself instead. Despite
feeling good, it definitely was nothing like that vibrator. That's it; I'm
ordering one.


Warden wore out his tongue, I guess. He knelt up between her
legs and rubbed his smaller cock up and down her wet slit. Cory was watching
him, smiling. She didn't look at us at all.


I stared at the head of his cock moving up and down, rubbing
and massaging her lips. Then he pushed it inside – just the tip – and flexed.
His cock straightened ever so slightly in the flex. He did this a couple of
times and pulled out. He was visibly more engorged now, but still smaller than
me.


Despite the size, Cory claimed his was the perfect fit. Mine
was too big. Too thick. Too large. Warden, however, had the dream fit.


The head pushed in again, flaring slightly and then
disappearing. My heart thundered excitedly in my chest. Seeing my wife's pussy
gladly accepting his cock like this was an amazing turn-on. He flexed again and
the shaft swelled and straightened.


He asked her, "Want it, slut?"


She breathed, "Give it to me."


"But your husband is here."


"I don't care. Fuck me."


"Right here in front of him?"


"Yes."


"Do you need it?"


"Yes."


I understood their game – the talking. Renee acted as if she
had heard it all before. I wasn't much of a talker in bed. But it seemed Warden
liked to pump himself up a bit with sex-talk before getting into it – and if
the video was evidence, even during.


"Tell your husband to watch."


Cory made a noise; she was impatient. But she did as he
asked. "Kirk, are you going to watch him fuck me?"


That made my dick twitch and I grinned. "Yep."


Warden grumbled, "Tell me to fuck your married
pussy."


Cory complied. "Fuck me, Warden. Shove your cock into
my married pussy. Give it all to me."


His cock teased her entrance.


I said, "Fuck Warden, just violate her already."


He groaned at my words and slid inside. It was easy,
somewhat fast, and then I couldn't see his dick any longer.


Cory sighed.


I was happy: Warden's dick was inside where it was supposed
to be and it was a good fit for my wife's pussy. I knew then that if we could
go together through life with Warden's dick permanently stuffing Cory's pussy,
life would be perfect.


His dick in Cory wasn't just sexy, it was beneficial,
fitting, and proper. I could find nothing wrong with what I was seeing.


She wasn't cheating on me. She was engaging in fun with my
blessing.


This was appropriate.


Warden wailed on her pussy, commenting, commanding, and
generally just not shutting up. He called her names and insinuated her marriage
and pussy were his to defile.


As far as I was concerned, he could defile her married pussy
every single day and, if it made her happy, life would be perfect.


Warden got so forceful that the bed was banging against the
wall. Watching my wife get fucked like this had me leaking uncontrollably.


Renee kept licking me off. She went a step further and
rubbed the head of my cock all over her face. My eyes widened.


I guess she had a thing for big ones. Well… what the fuck
was she doing with Warden, then?


She jerked her hand on my shaft, then started jacking it as
she guided my helmet across her lips.


On the edge of my perception, Cory was cumming. I felt good
for her.


Renee stroked me desperately, pulling and tugging, holding
the head on her lips as her tongue flicked and licked.


I was entranced. It felt… great.


Renee tugged faster and then stuck the head into her mouth,
sucking furiously.


I flexed and twitched.


Warden yelled and slammed my wife. The banging of the bed
against the wall and the creaking of the mattress assured me my wife was being
well-handled. I concentrated on what Renee was doing. It seemed like she was
being spurred by the sounds. When Warden had really started hammering my wife's
pussy, Renee had taken me into her mouth. The vibrator buzzed between her
clenched thighs.


Warden started shouting, loud, "Yeah! Take my cum, you
slut! I'm going to shoot… it deep… in your married pussy!" He growled and
yelled at the top of his lungs.


Renee went nuts and sucked me as far as she could into her
mouth.


Taken up by the suddenness, I gripped her hair and pulled
her face onto me. I humped my hips, driving my thick shaft deep into her mouth
to the back of her throat. I rammed her face over and over until…


"Kirk."


Until…


"Kirk!" Cory's angry voice snapped me out of it. I
froze with my cock in Renee's mouth and looked at her.


She was crouched on the edge of the bed, mad as all hell
that I had my dick in her friend's mouth.


I pulled out. "Uh, sorry. Got carried away."


"Uh huh." The sarcasm was thick.


Renee stuck up for me. "Uh, I sort of…"


"Don't defend him. He was face-fucking you. I saw
it."


I muttered, "Sorry."


She rolled her eyes and got dressed. "Let's go to the
pool. I can't leave you unattended for five minutes…"


I gave Renee a wry look.


She giggled.


Warden was panting. "You all go on ahead. I'll be a
little bit. Need to recover." His cum and my wife's juices looked like
turkey gravy smeared all over his shaft.


I forced my erection back in my shorts and tried to listen
to Renee's whispers to Cory. I couldn't make them out. Instead of waiting, I
went out to the pool on my own.


I selected some lounges for us. I chose the furthest one
thinking the middle one would afford my wife an opportunity to show off or
flash, or whatever. I settled back and rested the back of my head on my palms.


People splashed and swam in the pool. A couple of teenage
boys walked by, both of them staring open-mouthed at my still somewhat engorged
dick in my shorts.


What is it with boys these days? They're all gay. Too
much fucking soy. I gave them dirty looks. Neither of them looked older
than fourteen, but one of them was even licking his lips and winking at me.


Fucking punk, get lost.


Fuck.


I looked past them, ignoring them. In the pool was one
stunning woman with long strawberry blond hair tied back. Her curly bangs
reached halfway down her forehead. Those bangs recalled to me Tessie's adorable
bangs and eyes peeking out from under them.


My dick began to harden again.


Amazing what a chance meeting, for nefarious purposes, had
brought in memories. The little brunette girl plagued my fantasies.


Cory joined me, followed by Renee. But the friend peeled
away and stood at the edge of the pool talking to the girl I had been looking
at.


My wife scowled at me. "Come out here early to check
out the chicks?"


I could not keep the sarcasm out of my tone. Didn't she get
it, yet? I wasn't cruising for chicks. I wasn't prowling for pussy. I wasn't hunting
for cunt. And I wasn't scamming for skirt. I muttered, "Grow up,
Cory."


That shocked her to silence. She sat down and looked at me
as if we had just met.


I said, "I chose out the best chair for you. Show off
all you want. The only checking going on out here were two teenage boys licking
their lips over my package."


"Bullshit."


I motioned with my chin. "Other side of the pool."


She twisted around and peered.


I sighed deeply and dismissed it all.


She brought it back up. "They're staring at you,
Kirk."


"I know."


"Why don't you cover your shorts?"


"It's not my fault they're gay."


She giggled. "I'm… sorry about the bedroom. Renee
explained it to me."


I waved my hand. "Bah…"


She grinned toothy and squeezed my knee. "Anyway, she
said I was acting a little like… maybe a little bitchy. I'm sorry if I
was."


I acted totally surprised. "You were? I hadn't
noticed."


"Cory." Renee was calling, fortunately saving me
from closer scrutiny.


I breathed a huge sigh of relief as my wife left the lounge.
If she had any inkling that I was being the least bit sarcastic, there would
have been a riot the likes of which only rarely seen on TV talk shows: screamed
insults; flying fists; thrown chairs.


Okay, nothing that bad, but bad enough.


Cory waded into the pool and began talking to the
long-haired gal. Renee walked back out of the pool area probably to go hunt up
Warden.


Lying as I was, I decided a quick doze might be good. I had
seen, in person, my wife fucked by Warden. It had been good. It all fit and
felt right, good, and proper. I had edged during the whole thing, sort of, and
even had my dick sucked a little. The day was good. I drifted.


"Kirk!" Cory called to me from the pool.











CHAPTER 21


 


I sat up dizzily. The sun seemed overly bright to my eyes.
"Whuh?"


"Kirk…" My wife was waving me to the pool.


I got up, swayed, and steadied myself. Suddenly feeling
chilled, I walked to the edge.


Cory was smiling up at me. The gal was with her, facing her,
and standing close enough to hug.


Cozy.


My wife was grinning large, wide, toothy and silly. She
said, "Meet Dawn. Dawn, this is my husband Kirk." She waved me to
join them.


I slid into the pool and stood with them. I said to dawn,
"Hey."


Cory craned her head to my ear. "She's a
cuckquean."


"A what? A cock-wiener?"


Cory pushed at me.


Dawn tittered and blushed.


"It's a woman who likes to watch."


I eyeballed both of them dubiously. "Pleased to meet
ya."


My wife rolled her eyes. "Dawn says you can touch her
and she'll touch you."


Wait, like touching that got you so mad a half hour ago?
What the fuck? Women. "Uh…"


Cory took my hand and guided it down between Dawn's thighs.
"Touch her, Kirk."


I yanked my hand back. "Um, what does that have to do
with watching?"


Cory winked. "She wants to watch her husband tear me
apart. I kind of like how she termed it."


Dawn giggled, shy and demure.


"Who's her husband?"


Cory looked around and spotted someone. She laughed.
"Uh… over there. See the muscle guy and the two boys?"


I looked over to the gate area. The two teenage boys had
cornered a big man. The man looked annoyed and angry. One of the boys was
twisting with inward-turned knees like a little girl.


Dawn said, "That's my husband, Eric."


I considered him. He was as tall as me, but bigger in the
muscle department. Not all too much, but he definitely lifted. The muscle tone
was all there.


Dawn said conspiratorially, "He's a bodyguard for hire
to certain entertainment luminaries…"


Luminaries? Did these people shine? "Nice…"


She continued, "I'd really love it if you'd lend us
your wife." She moved very close to me. "I'd let you touch me and I
could… handle you, if you like."


I was about to say none of that was necessary, but Dawn was
a very cute gal. I wasn't much into red-heads, but this one lacked the sharper
features of some. Her face was young and clean, like Tessie's had been. But her
mouth was much bigger – as wide as my wife's. Her delicate eyebrows weren't
typical of so many girls now – all blocky thick and garishly cartoonish. No,
Dawn was definitely a very attractive woman.


In fact, I failed to see why she would even be a cuckquean.
She had tits, she had hips, she had a very cute face. Her personality seemed
sublime. What was her problem? Why did she enjoy watching her man…


Maybe for the same reason I enjoyed watching Cory with
another man. Something in it excited the deepest parts of my savage sexuality.


I was about to tell her none of it was necessary, but found
myself wanting to see how far my wife was willing to allow me to go to score
her own dick. Would she really forget all about her dire cheating threats and
allow me to be handled? She had once with Renee. Would she really allow it
again with Dawn? I wanted to see.


I said, "All right, then. Sounds fine."


Dawn gripped both of my hands and squeezed them excitedly.
She bounced in the pool. "Follow us to our apartment." Her breath
smelled like beer. Maybe four beers.


