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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The smooth and dulcet tones of a soft jazz vinyl drifted from the ancient record player in the study down the wainscoted hallways and wound their way up the balustraded staircase to permeate every room in the old house. The music was low, just enough to provide a comfortable backdrop for the laughing, happy voices that seemed to echo from every corner.  
 
    The party was in full swing, and by any metric, it was a resounding success. The best any of them could remember, though there were a few present that night who were unlikely to remember this one, given the amount of alcohol they had consumed. Nonetheless, it was a smashing triumph, by all accounts. This month’s hosts, Thomas and Amanda Walker, had worked hard to make it so. 
 
    Theirs was the big house. The old house. The stately relic from another age with its closely cropped hedges, tall rock wall, and grand swimming pool in the back. The house that the passing cars slowed down to take a look at.  
 
    Standing like a sentinel at the end of the street, it commanded the respect of all who gazed on it with its soaring pillars and its carefully manicured grounds. Inside, everything was equally grand, with polished hardwood floors and marble countertops and a sweeping, broad staircase. A genuine crystal chandelier hung in the foyer, a tribute to a bygone era.  
 
    Walker Manor, the neighbors called it. It was the standing joke. But the Walkers didn’t mind. It was all in good fun.  
 
    Everyone knew that the old house had been part of Amanda’s inheritance when her grandfather had passed away. It was the only way they could have afforded such a regal edifice. Tom’s job as a freelance software developer made him a good living, but not that good! 
 
    It wasn’t their money that set the Walkers apart from everyone else in the neighborhood. Rather, it was the fact that they were so much younger than the others. Both Tom and Amanda were in their mid-30s, while the youngest of their neighbors was closer to 50 than 40. 
 
    The elegant black hands of the gilded, Regency-style clock on the mantle showed that the time was fast approaching half past eleven, but the revelers paid it no mind. There was plenty of booze and plenty of conversation, and no one felt like going home early. 
 
    “I swear,” John Dubois announced to the small circle of people who had gathered in the living room, “this has got to be the best beer I’ve ever had.” He wasn’t drunk, yet, but he was getting there. His bottle of microbrew IPA rose high above his head in a comically dramatic salute to their host. “Kudos, Thomas,” John said. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” Tom nodded in response. “But I really can’t take all the credit. Amanda’s the one who did the shopping.” 
 
    “Well, in that case,” he turned to Thomas’s brown-haired wife and bowed, “my compliments to the lady of the house. You have excellent taste, my dear. Your husband is a lucky man.” 
 
    “Thank you, John,” said Amanda. She slid her arm through her husband’s. “But I think I’m the lucky one.” She raised herself up on her tiptoes to kiss Thomas’s cheek. 
 
     Any room seemed brighter with Amanda Walker in it. Her eyes were just a touch too big for her face, which gave you the impression that she was hanging on every word you said. With a brilliant smile and flawless skin, she was a striking woman of 33, who still had the figure of a swimsuit model. Even when she tried to dress down, as she had done tonight, it was impossible to disguise how truly beautiful she was. 
 
     “Yes! Sure beats the hell out of that gas station swill the Clarks used to serve!” 
 
    “John!” his wife Mary, a proper and straight-laced woman if ever there was one, gasped in dismay.  
 
    Her Southern upbringing had imbued her with a deep respect for propriety, coupled with an unshakeable sense of her own infallibility. She shook her head, exasperated that her husband’s manners had again slipped below her very lofty standards.  
 
    “What? It’s the truth, isn’t it?” 
 
    “That is not the point. Be polite. You shouldn’t say such things, especially about people who aren’t here to defend themselves. It’s gossiping. Besides,” she said, her voice falling nearly to a whisper and her eyes darting left and right as though she feared being overheard, “you know they hadn’t any money. That’s what caused their divorce!” She nodded gravely, filled with the correctness of her assertion. 
 
    “I think there was a little more to it than money trouble,” came a deep voice from the back of the room. 
 