Cory said, "Sounds like a plan."


I was game. I got out and followed her to her husband. I
called out to the two gay boys who had him cornered. "Hey!" It was
sharp and demanding.


The two whirled, frightened.


I jerked my thumb over my shoulder. "Get the fuck out
of here. The men are about to talk."


With large, moist eyes, the two slunk away. One of them said
to the other, "Let's go back to your mom's. I'll suck your dick."


I rubbed at the spot on my forehead.


Eric reached out a hand. "Hey, thanks."


I gripped it and shook. For a second, we tested each other's
strength. Guy thing – nothing threatening. He had a better grip, but I held my
own and didn't flinch. He nodded in satisfaction. His eyes fell to my shorts
for the briefest of blinks, followed by the barest of eyebrow lifts. Then he
was back grinning at me. "I'm Eric."


"Kirk."


He looked at his wife. "Everything… set up?"
Diplomatic.


She nodded, no words.


He looked back at me first, smiled, then looked at Cory. He
held out his hand. "Follow me."


Their apartment struck me as odd, right away. I said,
"This is… an apartment?"


Eric laughed. "It is, it's just painted."


I saw the obvious, right away. "Oh… yeah." Every
wall was painted black. Every door was painted a glossy black. The linoleum in
the kitchen was black marble pattern. The cabinets were stained black walnut.
The countertops were the standard white. But it set off the black.


I turned and considered the overdone blackness of the place.
It worked.


Eric nudged me. "It's just paint, not a fetish. And the
color was Dawn's idea. I'm partial to royal blue, but this is nice enough."


I looked down. Even the carpet was almost black – a charcoal
as deep as could be. The whole effect served to redirect attention away from
the walls and accentuate the other things in the apartment. The very nice
furniture, the art work, the knickknacks. The round Persian rug dominated, but
only because the background was black.


I said, "Very nice." The next time I paint, I'm
going black.


Cory and Dawn were whispering.


Eric lightly slugged my shoulder. "Ready to play? I'm
anxious to… sample your wife and the deal was you and Dawn get to play
first."


"I… Um… Sure."


He motioned for Dawn.


She came and stood by us, holding her hands together like a
young girl.


He maneuvered her to face me and nudged her – nodding to me.
He sat in a chair and popped a beer. He patted the arm for Cory and relaxed.


Dawn looked down away from my eyes and I reached out to her.
I stroked her hair back and she looked up again. She was nervous and I knew it.
No need to make her feel more uncomfortable. I slowly took her into a brief
hug. Just enough to let her know I wasn't going to go ape-shit on her. She
seemed to settle a bit and tentatively reached out to brush her fingers across
my shorts.


I said, "I'll get out of these for you."


She nodded energetically – still nervous.


I stood there before her naked from the waist down.


Her eyes got large.


I motioned to her swimsuit: it was a one-piece.


She blushed in the dim light and looked down. But she bent
her knees a little and reached under. She pulled the material to the side and
straightened. Reaching out, she took my shaft in her hand. "Wow…" she
whispered.


I placed my fingers down and curled them in, cupping and
feeling her pussy. She was completely shaved. I ran my fingers back and forth
and caused her to gasp. Her lips were tiny, tight, and just about glued
together. I rubbed at them and felt them swell.


She tugged on my cock, hesitantly at first, but then with
more confidence and vigor. She said in a shaky voice, "I've never done
this before. I was sort of scared."


"Did you think my thing was going to attack you and
chew off your fingers?"


She giggled, but her stroking relaxed even more. "No, I
just… thought it would be more… different."


"Odd, you mean?"


"Right. Because… you're not my husband."


I deadpanned, "So my thing isn't… odd?"


She laughed easily. It was a pretty laugh. "No, not at
all. It's… beautiful. And I didn't mean it that way, anyway. I meant odd in the
way I would feel doing it. This feels… so normal."


"I've… felt the same way recently."


Now she really moved her hand, happy and excited. She
glanced to the side, a little too quickly, then back. She whispered very low,
"This is fun."


I hugged her again, leaving her pussy alone for now. I
tilted her head up and kissed her.


She was surprised, but started kissing me back – still
stroking my erection. It was sticking between her thighs now and the head was
rubbing near her pussy. I felt my dick lift and the head touch her hot lips
down there.


She gasped in the kiss and moved my cock around.


Eric grumbled, "What are you doing? Maybe you shouldn't
kiss. No kissing. I don't like it." He swigged his beer, scowling.


Dawn answered him. "I was just rubbing him… there… It
didn't go in."


He pointed at her. "I warned you about that."


"I was just rubbing him on the outside. It felt
good."


"Yeah, none of that penetration stuff. No just the head
games or anything." He shifted his swim shorts down and grabbed my wife's
hand. "Stroke me while they do that."


He was a bossy bastard, and I could tell Dawn was very
submissive.


Cory jacked him to erection and kept going.


I said, "Hugging is all right?"


Eric closed his eyes and waved his beer.


I pulled Dawn in, positioning my cock to stick straight
through her thighs. I turned her to show them my dick was poking out the back
and not inside.


Eric grunted.


Dawn sighed wistfully. She grabbed my butt and pulled,
tilting her hips forward. Her light moan was music to my ears.


This is fun. I pushed and pulled, moving my erection
back and forth, teasing her pussy. The topside of my shaft got wet.


Dawn quivered and moaned. She tilted more and even leaned
back. I knew she wanted it to tease the entrance, but that wasn't the deal.


I reached between us and brought my fingers up to penetrate
her.


Eric demanded, "What are you doing?"


"Just fingering her."


He grunted and drained the rest of his beer. He pulled on
Cory. "Get down here and suck me."


For the briefest instant, my wife flashed me a dull
expression of distaste. But she knelt down and began blowing the guy.


Dawn's folds were wet and her pussy was hot inside on my
fingers. Very nice.


But she pulled away. "I guess that's all. I wanted to
watch this…"


I shrugged. "All right."


She knelt down beside my wife and watched Cory's mouth slide
up and down Eric's shaft. He was as long as I was, but his shaft was not as
thick and it sported an enormous head. The thing was really strange-looking.
The helmet was probably twice the size of mine.


I cringed. An erection suggested pain – like the head was so
overfilled it might explode. Ouch.


Eric stood up. "Come on, I need to fuck you on her side
of the bed." He took Cory's hand.


I followed them into the bedroom. It was as impressive as
the rest of the small apartment.


Eric lifted my wife and threw her down on the bed so hard
she bounced.


Dawn began panting.


Eric stripped completely naked and approached my wife. He
yanked off her hoodie and fumbled at her bikini. It shouldn't have been hard,
but suddenly he just shredded it off of her in a series of three rips.


Cory scowled.


He didn't give her time to complain. He motioned for Dawn to
get close. He thrust my wife's legs apart and knelt between them. "Do it.
Rub it on her."


Dawn took his cock and rubbed it all over Cory's pussy. The
big head caressed my wife's pussy lips until both his helmet and my wife's lips
were wet.


He pushed Dawn's head down. "Lick it."


His wife moaned and thrust her face down between them,
blocking my view.


I took the moment to select the only chair in the room and
pull it near Dawn. I sat and fondled my erection.


Eric grinned and winked at me. "Don't cum on the
carpet."


I chuckled and shook my head. "I won't cum."


"You sure? I hear most guys cum all over the place when
they see their wives get fucked."


I shrugged.


He pulled on Dawn's shoulder. "Kneel and watch. I need
her pussy now."


His wife sighed wistfully and dutifully knelt by him to
watch. Her face was two feet from the action.


He leaned over my wife and pressed the big head against her
pussy. "Okay, love, here goes. Watch me fuck her."


Dawn quivered and moaned.


Eric pressed. The head ballooned. He repositioned and
pressed again. Cory lifted her hips for him and spread her legs out wider.


I was proud of my wife for being considerate and helping.


The big man pressed again. The head distorted and began to
slip in.


Dawn bounced excitedly on her knees. "It's going
in."


He grunted and pulled back. "Fuck, yeah, it's a tight
fit. Like you are."


She cooed.


Cory giggled.


He moved his cock around smearing juices on the head, then
he pressed again.


My wife looked down her little body as Eric's monster head
wedged into her opening and began to force her open. Her mouth fell open and
she lifted her hips higher, straining with him to help him.


He panted harshly for a second, and pushed again. Little by
little, the head was moving farther inside. "Almost there, then it's easy
street." He grunted and heaved, losing patience.


Cory's face screwed up in concentration as the head almost
disappeared from view.


I jacked madly. This was definitely fun. I said, "You
can do it, Cory. Relax. Open your legs wider."


She whimpered, but she spread her legs out even farther. She
panted several times and then let out all her breath, lifting her hips and
pussy up in offering.


Eric groaned and then pushed harder. Cory's eyes popped wide
for an instant and then he was sliding that thin shaft into her. The head was
inside and moving deep. Her face lit up in surprise and her mouth stayed open.
Her moan was uncertain.


He chuckled. "You sound like my wife when she first
took it."


Dawn laughed breathlessly, "I got used to it."


Eric pulled back and then out. His dick was wet.


Cory almost whimpered in loss that it had been in and now he
would have to try again.


But it went in easily. He touched it to my wife's pussy and
said to Dawn, "Watch." The helmet ballooned, but parted my wife's
lips easily and slid in after only a second of resistance.


Cory laid her head back and moaned as the huge helmet
traveled deep into her depths.


He humped and pumped slowly, driving his cock in and out so
leisurely that I knew he was doing it for Dawn's benefit. But I liked it, too.
Sure, fucking is great, but I got my best enjoyment when I could see it in
detail.


Another man was fucking his man-shaft into my wife. I wanted
to see it. I wanted to see my wife's juices coating the man's shaft. I wanted
to see her quivering, enjoying the fuck. I wanted to see the flutter of her
eyelids – the roll of her eyes up into her head as she lost herself to the beautiful
movement of cock in and out of her pussy. I wanted to see the man lost in my
wife, concentrating and thrusting his passion into her and loving it. I wanted
to see him experience the wonderful fuck I knew she was.


I very much enjoyed this.


I knew right then, in someone else's black bedroom, that I
was going to need to share her pussy with as many men as I could. I wanted them
all to know how beautiful she was. How sexy she was. What a fantastic fuck she
was. I wanted them begging to fuck my wife. And I wanted them cumming in her.


That was the ultimate perfection.


That was the exquisite culmination of her sexuality.


That was the worthy goal.


Other men fucking and cumming in my wife was the supreme
joy. All for her. For us.


Eric didn't last long, unfortunately. Once he had it in, he
couldn't maintain the slow pace he wanted. He lifted my wife's legs and pounded
down into her in a mad frenzy, pounding her pussy, slamming her slit, until she
cried out and writhed under him in orgasm.


That set him off. Likely outside of his plans because he
froze and his eyes popped open. His butt clenched and clenched and clenched. He
pulled out and there was a plopping sound. Cory's pussy was big and open,
yawning at all of us. Before it began to close up, cum began gushing out of
her.


Maybe it didn't go the way Eric envisioned, but for me, it
was a smashing success.











CHAPTER22


 


We hit another dry spell. It seemed like our new life wasn't
so much a life as tiny slices of time interspersed with much, much longer
periods of the old life.


Except we were a little better off.


I began, again, to believe she was cheating. Did she need to
do this behind my back to satisfy her craving? Wasn't doing it in front of me
enough?


She went to Garret's. She claimed when she came back that
all she did was peg him. No one else was there.


I just couldn't believe her, though I nodded as if
everything was okay. "What happened with cruising for cock?"


"What?"


"You went to that mall one time and—"


"About that…"


"What?"


She was sitting in the kitchen after having dropped off the
kids to school. Coffee cup in hand, she was staring into the steam as if having
to see the vision in it before continuing.


I repeated, "What?"


She lifted her chin, her smoke-squinty eyes searching me
out. "I saw that guy at the grocery store a couple days ago."


"Did you fuck him in the parking lot?" I was
hopeful.


She overstressed her answer. "No."


I made a face of annoyance.


She sipped her coffee and swallowed. Then she carefully put
down her cup. There was something final about it. "I saw him. He saw me. I
was in the checkout. He was in the same line. We… looked at each other. And
suddenly, I was afraid."


"Afraid." I studied her.


"What do I know about him?"


"Didn't I talk about the danger of strangers?"


"Well, that's precisely what I had in mind. I don't
know him and it was stupid to do what we did. I don't think I could ever do
that again."


"Fuck a stranger?"


She looked up at me with a tilted head and nodded softly.


"Did the guy try anything? At the grocery store?"


"No, he just stared at me. At first I thought he was
mad, but then I saw he was sad. He just stared. It unnerved me."


"You gave him a happy moment. Maybe it was all he had
at that point."


"Maybe, but I don't want to get wrapped up in all that
shit."


I leaned back against the kitchen counter and looked at the
ceiling. Had the ceilings been black in that apartment? I couldn't remember. White,
I think… I twisted my lips in thought. Her position now had been my
position back then.


Were we chasing each other in circles? Forever on the other
side of where we were? Gaining no ground? Life seemed more now to be filled
with much more disappointment than fulfillment.


And yet, for the zillionth time since this all started, she
had turned me upside down in a matter of a couple of minutes. I was certain she
was cheating: she proved me wrong with the grocery account.


So she had seen the mall husband and realized I had been
right all along? Or discovered it on her own after dismissing my concerns as
frivolous.


So… she wasn't cheating. Or was she? And with who, at this
point?


The question caused me to begin dropping unexpectedly home
at early times to see if I could catch whoever it was, if it was someone to be
caught. I had something of a closer relationship with Warden. My text questions
to him confirmed that he hadn't seen Cory on the side since he had taken her in
front of me. He wondered if anything was wrong.


I was at a loss.


Thanksgiving was right around the corner. My sister was
coming – opportunity to see her niece and nephew. It happened every year.
Garret would be here, too. No huge deal, but I couldn't help but feel things
weren't settled in my life with Cory.


Renee and Warden had stopped coming over for the pool as it
got colder. When people take breaks, sometimes those breaks are permanent. I
feared this was the case.


My big months were behind me in sales. My post summer
restock was done and now there would be a residual trickle of income until
spring. But I had put much into the savings and it would last – barring any unforeseen
emergencies. In those events, Cory was more than willing to step in and take
care of things with her trust fund.


We had no worries. I had nothing but questions. More and
more, I felt that control was something with which I would never again be acquainted.
How could life spin in such a way that a man couldn't foresee the doom
approaching him? Or make adequate preparations to either stop it or avoid it?
The feeling of helplessness was intense.


If I couldn't settle the question of Cory's need as to when,
how, where, then how could I hope to cope with our marriage?


She stunned me a week before Thanksgiving by announcing she
was going flashing with Renee.


Not exactly the answer I was looking for in all this, but I
felt a strange detachment from it all. I barely responded. She acted as if my
response hadn't mattered.


Maybe it didn't.


She was gone all night.


I worried. I paced. I texted – trust me, I texted. I tried
her cell, Renee's cell. Warden's cell.


No responses.


At midnight, I made sure the kids were asleep and snuck out.
I drove to Renee's and Warden's apartment. Cory's X7 was in the parking lot.


Why hadn't she left a message? Answered the texts? I almost
parked and went to their door, but drove home instead. At least I knew where
she was at.


The answer to it all was agony.


She came home at almost five in the morning. I sat up in bed
instantly because I hadn't been sleeping.


She stumbled into the bedroom and began undressing.


I turned on the lamp.


She was a mess. Messed up hair, smeared lipstick, mascara
running down her cheeks. Her t-shirt looked stretched out at the neck and her
bare knees were all raw.


I gaped. "What happened?"


"Nothing, Kirk. I'm tired." She stumbled to bed
and practically fell in. She reeked of sex. It rolled in waves off her – her own
smell and that of man. Cologne, cock, and cum.


I was not aroused; I was alarmed.


What was this? What had happened? Had Warden done this?


Within seconds, she was snoring softly – dead out
unconscious.


I got up quietly and picked up her clothes. Her shorts were
soaking wet and heavy with cum.


Now I got aroused.


But this only created more questions. The massive smear on
the inside of her shorts – she wore no panties with them – indicated much more
leaked cum than Warden could possibly deliver.


But who?


Who? Who!


I dropped her shorts. They were so soaked, they were heavy.
This might have been what I dreamed I wanted, but I also wanted answers.


None were had until the morning. I showered while she slept
and came out dressed to take Amy to the bus stop and Ben to school.


Cory opened her bleary eyes and hummed at me.


I asked the only thing I could. "What happened last
night?"


She smiled weakly and looked at the clock. Her eyes widened.
"Oh, sorry. Kirk, could you take the kids—"


"I already am."


"I'll tell you when you get back."


More waiting and it wasn't like I could speed-drop the kids
off. I had to wait with Amy, then drive Ben within the speed limit. Maybe, just
maybe, I drove home faster than I should have.


By the time I walked in, Cory was showered, robed, and
sitting at the kitchen table with her morning coffee. She looked at me with red
eyes and sipped.


"Have you been crying?"


"Not this morning. Last night, maybe." She smiled.


What? What's funny about that? I slumped into the chair
opposite her. I repeated with enough force to make her pay attention this time,
"What. Happened?"


She set down her cup. "I went to Renee's to go flashing
with her. We went out with Warden. He saw a friend there and we all got to
talking while Renee and I flashed guys at the Food Court."


"That took all night?"


She suppressed a smile. "No. That was only an hour or
so. We all went back to the apartment, including Chris – Warden's friend. He
and I were going to… you know. I was going to take both of them. On the way up
the walk, we saw Eric. He seemed to guess what was going on and wanted in.
Since he and Warden are good friends, he invited him. I pulled a train."


"A train?"


"You know what a train is. Anyway, I took Warden twice.
Eric took me three times and Christopher went four. I sucked and fucked all
night." Her face was energized.


"You cried?"


She nodded. "I was happy and excited. Happier than I've
been in a long time."


"Why didn't you answer your cell?"


"I turned it off early so I wouldn't be interrupted
flashing. I forgot about it until after all the sex…"


I poured myself a cup of coffee trying to digest all of it.
I slumped down again and stared at the steaming black liquid.


She reached over and grasped my hand. "I loved it,
Kirk. Every minute of it. Every grunt, every squirt, every slurp of cock in my
mouth. I don't know how to describe it."


"What made this so different?"


She let go of my hand and sat back. She took up her cup and
sipped at it. "I guess I had been holding back, trying not to venture too
far off the path of our marriage. I wanted to keep you included. I thought that
was the way to go. But doing it behind your back was so exciting that I lost
myself. I came, I cried, I laughed. It was the best sex I ever had, Kirk."


"I thought we were doing this together?"


She swallowed and looked down. "I know I've been all
over the place in all this. It seems one day I have everything settled, and
then suddenly it's not. All I know is I have to follow my instincts. Last
night, it was to offer myself to them for everything they wanted. I even did a
foursome…"


"Wasn't the whole thing—"


"No, I mean at once. Christopher was in my ass, Eric
was shoving his monster deep, and I had Warden in my mouth. It was so
incredibly uplifting to be in the middle of all that. I felt fulfilled as a woman."


I blinked. Cory had always been against anal. It was
something we both agreed on – not my interest, either. But last night, she had
broken her personal rule for… a friend of Warden's.


She leaned forward, slumping her shoulders and resting her
elbows on the table. "I realized last night I need to be more promiscuous
if I'm going to be satisfied."


I let out a long breath of defeat. Just when I thought we
had been making progress together towards a common goal, she veered off in a
totally different direction.


She asked me, "You understand, don't you?"


It was like she was asking me if I understood that she had
to abandon me – ditch me in the gutter of divorce. I asked it, "Are you
meaning you want a divorce?"


She scrunched up her face. "What? No…"


I shook my head.


Once again, my whole world spun in directions that could not
be predicted. There was no comfort, only confusion and consternation.











CHAPTER 23


 


Thanksgiving Day felt hopeless, but Cory hadn't repeated the
promiscuous grouping game to my knowledge.


Had she settled down in the week since it had happened?


Only once did she go out and get cock – that I knew of and
approved of – at Renee and Warden's. She claimed she had felt a little lonely
and making love to me wouldn't satisfy that itch. Warden had filled her.


That was fine. That was acceptable. That was preferred. But
I know it was a stopgap. It wasn't the end. It didn't indicate things were
returning to normal.


Normal! As if anything this past year had been normal in any
way.


Garret arrived bearing several bottles of fruity wine in his
arms. He wore a beret in an apparent fashion statement that only served to accentuate
his salt and pepper beard and make him look more gay. He kissed Cory on the
lips and delighted over his step niece and nephew. Out the door, I saw my
sister and her husband pull to a stop at the curb in their Lincoln.


I left the door open and waited.


Sis waved from the car. They brought up four pumpkin pies on
a tray. She gave me a kiss on the cheek at the door. George, carrying the tray,
gave me a nod and eyebrow greeting.


Cory came around the corner into the entry. "I thought
I felt a chill…" She trailed off, then smiled at Terri and embraced her.
She stood awkwardly for a second facing George until she spurred herself to
take the tray.


Cory had met George once before and had dismissed him. What
was this strange hitch in her behavior tonight?