    All eyes turned on the speaker. George Smith stepped up to the circle, a distinguished looking black man with a luxuriant silver beard who, rumor had it, also happened to be a genius with stocks and bonds. He owned the Tudor-style house two doors down from the Walkers. “The way I heard it,” he swirled his whiskey in his hand, listening to the ice cubes clinking against the glass, “Mrs. Clark was having problems with her legs.” 
 
    “Her legs?” Amanda asked. Her brow wrinkled in confusion, and she glanced at her husband. “But, I thought…” 
 
    “Mm hmm. It was definitely her legs. Awful problems… just awful.” 
 
    “Oh! How terrible. I had no idea. What was the matter with them?” 
 
    “Well, it seems she couldn’t keep them closed,” George winked at her, guffawing when his hostess’s face turned a dark, beet red. 
 
    Amanda giggled and punched his arm. “Oh! You’re terrible!” 
 
    “Tsk! There’s no need for that kind of talk Mr. Smith!” Mary scolded. It was her habit not to address people with their first names, as propriety dictated, even though they had all known each other for decades. “Really!” 
 
    “Aw, relax Mary. We’re all just having a bit of fun,” her husband said.  
 
    He rolled his eyes. The polar opposite of his wife, he was about as relaxed and easygoing as a man could be. Where she was caustic and stingy, he was kind and generous to a fault.  
 
    Despite the difference in their ages, John and Thomas had hit it off from the moment the Walkers moved in three years ago. They golfed together, watched baseball, drank beer. Everyone who knew them knew that they were the best of friends. 
 
    “No need to make a big deal of it. Besides, it’s not like Mrs. Clark’s infidelities are a big secret.” John took another drink of his beer. “Hell, it even made the papers. Remember?” 
 
    A chorus of grunts rose from the men. They remembered, all right. How could they forget the time Mr. Clark came home early and caught his wife in bed with the landscaper? It wasn’t every day that one of their neighbors got arrested for driving a pickup truck through the wall of his own house! 
 
    “Well, I still don’t think it’s a civilized topic to be discussing in mixed company!” Mary insisted. “Come my dear,” she reached for Amanda’s hand. “This is no place for ladies. Let us retire to the kitchen so that the men can continue their locker room conversation.”  
 
    Amanda gave her husband an exasperated shrug that seemed to say, “What can I do?”. Then she was marched from the room by Mrs. Dubois, her nose held regally in the air. 
 
    “I don’t care what my old lady says,” John muttered under his breath in a conspiratorial tone, “that was a good one, George!” 
 
    The two men clinked their bottles together, grinning like schoolboys. 
 
    “God, Tom!” George laughed, turning to their host. “The look on your wife’s face! Priceless! Absolutely priceless!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    “I still can’t believe I fell for that,” Amanda complained to her husband as she shrugged out of her dress. “God, what an idiot I am.” She giggled, remembering George’s joke. “Problems with her legs! That’s hilarious.” He felt the warmth of her near-naked body against his back when she squeezed past him to brush her teeth. 
 
    “It was pretty funny,” Thomas agreed.  
 
    Despite her self-deprecation, Amanda was no idiot. She might’ve been a tad gullible at times, but that was just part of her charm. She wasn’t dumb. In point of fact, she was one of the smartest people he knew. 
 
    Thomas glanced at the time at his phone. It was almost 2. He wasn’t surprised. Their guests had stayed until well after midnight. But it had been fun. It was always nice to see their neighbors. Some more than others, he had to admit, remembering Mary Dubois’s condescending attitude. 
 
    Now, at last, it was time for bed, and a feeling of profound weariness descended over him. Thank God it was Friday, he thought, then had to correct himself, Saturday morning! Either way, at least the alarm wouldn’t be waking them in a few hours. They could sleep in. 
 
    When Amanda came out of the bathroom, he watched her unclip her bra and wad it into a ball as she walked across their bedroom, heading for the huge walk-in closet. Freed from their lacy prison, her firm, b-cup breasts bounced enticingly with each step of her long legs, their tiny, upturned nipples pointing the way. 
 