George murmured, "Nice to see you again, Cora."


My wife stamped her foot. "Cory."


He laughed. "Oh gosh, sorry. I used to date a girl
named Cora. Confused. Sorry."


My wife's dry tone implied she didn't care. "Come on
into the kitchen and tell me all about it."


I made a face and closed the door after them. But my wife
was being pleasant, otherwise. I felt a vague sense of relief that she was
still my wife – still the Cory that loved me and married me. Something of that
remained.


Was it enough?


Cory moved about the kitchen finishing the finals of the
dinner: checking the turkey already out of the oven; sprinkling cinnamon on the
yams; and taking the stuffing out of the oven. She talked to George the entire
time about his former girlfriend Cora.


I think she was just chatting to chat.


But I noticed George checking her out as she bent over. He
licked his lips.


She didn't see it: she was oblivious.


When my sister draped her arms over my shoulders from the
back as I sat on the kitchen barstool, I tensed. But her breath in my ear eased
me and her lips brushed my earlobe. "What do you think of George?"


I shrugged and whispered, "Seems fine. Why?"


"I value your opinion. You've always been expert at
dissecting people."


I burst out laughing in abject bitterness.


She moved her head around. "What? Why are you
laughing?"


"Expert?" I muttered some curses but trailed off.


"What's wrong?" She sat next to me and leaned to
touch her head to mine. "Tell me."


Her perfume was light and barely a hint. She smelled good.
It put me at ease and I relaxed. I said, "I think I've lost my touch at
dissecting people."


She stared at the side of my head, her eyes crossed.
"Baloney. Spill."


"It's personal."


She was never one to press. She sat up straight and squeezed
my arm. "If you ever want to talk about it."


"So you have questions about George?" He had gone
into the dining room with Cory.


"No, not really…"


Uh oh… "I detect issues…"


She snorted. "Yeah, you've lost your touch all
right."


"Oh, come on, sis. You've always been easy to
read."


She made a noise. "He's devoted and everything,
but…"


"But?"


"It's like it's too comfortable."


I rolled my eyes. "Leave it to my sister to make
something easy into a problem."


"Thanks, I love you, too, Kirk."


Our dry sarcasm ran in the family.


She scooted closer and gripped my arm in both of hers. She
rested her chin on my bicep. "Tell me it's all going to be okay."


I looked at her close face. I saw her eyes search my face,
up and down. I said, "I don't know if I can make those guarantees,
Terri."


Her eyes narrowed. "Are you and Cory…?"


"We're here."


"Uh oh." She echoed my thoughts of a few minutes
ago. It spoke of the familiarity in our family – a level of expectation and
comfort that transcended friendships.


I looked away. "Things shift and move. Sometimes you
find yourself in a comfort zone that wasn't where you started."


"Are you comfortable?"


"I'm still trying to figure that out."


Cory and George came back into the kitchen. He was following
and staring furtively at my wife's ass.


I turned to her and put my lips to her ear. "Maybe you
have an issue with George after all."


She shivered. "What? What do you see?"


Garret chose at that instant to come in and look expectant.
"Time to pop the bottles?"


Cory waved him to the drawer. "There. Yes. Go for
it."


George reached around my wife for a potholder. He could've
moved around her, but instead leaned for the counter and resulted in full body
contact.


I grabbed my sister's head and pressed my lips to her ear.
"I think he likes my wife."


Terri shivered again and I noticed, to my revulsion, that
her nipples were beginning to poke her blouse out – hard.


Was my sister turned on by her husband and another woman?
Was she one of those cuckqueans like Dawn had been? Like Renee pretended she
wasn't?


I pulled away. Gross. I did not want to think of my
sister and sex in the same thought. I got off the stool and took the stuffing
from George. I went into the dining room with the platter.


Dinner was exceptionally normal. It almost… felt… real. But
I could feel the hidden specter in my heart, lurking around the corner, just
out of sight.


Garret was chatty. My sister almost hid her brooding. Ben
and Amy ate fast so they could get pumpkin pie. Cory and George were very
quiet.


I knew something was up.


When my wife got up to go get something from the kitchen,
George got up to help her.


I watched it all while talking to Garret.


Cory came back in, lipstick smudged. George followed, tent in
his slacks.


I began to get hard.


My sister's husband had been kissing my wife? Gotten hard
over her? But now I faced a delicious dilemma. Alert my sister and sabotage my
wife? Or stay quiet about it and keep Terri in the dark?


Tough choice.


They got up again as the pie was served. She gave George a
lingering look that lasted maybe two seconds. Then she spun and swung her ass
like a flag into the kitchen. George finished his bite and left his pie. He
didn't even excuse himself, just got up and followed her silently.


As if no one had noticed.


Well, the kids had finished their pie and had gone to their
rooms to play games on their consoles. Par for the course. But Garret and Terri
were chatting about how she had met George. I think Garret was interested only
for the purposes of where to find his next butt-buddy.


I had noticed.


Despite the music playing in the living room, it was low
enough that I heard the bathroom door close that was next to the garage.


Silence from the kitchen.


I got up and tiptoed into the kitchen. It was empty. I took
a deep breath and went to the bathroom door and leaned my forehead against the
frame. I knew they were in there.


Silence.


Maybe a sound? Then some breathing. Another sound. Maybe
kissing. A zipper sound.


I smiled deviously. Give him a blowjob, dear. Make him
feel welcome. Be a good housewife. Take his cock in your mouth.


Sure enough, I heard slurping sounds and George's quiet
groans.


My heart thumped and thudded with victory. Truly, I had a
wonderful wife. Instead of going out and pulling a train on Thanksgiving, she
was being nice to my brother-in-law.


While my sister sat in the other room unaware.


Perfect wife.


This is good. This is what I wanted. Something safe.
Something controlled. Something… sexy.


The noises stopped. There was rustling. Maybe my wife's
slacks. George said, "Turn around." Then a gasp. Another gasp and a
murmured giggle from my wife. A groan of appreciation from George. Then he
began to pant.


Yes! Way to go, George! Do it. Fuck her deep.


A hand on my shoulder made me jump and bang my head against
the doorframe.


Terri said, "What's going on?"


I tried to shush her but I had already made noise with my
head. It hurt, too.


George in the bathroom said, "Shh…"


Terri looked at me, looked at the door, and frowned. She
mouthed angrily, "Are they in there?"


I nodded. Cat was out of the bag and the catnip rampage was
about to start.


Her mouth dropped open. Instantly, she shouldered me aside
and banged on the door. "George? I know you're in there." She tried
the handle. The privacy lock was engaged. "Open up!"


Garret came into the hall. His smug manner almost made me
crack up. "Am I missing anything good?"


You asshole. I tried to stifle my laughter for my
sister's sake. For the most part, I succeeded in turning the laugh into a
choked snort and throat clear.


So here we were, all piled at the door – behind which my
sister's husband was balls deep in my wife.


Cory hissed, "Just do it. Finish."


George muttered something and began panting again. Soft
slaps echoed in the bathroom. My wife moaned and it wasn't all that quiet.


Terri hammered on the door again. "Open up, George.
George!"


Garret touched her shoulder. "We can't hear."


My sister glared at him a second and automatically said,
"Sorry."


I covered my face.


The slapping sounds continued. George's panting continued,
feverish and desperate. Cory's moans and grunts were obvious. There were
thumps, too. What those were, I didn't know.


Terri's eyes were watering. "Should we wait in the
kitchen?"


George must have heard that. "Yes, wait in the kitchen,
okay?" He followed that with a few forceful grunts. "We'll be… out
in… a moment."


Cory moaned, "Do it, fuck me…" Her gasps were
breathy and demanding.


I pulled Terri away to the kitchen.


She was crying, but quiet. "What am I supposed to do?
What could they possibly be doing in there?"


Garret made eyes and stayed quiet.


Terri threw herself into my arms. "Do something,
Kirk." She sobbed, shoulders shaking.


I patted her back.


Then she looked up at me, hot breath gusting out of her
mouth, body fully pressed to mine. "Do something." She leaned up and
kissed me. Wetly. On the lips.


A couple of things happened at the same time. My cock moved
in my pants in a way that shouldn't have happened for my sister. I also
recoiled instantly in shock. Garret murmured at the same time, "This is
getting good."


My cock kept growing. This is insane.


Terri either missed my signal of rejection or chose to
ignore it. "Please do something, Kirk."


Garret, sicko that he was, said, "Take her upstairs and
shove your cock in her. Believe me, there's no better sex for a sister than
taking her brother's cock deep."


Terri gasped.


I said, "Garret, shut the fuck up."


He didn't. "I'm telling you, fuck her. Neither of you
will ever regret it."


"Garret!"


"There is nothing better or hotter than brother-sister
sex. It—"


I pulled an icepick from the drawer.


That shut him up.


Fortunately, his ranting had caused me to wilt.


Terri was looking at me with wide eyes. I wasn't sure if she
was expecting me to stab someone or take her upstairs. I had a sick feeling she
was waiting for an invitation.


Instead, I whirled for the hall. Both of them followed me.


I jammed the icepick into the little hole next to the
doorknob and popped the privacy lock. I opened the bathroom door.


George had my wife bent over the sink, fucking her from
behind. They both looked angrily at the door.


Cory shouted, "Shut the door! The kids will see!"


Terri gasped loudly in shock. "George!"


He growled back, "Shut the door!" He kept pumping,
driving his dick into my wife. "We'll be out in a minute."


Terri latched onto me. "Kirk, do something!" Her
pleading was panicky.


"I think they're already doing something."


Cory motioned with her hand to shut the door.


George heaved behind her. He was close and not going to
stop. Since we already knew, he had nothing to lose. He humped behind her,
lifting her feet off the floor. "Just shut the door and give us some
privacy. We can talk about this later."


I shut the door.


Garret was grinning ear to ear.


Terri was crying. She pounded her fists on my chest.
"It's Cory's fault! Why did you marry such a slut?"


I was brutally honest with her. "Because it felt
good."


She dropped her mouth open at me in horror and
incomprehension. "Do you have nothing to say? That's your wife in there,
Kirk!"


I shrugged. "I hope they have fun."


She slapped me. Hard.


Garret giggled.


I had half a mind to jam the icepick in his throat and see
how that altered his tittering.


My sister fumed, "If you aren't going to do anything,
I'm leaving. I'm not going to sit here and wait around for…" She spun and
stomped away.


Garret said, "Missed opportunity, bro…"


I punched him in the stomach.











CHAPTER 24


 


Cory came out first, followed by a sheepish George.


She looked refreshed, energized, invigorated.


Radiant.


She asked brightly, "Where is everyone?"