    There was nothing intentionally provocative about it. Nothing overt. She wasn’t trying to look sexy or get him going. She was merely getting ready for bed, just as he was. But with a figure like hers, it was impossible for her husband not to stare. Even after 8 happy years together. 
 
    She sauntered past him, and his eyes shifted from his wife’s tits to follow her shapely ass. God, he loved the way her sexy hips swung from side to side. She had the kind of walk that could give a corpse a boner. It wasn’t until she came to a stop in front of the door and blew him a kiss before sliding her panties down her legs that he realized she had seen him watching her. 
 
    How in the world had he gotten so lucky? he asked himself for the millionth time. 
 
    When she came back out of the closet, she was wearing her favorite little green chemise, the short one that matched the emerald in her eyes. Beneath it, he knew, she would be wearing nothing all. She never wore underwear to bed, hated the way it made her feel all constricted and stifled. In her husband’s mind, it was one of her most endearing qualities. 
 
    He needed to get his mind off his wife’s bare ass beneath her nightie if he planned on getting any sleep at all tonight. With that playful glint in her eyes, the matter was already looking a little doubtful.  
 
    He was tempted to go for it. She’d be amenable; he was almost certain. God knows, it had been a while, and the two glasses of wine she had drunk at the party had her relaxed and feeling frisky. Maybe he should… 
 
    But he was tired. Bone tired. And, he reminded himself, he was no longer 25. He actually needed sleep now. Reluctantly, he made the decision not to try his luck. Maybe tomorrow night, once he’d gotten a little shut eye. 
 
     “Did Mary tell you about William?” he asked her.  
 
     “Billy? I don’t know. I mean, sure, we talked about him a little, but… What about him?” 
 
    William, or “Billy” as Amanda always referred to him, was the Dubois’s son. An only child, he had graduated from high school shortly after they moved in. He had been awarded a literature scholarship at a prestigious university back east, where he was now majoring in English. They hadn’t seen him in ages. 
 
    “John told me he’s actually published a couple of books. Apparently, they’ve done quite well. Made a good chunk of change. I was kind of surprised. I mean, when they told me what he was going to major in, I was pretty sure he was going to wind up moving back into their basement in four years. Shows you what I know.” 
 
    “Well, I know he was kind of the local prodigy around here. But a published author? Wow! So, what does he write about?” 
 
    Amanda turned back the bed, tossing the decorative pillows unceremoniously on the carpet. 
 
    “No clue. John was a little vague about all that. I didn’t come right out and ask, because it didn’t seem like he wanted to talk about it.”  
 
    “Hmm. That’s weird. You’d think he’d be bragging about it to anyone who would listen. Unless…”  
 
    “Unless what?” Tom asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe they’re embarrassed.” 
 
    “Embarrassed? Of what?” 
 
    “Maybe he writes bunny rabbit poetry, or cookbooks, or chick lit, you know? Something they don’t consider highbrow enough. Something that wouldn’t be considered intellectual.” 
 
    That would be just like Mrs. Dubois, Thomas thought. The woman was an insufferable snob. Unless young William were writing Pulitzer Prize material, she would probably turn her nose up at it. 
 
    Then he had another thought. “Maybe he writes fuck stories,” he chuckled. 
 
    Amanda shot him a withering look. “Erotica,” she said. “I believe that’s the word you’re looking for. But, no. I seriously doubt it.” 
 
    “Why? Who’s to say he’s not a world-class smut peddler? Putting his talents to good use.” 
 
    “God, Tom! You’re horrible! We’re talking about our neighbor’s son! And besides, he’s too young. He’s just a kid.” 
 
    “He’s not too young. He’s in college. Has been for a couple of years now. He’s probably 20, 21 by now. And I don’t know if you can remember that far back, but guys in that age bracket have a healthy interest in sex.” 
 