I slugged back the rest of the wine in my glass and set it
down carefully. "My sister stormed out and I slugged Garret to shut his
mouth. He left all butt-hurt and shit."


George said, "She left? How am I supposed to get
home?"


I shrugged. "She'll drive you."


She said, "You hit my brother?"


"Punched him in the stomach. Just hard enough to knock
the wind out of him and get him to shut it."


"What was he saying?"


"That I should take my sister upstairs and shove my
dick in her." I made a face.


George raised his eyebrows. "She's always had a thing
for you."


"What?"


Cory grinned like a wicked witch. "I told you so."


I shook my head.


He went on. "She told me how she caught you
masturbating when you were in high school—"


"What?" I sat up. I had been spied on?


"She said she's always wanted to feel that horse cock
you've got."


I covered my face. "Enough! I don't have a thing for my
sister."


George relaxed. "Good. I thought the whole family was a
bunch of freaks."


I glared at him.


He looked at Cory. "Well, I can't go home yet."


My wife said, "Right. She needs some time,
obviously." They stared at each other.


I laughed. "Use the bedroom, if you need to. Just leave
the door open so I can come in and out. And don't start until after the kids
are asleep."


George licked his lips.


Cory smoothed her blouse and batted her eyelashes. She
looked at the clock.


I smiled wide. My wife was anxious to get his dick in her
again. Maybe something good could come from family after all.


George sat down next to me gingerly. "You're… all
right… with what happened?"


Cory said, "I told you…"


I said, "She's going to do what she's going to do. I
can support her or leave her. I love her. I married her. What kind of a man
would I be to ignore her needs?"


He rocked back on his butt. "I sort of faced the same
choice tonight."


"Hmm?" I looked at him quizzically.


"Terri had all these different plans on getting you
alone…"


I groaned.


"I had a choice to put up with it or not."


I grunted, "Don't worry; I have a say in this
too."


Cory watched our faces. "You didn't want to fuck your
sister?"


I said emphatically, "No!"


"Why not?"


"She's my sister, duh."


"So? Most girls I know who have done their brothers
claim it is the deepest, most meaningful sex they've ever had."


I got up. "Great. Fine. But not for me, okay?"


She held up her hands. "Just saying."


George said, "I'm on his side."


Cory giggled. "Men. Strange ideas…"


I said, "Oh, come on. It's not strange. Incest is…
disgusting."


"No, having babies through incest is disgusting. The
sex is—"


"Just as disgusting."


She crossed her arms and looked at me with that look.


I said, "If your parents had known—"


"They did."


"What?"


George leaned forward.


Cory said, "They suspected. They put a camera in his
room. They caught us on video."


I held out my hands. "So they stopped it."


"Nope." She shook her head.


"You're kidding, right? You've never told me
this."


"You never asked."


George snickered.


I said to him, "Don't make me punch you." I looked
back at her.


She said, "They saw us having such passionate, caring
sex that they decided to let us be."


I gaped at her, then snapped my mouth shut. "Well…
you're step-siblings anyway." I looked away and peered back. "When
did they find out?"


"I was ten. We had been doing it for a little over six
months."


George coughed.


I turned to him. "Do me a favor?"


"Huh?"


"Take her upstairs and shut her up."


His face lit up.


Cory smirked at me, but she looked at the clock. She
uncrossed her arms. "I'll check the kids. It's a little early, but the
turkey dinner… If they're asleep…" She winked at George.


They had to wait. She checked several more times until she
finally came down the stairs naked. She stood before George and held out her
hand. "I need you in me."


His face was enrapt at her mature beauty. He slowly rose and
then remembered I was there. He breathed at me, "You're a lucky man, Kirk.
Thank you."


I smiled, hardening. "I'll follow. I like seeing
her…"


He nodded happily. "Sure, sure."


I liked George. I followed them up and quietly closed the
bedroom door.


Cory was already unzipping him and pulling out his dick.
Within seconds, she was kissing him and stroking him to erection. Her hand
moved slowly, pulling him erect.


His cock was nice enough, smaller than me, bigger than
Aiden. Somewhere around Warden's size.


She smiled at him and it was so clean and welcoming, and
innocent. "Lie down."


He did, lying back on the bed. His cock waved one way, and
then the other. She climbed up and gripped it, lowering her mouth to his
manhood. My wife's head moved down, sucking him into her wide mouth.


Seeing her beautiful face and her pretty mouth open around
this man's cock was deeply arousing. I pulled out my cock and sat. I stroked it
slowly, pulling up and relishing the tingles that flowed with the passage of my
skin.


Cory climbed up further and crouched over him, a little to
the side. She angled his dick up to her pussy and adjusted it. She moved a
little, then settled down onto his erection. She began to ride him.


George caressed her breasts, ran his hands over her
shoulders and hips, and thrust underneath her. I could see part of the edge of
his balls and shaft pointing upward and penetrating her pussy.


Cory closed her eyes and rode him.


It was exciting to see her in control on another man. Seeing
her fuck wasn't odd or alarming, it was normal and natural. She moved with ease
and I was so much at ease with it all that I could've been watching myself.


This was good.


He pulled up after a few minutes and turned her over onto
her back. She scooted to get her head up on the pillow and opened her legs for
him. That she didn't even look at me before opening her legs made my erection
leak.


But then she did look over at me. She smiled at seeing me
stroke. She looked back at him and opened her legs even wider. She thrust up
her hips at his approach. She was wide open.


George jacked his dick at her opening and then pushed the
head inside. With a sigh, he shifted his hips forward and down, sinking his
shaft all the way into my wife.


I moaned and stroked.


He looked back and saw me – and looked away. He wanted my
wife. His butt pumped and he slowly lowered himself onto her and kissed her.
His hands cupped her face and stroked her hair. His hips tilted and his butt
cheeks flexed.


I couldn't see anything, but it didn't matter. George was
fucking my wife, slowly, kissing her and whispering to her. Cory's mouth was
open in delight and she moved under him, flexing and tilting her hips to his
thrusts. He was in her, I knew, but their position was one of intimacy, not
driving passion. He pinned my wife to our bed and fucked her.


Cory loved it. Her eyes were closed and her mouth open, head
turned towards me. Her hands caressed his head and neck. She ran them down over
his shoulders and back to his butt. She pulled.


His pumping became longer and deeper. Finally, he lifted
onto his fists so he could fuck her harder. Faster he pumped, but not as fast
as anyone else. Fast for him was a pump a second. Full thrusts, in and out.


He lost control, though. He panted harshly and suddenly
stopped, holding his breath. He gasped, "Aw, nuts." He humped her
again, deep. Cory smiled as he finished in her early.


I thought they were done, but he didn't pull out. He settled
on her and kissed her, sometimes moving his hips and sometimes just lying
still.


After a half hour or so, he began moving again. This time,
more forcefully. The mattress creaked. He leaned up again and drove harder.


Cory moaned in delight.


He fucked my wife for two hours. Positions were changed, but
mostly he was on top. Near the end, they moved slow, moist with effort and
gasping.


My sister's husband fucked my wife and it was good. She
didn't cum with him in her, but she later said that she enjoyed every second of
it.


Yes, it was good. It was also complete. His dick moving in
and out of my wife's pussy was divine and true.


It belonged there. There was no mistaking the reality. It
belonged there.











CHAPTER 25


 


Cory apologized to me. "I'm sorry, Kirk."


"What?"


It was the day after Thanksgiving. She had driven George
home this morning. Let my sister make of that what she would.


My wife was lying across the bed naked and we had just
finished fucking. She pursed her lips. "I know I've said I was sorry for
cheating on you but I've had to fight it. I don't think I'm winning that fight.
I had resolved not to cheat – not to do something you didn't know about. But
last night when George and I stole into the bathroom and I felt his cock enter
me, everything changed again. I thought about you at the dinner table
unknowing, and it turned me on."


I raised my eyebrows.


She said, "I think I'm going to keep fucking him. I'm
sorry. I'm sorry to you and your sister, but… I'm going to fuck him again."


I said the magic words that I knew stemmed from my supposed
ability to read people, "I forbid it." I stared at her. "You
can't be fucking my sister's husband. Period. It is just not right."


She lifted her chin. "You won't stop me. I'm going to
fuck him and love it. I'll fuck him behind your back. I'll bring him home and
fuck him here in our bed. I'm sorry, Kirk, that's how it's going to be."


Success.


I did not smile. I did not pout. No sense in giving away my
game. "What about Warden?"


"He has Renee."


"Well, don't be thinking you can have Aiden back here
again. That was just too much for me. If you have to have one, pick one – but
not both. And George? Aiden? Better Warden. Or Garret."


Her eyes firmed. "I liked Aiden's energy. If I wanted
normal sex, I'd have it with you. Not that you can't be energetic, but you know
what I mean. No, sorry, I think I'll be having him back over, too."


Total fucking success.


I kept my face a mask. Instead, I asked, "Why are you
doing this to me, Cory? We're married."


She turned over and placed her finger on my lips. "If
it wasn't so good, I'd stop. Feeling another man fucking me and being married
to you is like nothing I've ever experienced."


I pushed my limits. "Well, if you must, we can have Aiden
and Tessie over. I'll run interference for you as long as you agree you'll only
tease him. Maybe a blowjob or something…"


"I like that idea…" She giggled and toyed with her
clit. I knew what she was thinking – it was all over her face. She was planning
to agree but would fuck him in what she thought was a cheating rendezvous
behind my back while I thought she was just teasing.


Was my mojo back? Was I reading her right?


It was getting cold and the pool and backyard were out of
use. Not only had the weather cooled, but events immediately after
Thanksgiving.


I thought she might ramp up the activity, and she did with
flashing. But sex? I found her car at Renee's and Warden's a few times. That
was okay: she didn't try hiding that afterwards. But again I found weeks
passing in which she visited Warden maybe four times.


But of the others, I knew nothing.


Until the week before Christmas.


I had fielded several calls from Terri about how awful
Thanksgiving had been to her marriage – how awful it was that I had married a
slut. No hint of anything else, thank goodness. Her answer to what had occurred
was marriage counseling.


For me, that was a big mental shrug: her marriage was hers
to deal with – I had my own issues. That it crossed over was of great interest
to me and not to my sister.


Hey, we can't all be the same. Maybe my sister wanted me.
But I didn't want her. On the other side of that familial coin, I wanted her
husband for my wife. Of course, my sister didn't want that. My wife wanted
George only because she thought I was on my sister's side and didn't want it.


Tangled webs.


Pluck a strand here and what happens? Or that one over
there? What might I say to George or Aiden that would spur them? Probably not
much because I had little exposure to go on and read them accurately. But of
one thing I was certain in that regard: time was on my side.


The only limiting factor was the clock on Cory's libido. She
was approaching her peak. After that, who knew? Some women were certainly
active into their fifties and sixties, and some beyond.


On one of my scheduled-unscheduled, random checks of the
house a week before Christmas, I saw the Lincoln parked two houses down.


As if I could miss my sister's car. Not her car, of course,
but the family car. If she hadn't gotten a new car, Terri drove a Toyota. So I
knew it was George.


Gosh, what was George doing parked two houses down from
ours? What a coincidence? He just couldn't possibly be at our place, could he?
Nah…


Almost whistling, I went into the house. Would they have
started yet? Finished? Would I see him coming down the stairs?


I climbed.


Murmurs from the bedroom. No gasps, grunts, or sex sounds.


I walked in, acting surprised as if seeing a long-lost
friend. "Well, hi!"


Cory gave me a wry look.


George was with her, both lying on their backs. He had his
arm around her and she was cuddled up next to him. Her pussy was used, puffy,
and red, leaking fluid.


He lifted his eyebrows in question. "Hey, uh…"


I lifted a hand to pause him. "It's all right. No, I'm
not angry for my sister. How's that all going, anyway?"


He seemed to recover from his uncertainty. "She has us
going to marriage counseling."


"I heard. So," I couldn't hide my smile, "is
it working?"


He snorted.


Cory glared at me without malice.


I winked at her.


She touched George's dick and stroked it with her fingers.
"I don't think we're done…"


"You mean, I'm going to be forced to watch my sister's
husband defile our marriage bed again?"


She giggled.


George gave me an odd look.


Hey, I wasn't the one in some other man's bed fucking his
wife…


He asked, "You sure you're okay with this?"


For her benefit, and hers only – I didn't care what he
thought – I said, "I just can't stop her. She won't listen to reason. I
told her she couldn't see you like this anymore. But she can't resist a good
dick."


He smiled at that, looking a bit proud of himself.


I think Cory knew then she had been played. But in response,
she swung her leg over him and straddled his waist. She rubbed George's growing
erection on her used pussy. She said, "Do you want to fuck me again? While
my husband watches helplessly?"


He chuckled. "If he wants to watch, yes. That was kind
of fun."


I said, "Made it exciting, didn't it?"


He wasn't looking at me, but at her small breasts. "Mm
hmm."


Cory murmured, "I love it when a man gets hard for
me."


He sighed.


She lifted and fiddled at their crotches.


I sat and decided to watch before unzipping.


My wife rose and fell, moving like liquid gold on George's hard
cock.


I could see the edge of it all. Inspired, I got up, picked
up the chair, and moved it. Ah, much better. I had a nice view of my
wife's scrawny ass rising and falling, and George's nice cock angled up and
into her pussy.


This was the kind of view I wanted to dream about and of
which to fondly recall memories. Her pussy was opened around his shaft and her
lips moved in and out, with the rise and fall. The ride was smooth and
effortless. His cock glistened very wetly and the slick sounds were musical
masterpieces. That was my wife's pussy sliding gracefully up and down on his
erection. That was my sister's husband thrusting his cock up into my wife.


I was struck by the infinite beauty and perfection of the
coupling. This was how it should have always been. This is how it should always
be.


He got up and flipped her over. She went down and threw her
legs open for him. There is nothing more alluring or perfect than seeing your
wife open her legs for another, excited man. It is a rapturous victory that has
no equal.


There were no drums or bugles announcing his entry. He
pushed his manhood into my wife without struggle. Easy insertion. In it went.
His back muscles moved and flexed as he humped. His butt clenched with each
inward thrust. He fucked her deep and slow.


Where Warden was mouthy and sometimes loud, George was
almost totally silent. That was okay, too. Different strokes for different
folks. Which one did I like better? George, probably. It seemed more intimate
and I liked that. Warden was great, too, but nastier. Had to be in the mood for
it.


Huh… me, moody?


The way my sister's husband fucked my wife was more private
– as if I needed to be quiet so as not to disturb their privacy. I wanted to
make as little noise as possible so as not to disturb the beauty of their
fucking. Noise would spoil it. I felt when looking at him fucking my wife in
our bed that I should tiptoe out of the room.


Cory was more subdued than normal, too. She sensed and
reacted to the different situation with apparent ease. There might be no
stopping her from fucking, but she wasn't the same with George as she had been
with Warden, or Eric, or Aiden.


She made little gasps. An exhale accompanied most of his
thrusts into her. Her hips moved though they were pinned underneath his. Both
tilted in unison, fucking each other with a synchronized movement that was like
clockwork – sexual clockwork.


They fucked like that for almost forty-five minutes. Their
panting grew louder, more insistent. He asked, finally, "I can still cum
in you?" He sort of cast his glance my way.


She said, "Yes. Inside. Do it."


George didn’t look to me for approval. He lifted her legs
and put them up on his shoulders. He pushed with his feet and scooted up over
her so his cock was angled down into her upturned pussy. He reached under with
both hands and cupped her ass, gripping so tight that his fingertips turned
white.


He began driving down into her. It wasn't fast; it was deep.
All the way out slow, then fast all the way in. Deep, pressing plunges. At the
end of each thrust into her depths, there was a slight pause and he tilted his
hips even further, giving his erection just that little extra push and
penetration. His heavy balls ballooned when he did that.


I took out my cock, finally, and began stroking it tall and
hard. It felt great. Then I took out my phone. I trembled at first with what I
was going to do, but my nerves settled and I steadied. I jacked my straining
cock lovingly, up and down, in time with George's deep plunges into my wife's
pussy. The focus was on my cock. They were in the background as I recorded. All
three of us moving and having the most fun possible in one video angle.


George panted and Cory moaned. She gasped, "Do
it."


Just noticeable, George began fucking with more ardent
effort. There was a jerking desperation to his plunges and a longer pause as he
tilted for maximum erectile reach into her depths.


I mimicked the timing until George groaned loudly and just
held himself deep inside her. His back flexed and strained, his butt clenched
repeatedly, and his balls contracted with a slow rhythm as he disgorged another
enormous load of cum as far into my wife as he could.


I whispered, "Fucking beautiful, isn't it?" I knew
they couldn't hear me, but the cell phone would pick it up easily. Then my cock
swelled. I zoomed in on it as it turned red and the head began to stretch. Cum
tore out of it upwards, squirting up in five very strong bursts. It was a good
one. My cock jerked heavily with each ejaculation. My orgasm squirted up and
spattered down.


Beautiful.


I refocused back on George as he pulled his sopping cock out
of my wife's used pussy.


Then I closed the video.


I attached it to a text and sent it to my sister.











CHAPTER 26


 


We threw a little New Year's party. It was to be what I
hoped was my final move in setting the pieces straight.


I had failed miserably to detect Cory's relationship with
her step-brother. I had failed worse in not grasping that something had been
definitely odd between Cory and Warden. How was I supposed to know he was her ex-boyfriend
and that her best friend had taken him? I should have seen the tension for what
it was, but I hadn't.


I had been busy focusing on what was wrong with me or what
had changed with Cory.


That had been my problem and I had blinded myself with my error.


But now, I had been able to recover, grasp some of the game
pieces, and maneuver them. New Years was going to be the game the way I liked
it played. I had already started with George and my sister. That was going
well. My video had shocked my sister into a silent acceptance. Why? Fuck if I
knew, but I know that she stayed with George, she did not comment on my video,
and George had been back two days of every week since.


Did my sister drool over my cock video? Maybe. Maybe not.
Maybe she deleted the thing. I really didn't fucking care. What mattered to me
was George.


Sure, yes, I cared about my little sister. Definitely. But
if she couldn't handle George, then she shouldn't be married to him. Right? So
I was doing her a favor. A metaphorical slap to her psyche that said to her,
"Hey, live with it, or dump him. Don't torture yourself."


I loved my sister and wanted the best for her. I hoped she
was finding it.


Today was my next and biggest move. For all that had
happened and the changes my wife had wrought in me, this day was for me.


I hoped it went like I was planning.


What was that adage? No battle plan survives contact with
the enemy? But I had no enemies here. Every piece was in place. If I had read
everyone right…


I don't think anyone really wondered what was going on
except for Tessie. Aiden was anxious to find time with my wife again. Warden
and Renee were looking to satisfy her cuckquean delights by having Warden sneak
off with Cory.


I had told Warden to include Aiden for some good slut-fun
with my wife. He was enthusiastic.


I think everyone had their roles, unbeknownst to them,
except for Tessie.


I'd deal with her when it came time to run interference.


The music was playing low and the rum was a subtle warmth on
the evening. Kids visiting friends, we had the house to ourselves. It was three
drinks in and cold outside when I offered to take Tessie into the Jacuzzi part
of the pool.


Her eyes lit up, but fell when she looked over at Aiden.


Fortunately, he played his part as smoothly as if he had
practiced it for months: "You go on, Tessie. I'll stay in here."


I held out my hand to her.


She bit her lower lip and looked at me from under those
brunette bangs. She placed her slender hand in mine.


My dick swelled in my pants and I was sure everyone saw it.
Maybe they did. Maybe they didn't care.


I led her out into the biting chill and tested the Jacuzzi
water. I had turned on the heater earlier. It was good and hot. I said,
"You wore your bathing suit under that?"


"Yes. Aiden decided he didn't want to."


"That's okay; I was pretty certain it would just be you
and me out here." I gazed directly at her. "Undress."


She blushed and sucked in her lower lip. But she began
undressing right in front of me.


I waited.


Done with her clothing, she straightened and stood there in
her one-piece. I allowed her to witness my eyes roaming up and down her entire
figure. I smiled while doing it. I focused on her pussy, nicely defined by the
taut material. I lingered there, then lifted my eyes to hers.


She was blushing madly, but her eyes were bright and there
was a smile mangled into the twist of her lips. This girl was getting her first
real attention ever: she was starved for it. I had likely given her just a
taste that aggravated and increased her need at the pool party months before.


But I had her here now.


I glanced into the living room through the sliding glass
door. The couch was empty. A quick flick of my eyes upward showed the light to
our bedroom on.


Cory moved fast.


I held out my hand and she took it. I pulled her close and
reached up to take off her glasses. She had such a delicate spray of freckles
across her nose and open, innocent eyes. She hadn't lost the youthful babyfat
off her face, either. At eighteen, had she ever had anything other than an
inexperienced boy? Aiden looked a few years older, but… Had Tessie ever had a
real man?


Shame. All girls should have an experienced older man as
their first. I undressed in front of her. I was wearing my loosest swim shorts.
They hid pretty much everything – until they were wet. Then they practically
showed everything.


I wanted her to see.


Her eyes dropped down and followed my movements, but she
also lingered at the good place.


I stood in front of her and took her into a hug. "I'm
very glad you accepted the invitation."


She gasped and pressed against me.


Perfect.