     “21...” Amanda repeated the number. “I… I guess you’re right. He would be 21, now that I think about it. Wow! I guess he’s not a kid anymore.” She shook her head, apparently unable to wrap her mind around the fact that the kid next door was now all grown up. “I just have this memory of him as this skinny, brooding 18-year-old kid in a leather jacket. Can’t quite picture him grown up.”  
 
    “Well, I was just kidding about him writing dirty books. I have no idea what kind of books he writes. Maybe he’s into gardening or origami. Who knows?” 
 
    Amanda seemed not to hear him. She was still thinking about the fact that the neighbor’s son was now all grown up. 
 
    “21,” she said again, as though repeating the number would make it more believable. “It doesn’t seem possible. Then again, I guess we haven’t seen him for quite a while.” 
 
    They slid into bed, still talking. 
 
    “No. He didn’t come home at all last summer. Stayed there and took summer classes. Anyway, that’s what he told his folks. He probably has a girlfriend.” 
 
    Amanda frowned and shook her head. “No, I don’t think so,” she said.  
 
    Something about the way she said it made it seem like there was more to it, like she knew something he didn’t. 
 
    “Really? Why is that?” Thomas pressed. 
 
    “Well, I sorta asked his mother whether he was dating anyone. You know how women like to talk about relationships and stuff.” 
 
    “Gossip is the word you’re looking for,” he grinned, turning her words back on her. 
 
    “Anywaaaay…! So, I asked Mary whether Billy had a girlfriend.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “She let me know in no uncertain terms that, ‘William is a very busy and serious young man. He has no time for such foolishness!’”  
 
    Her nasal whine mimicked that of their neighbor to a tee, bringing a smile to Tom’s face. 
 
    “Ouch!” 
 
    “I know. Right? God! That woman can be such a… such a…” 
 
    “Total bitch?” Thomas offered helpfully. 
 
    “Actually, I think the term I was looking for was ‘control freak’, but hey! If the shoe fits…” 
 
    Thomas snorted. “Yeah. She’s a piece of work, all right. I’ll never understand how a great guy like John could marry such a self-righteous, stuffy old hag. And poor William! How’d you like to have a mom like that? I’ll bet you the kid doesn’t even know the meaning of the word ‘fun’. Mary is probably right – he probably doesn’t have a girlfriend. Published author or not, he’s probably too awkward.” 
 
    “That’s sad,” Amanda said, frowning and shaking her head, “but I’m afraid you might be right.” 
 
    Thomas reached out and flicked off the bedside lamp, plunging the room into stygian darkness. Their conversation seemed to die with the light, and they both lapsed into silence, lost in thoughts of their next-door neighbors and their son.  
 
    “Hey,” Thomas blurted suddenly, “Don’t let me forget to call the pool guy this week.” 
 
    Amanda snorted in the darkness beside him. “Jeez, Tom! Talk about random! The pool guy? That just suddenly popped into your head? That you need to call the pool guy?” 
 
    “Well, the weather is getting warmer. Summer is almost here. A few more weeks and they’ll need to come fill it. And I know how much you enjoy swimming in the pool.” 
 
    “Okaaay, but what made you think of the pool?” 
 
    Thomas didn’t answer right away. He was a little embarrassed to tell his wife that it was she who had given him the idea. Seeing her naked had reminded him of just how good she always looked in her skimpy little bikini. And that had led him to think about the pool guy. And no way in hell was he going to tell her what his dirty mind sometimes imagined happening between her and the pool guy when he wasn’t there! 
 
    “Tom!” she persisted. “Why were you thinking of the pool?” 
 
    He rolled onto his side, facing her. The dim glow of the moonlight filtering in through the window drew a soft and silvery veil over the gentle curves of her face. “Honestly?” he asked. Thomas reached out and stroked her cheek with the back of his hand. 
 
    “Yes,” she smiled. Her fingers found his and she kissed his knuckles. “I’m curious. It’s sort of an odd thing to blurt out in the middle of the night. What made you think of it?” 
 