I pulled away. "Ease yourself in. Shall I get us a
round of drinks?"


Her eyes flashed interest and smoke. "I'd… like that.
Bring two."


Forward. More than perfect.


"I'll be back in a moment. Going to check on
everyone." I cleared my throat. "Make sure we… aren't
disturbed."


Her eyes grew large with surprise and… hidden delight.


I went into the house and headed upstairs. Already, I could
hear them all before I even got on the landing.


Cory was groaning with lust while Warden trash-talked her
and Aiden grunted. I could've turned around right there, but I wanted to see
and enjoy a second or two of it.


Cory was lying across the foot of our bed. Aiden was heaving
between her legs as if it was his last fuck ever. Warden was standing, knees
bent, cock stuffed into my wife's mouth. He was thrusting and calling her a
dirty whore. Renee was sitting in my chair I used to watch Cory. She was
thrusting fingers into her pussy and her eyes were already glazed over.


Aiden pounded her as if she were a cheap slut. His violent
heaves shoved her head onto Warden's cock. The way they were fucking and using
my wife was magnificent. She would definitely be happy, and I would have a nice
cum-filled pussy later to ease my cock into and enjoy.


Warden saw me and looked over. He grinned and waved. Cory
noticed me, too, though she could only look at me with one, large eye. She
moaned in a cross between panic and lust. Then her eye shut and she lifted her
butt off the bed, convulsing through an orgasm that had her screaming around
Warden's cock.


Aiden called out feverishly, "Fuck! What a great party!
I've been waiting to fuck you again." He slapped his hips hard against my
wife in the throes of her orgasm. He didn't stop.


Yes, spectacular.


I knew she faced the choice of riding my dick for the rest
of her life, or having me and experiencing fun times like this. Was there
really any choice? At any time, she could have fulfilling sex with me. Loving
sex. Passion. But she could also enjoy pussy-pounding brutality that soothed
that deepest part of her feminine core – the desire to offer her pussy to a
savage need. To surrender to the beast.


In her current marriage to me, she could have it all. Normal
married sex with me and hard-driving savage violation with other men. Her
choice. Whenever she wanted.


Thirty seconds had passed.


Aiden mauled my wife's tiny tits, pinching and mangling them
while savagely ramming his cock into her pussy. Warden had pulled out and was
rubbing his leaking, wet erection all around my wife's face. She was moaning
uncontrollably now, delirious and cock drunk.


I left the room and went downstairs. I grabbed one of the
rum bottles and headed outside, my cock already hard in my shorts.


Tessie watched me coming, her eyes falling to my large tent.


She gulped and cowered in the Jacuzzi.


I set the bottle down and eased in. Then I grabbed my glass
and scooted hers closer to her. I downed the whole thing. "Drink up? I'll
pour."


She slid closer to me and took up her glass. With a brave
look, she tried to down it in one go. She couldn't and had to take two gulps.


I marveled at her bravery. The rum would hit her in a minute
or two. That much that fast? I didn't want her too trashed. I played my card.
"I don't think we'll be bothered…"


"What?"


I leaned close to her and said low, "Aiden is making
sure my wife doesn't come out."


Her eyes lit up. "Oh!"


"He's running interference."


"What? What's—"


"That's when you intercept someone and divert their
attention away…"


Her mouth spread open in a toothy smile. "He really
is?"


I nodded.


She bounced in the Jacuzzi. "I'll… have to thank him
later."


"Well… there's a little more to it than that."


She tilted her head quizzically and looked at me with those
sky blue eyes. "Like what?"


"The truth is, I wanted to get you alone."


Her voice dropped, uncertain but hopeful. "Me?"


I lifted her chin with my curled finger. "Yes you.
You're so beautiful and sexy."


A little louder with disbelief. "Me?"


"Totally, Tessie." I gently took her head in my
hands and brought us together in a kiss. She was ready for it and my tongue
invaded her little mouth – caressed her tiny tongue.


She moaned and melted, lunging towards me with heat and
fever. I accepted her, dragging her onto my lap and kissing her more
frantically. The girl could kiss.


When we broke, I said, "Wow, you make me
uncomfortable."


Her eyes opened in panic and disappointment. "What? I'm
sorry—"


"No, in a good way. Can't you feel it?"


"Whuh—" She started to look down. "Oh…"


"You've made me hard."


Her voice turned meek. "I'm sorry."


"No, don't be. It hurts because it's in the shorts. It
would feel better if it was out." I made a show of looking around.
"If no one sees, maybe I could take it out? It'll feel better."


She looked around, too. "Sure, try it."


I slid off my shorts. "Whew."


She looked away, but then looked back. Then she tried to see
in the dim light of the Jacuzzi. "Is it all better?"


"Yes, now where were we? We were kissing, right?"


She bit her lower lip and she came easily when I pulled her
onto me. I settled her straddling me with my erection pointing up between us.
It felt very good.


We kissed more and I could feel her begin to undulate – her
body taking over where her mind was occupied with the kiss. I shifted, sliding
down a little so I was more angled. To keep kissing, she leaned onto my dick.
Then she moved upward to keep from craning her neck. Her pussy was resting on
the base of my cock.


Now her undulations were really feeling good. After a
moment, she let out a moan.


I said, "Hey, it's not fair that I'm naked alone."


She gasped and looked scandalized. But then her expression
melted into smokiness. "I know, right? How lame of me." She looked at
the house.


"Don't worry about them. Remember that your husband is
running interference."


"Oh, right." She began stripping off her suit.


When she was naked, I pulled her back again into my lap.


Jacuzzi foreplay isn't all that exciting. Too much water.
When you want pressure, you float away. But my hands pulled in her bare ass and
I could feel her mound press against my erection. The bubbles caressed us and
felt relaxing.


She tilted her hips, rubbing – a little. We kissed. She
tilted some more. I bit her ear and whispered to her how beautiful she was. She
rubbed herself more forcefully against me – her body starting to tremble.


I said, "We might start to prune. Do you want to go
inside and we can continue kissing some more? I can turn up the fire."


"Won't someone see?"


"No. I never finished telling you."


"What?"


"Come on." I took her by the hand.


She scooped up her bikini and held it to her as we walked. I
went naked with the bottle of rum and glasses.


I led her inside and listened. At the moment, they weren't
making noise. I turned up the gas fireplace and the hissing sound increased. I
stopped the music and sat on the couch.


Tessie's eyes were wide, following me and staring at my
half-hard cock. She swallowed.


I patted the couch next to me.


She looked around.


"Sit, and I'll tell you." I poured more rum and
handed it to her.


I downed mine. She copied.


I bent in and kissed her. She responded instantly and less
than four seconds after starting the kiss, her hips undulated.


I pulled off. "Come here and let me explain about the
interference." I pulled her to my lap and she came with only a
quarter-second hesitation. I made her straddle me so that my cock was up
between us again. I slid downward a bit. Her pubic bone was resting against the
base of my cock. A little move would directly stimulate her clit. "So
Aiden and Warden have my wife up there right now, entertaining her."


She looked at me suspiciously. "Entertaining?"


I cupped her ass and pulled, sliding a little lower at the
same time.


She closed her eyes and a moan escaped her lips.


I flexed. Instantly, I detected a slight movement in her
hips. I knew she was ready, but I wanted her to want it so bad she couldn't say
no. I kept flexing. "When I checked on them, they were all fucking
her."


"What?"


"Even Renee was cramming fingers in herself
watching."


She looked towards the hall and stairway.


I moved my hips, sliding my erection along her clit.


She gasped and looked down. It was followed by a moan.
"You… thing… is so nasty…" She faltered and looked back towards the
hall.


I said, "Aiden is being very nice. He's doing this so I
could be with you, alone."


She looked back at me.


I pulled her and slowly released. She slid a little, up and
then down on my shaft.


She closed her eyes and exhaled, then began to move on her
own. She asked in a shaking voice, "He is?" But her question was more
lost in the gasps from her decision to move on me.


I lifted her. "This has got to be uncomfortable for
you. Here, let's make the kissing nicer." I laid her back onto the couch
and climbed over her.


She didn't open her legs, but that was okay. I settled onto
her little body and supported my upper torso on my elbows. Then I kissed her.


She responded almost immediately.


I skimmed fingers from one hand through her hair at her
temples and kissed her mouth, lips, tongue, nose, and eyelids.


She groaned heavily and thrust upward with her pussy.


I went with it, massaging my cock back and forth on her
mound.


She parted her legs on her own.


I got between them and moved again.


She tilted, lifting her legs to get a better position. Her
pussy was gorgeous. It was shaved bare, but also puffy with youth. Everything
was hidden between her two rounded labia that hid her clit and lips. It was the
pussy of a preteen, practically.


But she was legal and my dick was on it. I moved up onto my
knees.


She tilted farther, with me.


I laid my cock along her slit and rubbed back and forth.


She breathed, "That feels so good."


I wedged the bottom side of my dick between her labia and
rubbed some more.


She quivered and groaned – eyes closed, mouth open.


Almost there…


It was instantly ruined by the burst of noise coming from
upstairs.


Aiden yelled, "Woohoo! Take it you fucking slut!"


I guess he was getting into the spirit using Warden's
technique.


There were other noises and voices, but not as clear as the
shout.


She tried to sit up.


I had to think fast. "Funny, huh?"


Her eyebrows drew down. "What? No…"


I stroked the side of her face. "Aiden really is doing
a nice thing. A pity-thing, you know?"


"What do you mean?"


I said it as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.
"Well, my wife is so… old… you know."


The tension collapsed inside her. She looked at me with
thoughts and conclusions in her eyes. "Yeah…"


I tilted my hips and slid my cock along her body.


She looked down, distracted.


I moved down, leaning to press her back with a kiss.


She went down. Her hips responded a moment later.


Lifting back up, I grabbed my cock and rubbed it
deliberately on her clit.


She gasped and shuddered, then whimpered. Her eyes were
large and fearful. "I… don't think… I've never had… You're so big!"


She was right. My dick was almost half the width of her
thigh. My chest was easily double the width of her narrow shoulders. Her own
chest area was almost as thin as her entire head.


Granted I was tall, but she couldn't have been more than
4'7" – she was a tiny little girl.


"See if you can put your hand around it."


She gently placed her little hand around my shaft. She could
only get a little more than halfway around. Her eyes were big.


My cock throbbed, twitched, and expanded dramatically in her
young touch. It was instant and electric. "Don't worry, we'll just play a
little."


She dropped her reservations and laid her head back down.
She closed her eyes as I sawed back and forth. She lifted her legs higher.


Her labia were getting puffier. Her lips were just becoming
visible. She was excited.


I began angling lower, rubbing the full length up across her
clit, then pulling my whole length down and running the head down her slit.


She quivered uncontrollably – eyes closed tight. Her silky
black hair framed her face and her bangs still covered most of her forehead.
She was a beautiful girl – even with glasses.


I skimmed a hand down her flat chest – across a nipple. She
didn't even have beginner mounds. I toyed with the nub until it was hard, then
toyed with the other – all while holding the head of my cock angled at her slit
and pressed there.


Her hips undulated faster.


She was ready.


Now I had to do the work. I moved the head of my cock up and
down, parting her labia and brushing smoothly across her small pussy lips.
Seeing it, I despaired I might ever get it in there. She was so tiny.


She moaned, lifting her hips.


I drew my cock down her clit and poised it against her little
hole. I said, "You deserve so much better, Tessie."


She gasped, thrusting her hips – nudging the head of my
cock.


I acted surprised. "Ooo, that felt good. Did it feel
good to you?"


"Yes!" Her gasp was small, high-pitched, and desperate.


I rubbed her clit with the head, then dropped it down to her
entrance again. I pressed and wriggled it.


She was sopping wet – in a very minute area.


I made a face of doubt. I got up. "You know, I have
something in the kitchen that'll make this feel a lot nicer."


She lifted her head worriedly. "You do?"


"Don't move. It's right in there. Be right back."


She closed her legs but waited.


I dashed for the kitchen. Grabbing the olive oil, I raced
back.


She was still there. "What's that?"


"Olive oil. I use this for lube when…" I made a
masturbation motion.


She giggled. "Oh…"


I poured some in my hand and oiled up my dick. When I
climbed back on the couch, she opened her legs, wide.


Good little girl. I angled my cock down and rubbed
her with it.


Her eyes lit up. "Oh wow, that does feel better."


I pushed down past her clit and pressed at her opening.


She tilted her hips, lifting her head to look down there.


I pressed harder.


Her brows furrowed and I let off. She said, "I felt it
almost go in."


"Do you want me to put a little more oil and see if I
can get the tip in?"


She bit her lower lip and looked at me. A second later she
nodded. She watched.


I fingered some oil onto her pussy and around her hole. Then
I inserted an oiled finger. Her pussy clamped on my finger and she moaned
warily. Withdrawing my finger, I took a deep breath and put the head of my dick
back at her hole.











CHAPTER 27


 


Her thin body trembled. She looked on worriedly as my large cock
bridged the gap between our hips, pointing, touching, and pressing against her
little pussy.


I rubbed circles at her entrance, evening out the lube. I
poured a little more oil on my shaft and spread it. I wanted my dick in this
little girl.


I pushed.


Her mouth dropped open and her brow furrowed again. "I
feel it…" She shifted her hips. "I think…"


I pulled back and pushed again.


The wondrous happened. It was as if her youth surrendered.
She let her head fall back and her body relaxed, letting me do whatever I had
to do. Her pussy opened a little and the head of my cock worked past her
opening.


She lifted her hips, groaning and hissing.


I panted suddenly, realizing I had been holding my breath.


She gasped, "More. But go slow!"


I pushed, sliding a little more of my head into her. She was
quiet, holding her breath, but she wriggled.


I withdrew slightly, readjusting. I pushed again. My cock
started to slide into her tiny pussy.


She lifted her head, wailing quietly, and eyes squeezed
shut.


I flexed.


She yelped, eyes popping open. She panted rapidly for a
moment. "Don't do that."


I chuckled playfully. "Want a little more?"


Her eyes got even larger. "There's more? It feels… like
a bowling ball in there."


I laughed heartily. "I'm not that big."


"It's what it feels like." She settled back and
lifted her legs higher.


I took that as a yes and pushed again, sliding more inside
her young body. I was about halfway in and she was incredibly tight. I said,
"I'll need to adjust and let you get used to it some more."


She nodded frantically. "Yes, please."


With that permission, I began pulling and pushing, fucking
little Tessie with half my length.


She groaned and occasionally thrust her hips rapidly.


In and out I worked my cock, loosening her up with movement
and oil. I positioned myself. "Ready?"


She nodded, panting.


I lifted onto my feet and slowly pressed forward and down,
shoving and forcing my mature cock to fill more of her young pussy. I was
super-excited. She was a vise-grip on my dick and my shaft swelled as if in protest,
but really in ultra-arousal.


She wailed again. "More! More!"


The stairs creaked.


I looked up and saw all of them coming down. But they
stopped in the hall and stared.


Tessie hadn't noticed.


It was now or never. I pushed frantically but carefully. My frame
shook with anticipation and need. I forced my thick cock into the little girl
and kept going. Her quavering high voice spurred me on and more of my shaft
disappeared into her ultra-stretched hole.


It was the olive oil that did it. Without it, it never
would've gone in. I slid in deeper and began to feel a narrowing further in –
offering resistance. Likely, the end of her canal or the blockage of her
cervix. But she was excited and after a few seconds, found I could force more
into her.


She was never going to take it all. I'm ten inches long. But
I got most of my cock in there until she was pawing at me with her nails.
"I'm full…" She opened her eyes.


I made the mistake of glancing over at the stairs.


She looked. Legs up in the air and my cock spearing her
pussy, there was no way to escape hiding anything.


I lifted up and forced down, driving most of my length into
her pussy.


And everyone saw it.


Tessie yelped, but it turned into a gasp.


Aiden stood there, mouth wide open, looking dumbfounded.
Cory, the same. Renee was holding onto Warden's arm and rubbing herself with
her other hand.


I lifted and fell again, easier this time.


With them watching us and us watching them, I fucked the
young girl.


She moaned suddenly and lifted her hips. Her eyes fluttered
and then shut. She hissed and began bucking – apparently excited all the way to
orgasm by being discovered. Her feet clamped my sides and pulled. Her pussy
clamped hard on my shaft.


I moved faster, sliding my big cock in and out of her hole.
It felt incredible. I leaned down and brushed my lips across hers. "Your
pussy feels so good, Tessie."


She groaned wordlessly, humping her hips in a frenzy.


I drove as deep as I could, scrabbling forward using my
feet. Her whole body moved along the couch until her head hit the armrest. I
pushed and pushed, trying to get as much in as possible, and as deep as it
could go. I grunted and shoved.


My orgasm ripped out of me in a tickling burst that started
in my feet and surged up my body and out of my dick. I yelled frantically,
pushing forcefully, as I emptied my large balls into her little pussy.


Aiden breathed in awe, "Whoa, that's hot as fuck…"


Renee giggled breathlessly. "Yeah, I'm starting to
sweat."


I looked over.


Warden and Cory hadn't said anything. Now I saw why. He was
kissing her as he fingered her, his hand down her pants.


I jerked, draining a few more bursts inside Tessie's pussy.
I could feel the wetness of the gushes as cum had shot out of her over-stuffed
pussy. My balls were soaked.


I pulled out and surveyed the wreckage.


Tessie lay limp, panting, an enormous river of cum flowing
out of her pussy. Not only had I wrecked her, but I had wrecked the couch, too.
No way would the stain come out.


Maybe keep it for memories.


I bent over the girl and kissed her mouth. "You're
beautiful, Tessie. Thank you."











CHAPTER 28


 


I got up off the couch.


Aiden said, "I'm not licking that up, bro."


I laughed. "Did I ask you to?"


But Aiden was looking at the couch and at his wife, licking
his lips. Suddenly he lunged for the couch and began licking his wife's pussy,
licking up all my cum.


Cory gasped and shuddered on Warden's fingers.


Renee practically swooned. "Whoa… hot."


Tessie yelped and squawked, but let him continue, even if
she blushed at us while her husband cleaned her.


Renee said, "I'd pay to see all that again."


Warden agreed. "I think we need to invite Aiden and
Tessie around more often."


My wife moaned again.


It was an incredible end to the party.


Cory rode me in bed later. The room stunk of cum. She lifted
her used pussy up and down my excited shaft. "Did you like her?"


"Yeah."


"Did her pussy feel all tight?"


"Yeah."


Cory moaned and rose and fell faster. "It looked so
hot…"


I chuckled.


"Don't laugh at me, Kirk. If I had known what you had
planned…" Her glare was threatening.


"You seem to be okay with it…"


"Because I saw it. I guess I had to see it. I couldn't
help myself: she's so young and cute. Seeing your cock in her made me have a
spontaneous orgasm."


"You're kidding."


"No, although it was a small one. But I wasn't even
touching myself; that's never happened before."


I gripped her hips and thrust upward, enjoying the wonderful
feeling of my wife's used pussy.


She asked timidly, "Did you like fucking her? Did you…
like fucking her young pussy?"


I closed my eyes, recalling it. "Yes, very much. Very,
very much."


Cory emitted a guttural groan like a zombie.


I opened my eyes. She was gripping one arm across her chest
and pinching a nipple. Her eyelids were fluttering like Tessie's had. Her hips
were thrusting lustily.


I asked, "Did you like seeing me fuck her?"


Cory moaned again.


"Did you like seeing my cock violate her married little
pussy?"


She emitted something that started small and ended loud and
forceful. I think it was supposed to be a word, but it turned into an orgasmic
yell. She bucked on me and her thighs quivered and shook as she came. She slung
her pussy hard on my dick, forcing her finish to be as good as it could be.


Before she finished shaking, I threw her over. I lifted her
shaking legs and drove my cock all the way in. That was the nice thing about
Cory, she could take it all. I pressed all the way into her still-sopping
pussy. I whispered, "So much cum in there."


"Ungh…"


"Thank you for fucking Warden and Aiden."


She sighed wistfully. "Do you really like it?"


I weighed telling her the truth. But I saw the balance in my
favor. "Yes, I do. I want you to keep fucking them."


"What about your sister's husband?"


"Definitely, him too. Him most of all. Thank you for
fucking him, too."


She smiled weakly.


I kissed her, deep, holding my dick inside her.


She asked after the kiss, "Do you want to fuck Tessie
again?"


"Yes. Could you handle it?"


She didn't hesitate. "Yes. I want you to, I want you to
destroy her little pussy. I want you to force Aiden to lick it all up. That was
so incredible."


"You didn't mind finding me like that? And in the
future? You weren't all hot on the idea of Renee and me."


"M-maybe I have a little of her cuckquean thing going
on. But I guess I wouldn't have known unless I had seen it. Now that I have…"


"I'll fuck her as often as I can."


She purred happily. "And I can fuck George? And Aiden
and Warden?"


"Yes. As much as you can. As often as you can. Every
day. There's nothing more magical than feeling another man's cum in you. I want
more of that magic on my dick."


She shivered deliciously. "I love you, Kirk."


"I love you, too, Cory Fulton." With a deep
thrust, I sent my cum squirting into her used canal to add to the cum left by
other men. It was something that just couldn't be beat.
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Adventurous
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