    “You did.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    Thomas trailed a fingertip down her neck to pluck at the spaghetti strap of her chemise. “I started thinking about how good you always look in your bathing suit. From there, it wasn’t much of a jump.” 
 
    “Oh!” Even in the dark, Thomas could see the brilliant white flash of her enormous smile. “You like that, huh?”  
 
    “Baby, you know I do. I love watching that hot body of yours glistening in the sun.” 
 
    “Mmm. I see. So, it’s not so much about me enjoying the pool as it is you perving on me…” 
 
    “What can I say? Pools are fun for the whole family.” 
 
    “You’re impossible, Mr. Walker.” She giggled, leaning forward to press her soft lips to his. “That’s probably why I love you so.” 
 
    Thomas grunted in surprise when his wife’s hand squeezed his crotch beneath the comforter. “What are you doing?” he whispered. “It’s nearly 3 o’clock in the morning.” 
 
    “Hey! You started this, mister.” Her hand dipped into his pajama bottoms and found him already growing hard. “Now, I’m going to finish it!” Her green eyes seemed to glow in the dark. 
 
    So much for getting a full night’s sleep! 
 
    Tom lifted his butt and helped her slide his pants down. He was still trying to free his feet when he felt her hot mouth close over his manhood. Damn! Somebody was turned on! 
 
    When he felt her warm hand cup his balls and then her pursed lips suck hard on the tip of his cock, all thoughts of sleep were gone. It had been a long time. Too long.  
 
    He ran his fingers through her soft hair and guided her mouth up and down his shaft until he was fully hard, then rolled his wife onto her back. His fingers slid the hem of her chemise up her pale thighs. Beneath her trimmed pubic hair, her slit winked at him in the darkness, glistening with her juices. 
 
    Her hands caught the sides of his head as he lowered his face between her legs. “Not tonight,” she whispered. “I’m already soaking wet. Please. Just put it in. Just fuck me, Tom.” 
 
    He nodded and moved up her body. Beneath him, Amanda spread her legs wide, welcoming him in. The moment that his dick touched her swollen labia, he knew that she was right. Her pussy was as wet as an ocean. 
 
    “Oh God! Please baby!” she pleaded. “Do it quick.” 
 
    “Quick” had become a thing of late. In the early days of their marriage, their lovemaking had lasted sometimes for hours. They had drawn it out, savoring each moment. As their lives had become more hectic and more complicated over the years, things began to get in the way. There often wasn’t time for that. That was when the word “quick” had made its entrance. 
 
    To their mutual surprise, they had discovered that getting it done fast could be just as much fun as long and slow. Apparently, there was something about the frantic urgency of a quickie that really pushed Amanda’s buttons. And anything that excited her, he had long ago discovered, excited him. 
 
    He swiped his cock through her waiting furrow, wetting himself with her nectar. When he leaned in, her steaming hot sex swallowed him to the root. Fuck! She really was turned on! He ground himself against her, savoring the snug, volcanic feel of her. 
 
    Amanda’s back arched and her head twisted upwards into the pillows. When she closed her eyes, the moan that burst from her lips immediately set Thomas’s blood boiling. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she whispered. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard and fast.” 
 
    This was something else that was new. She never swore. Never. In all the years of their marriage, Thomas could count on one hand the times that a profane word had fallen from those lips. But suddenly, during the last year or so, she had begun to talk dirty in bed.  
 
    She didn’t always do it. Sometimes, a week or two would pass without a dirty word. Then, without rhyme or reason, they would be having sex, and she would whisper the filthiest things into his ear. And the effect it had on him was positively thermonuclear. 
 
    Tonight was no exception. Without a second thought, Thomas did as he was told, slamming his hips into hers and feeling his balls bounce against her soft ass. Again and again, he pulled back and then surged forwards, hammering her pussy as fast and as hard as he could.  
 
    Sometimes, like now, he liked it when she left her nightie on. It was a different experience, fucking her with the thin layer of satin between them. His hands roamed the shimmering smoothness beneath him, feeling her womanly curves underneath. The two hard pebbles that were her nipples screamed for attention, seeming to grow harder yet when he rubbed across them with the palm of his hand. 
 
    He bent over her, pressing his torso against hers, feeling the heat of her body. His lips flew to her neck and nipped her, sucking the tender flesh and making her gasp. Then, he kissed his way upwards, fucking her steadily all the while, his mouth searching across the fine curve of her jaw to find hers.  
 
    Her lips were open, ready for him when he reached them, and her kiss was pure fire. She tasted clean, of mouthwash with just that underlying hint of red wine. Their dueling tongues danced and sparred while they gasped and groaned into each other’s mouths. 
 
    Amanda’s fingers found his ass and ten sharp nails clawed at his butt cheeks, pulling him into her as though she were dying, and his cock was the only cure. She was panting like a racehorse within seconds, each ragged breath causing her perfect breasts to shudder beneath the chemise. 
 
    “Fuck, Amanda!” he groaned. He rose up on his arms, needing more air, and redoubled his efforts. His hips sailed in and out of her so fast that the sounds melted into one long slapping noise. 
 
    “Oh yeah! That’s it. Go on, Tom,” she urged him. “Fuck me. Fuck that hot little pussy! Aaagh! Yes!” 
 
    He could feel the trembling of her athletic body against him and knew that she was getting close. And that excited him as well. He debated pulling out, licking her to orgasm, delaying the fire now burning in his balls, but it was late, and he was tired. Besides, her clutching, wet pussy felt far too good for him to seriously entertain the idea of abandoning it. Thomas gritted his teeth and fucked his gorgeous wife for all he was worth. 
 
    Her legs clamped around his waist, trapping him inside her as her pussy gushed around his pistoning cock. A surreal heat seemed to burst from deep inside her. It was like fucking an erupting volcano. 
 
    “Oh my God!” she wailed. “Fuck meee!” 
 
    When he felt his wife cum, Thomas let go as well, flexing his butt and squirting his boiling juices deep inside her. 
 
    “Nnngghh!” he grunted. “Oh fuck, Amanda!” 
 
    They clung to each other like castaways riding out the fury of the storm in the comforting embrace of each other’s arms until finally the intensity of the moment passed and they lay next to each other, panting and sweating in the darkness. 
 
    The last thing Tom remembered hearing before his mind surrendered to sleep was his wife’s whisper, “I love you.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sometime in the early morning, long before the dawn rays had broken the horizon, the sound of sirens intruded on Thomas’s sleeping mind. Damn, he swore to himself, stubbornly refusing to open his eyes, Amanda was watching TV. Why the hell did she have it turned up so loud? Didn’t she know he was trying to sleep? 
 
    A small hand shook him urgently by the shoulder. “Thomas!” his wife’s voice said. “Thomas! Wake up! Something’s wrong!” 
 
    There was a note of panic in her tone that had him instantly wide-awake. He sat bolt upright in bed, blinking and rubbing the sleep from his eyes.  
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    The sound of sirens was infinitely louder now, like they were coming from just beyond the wall. The bedroom was filled with the intermittent glow of flashing red lights. Something was definitely amiss, he just didn’t know what. 
 
    Amanda scrambled out of bed and darted to the window. “It’s the Dubois house,” she announced, peering through the blinds. “Oh no, honey! Oh my God! It’s… It’s on fire!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “I still can’t believe it,” Amanda shook her head. “God, honey! It still doesn’t seem real to me.” 
 
    “I know exactly what you mean,” Thomas nodded. “John and I were supposed to play golf today. And now...” 
 
    “I just can’t believe they’re gone,” she sighed.  
 
    It was a sentiment he had heard her repeat time and again over the past week. One that Thomas understood all too well. Death is usually an unexpected thing, but what had happened to the Dubois family was doubly so. 
 
    Shit! Had it really only been a week? So much had happened in that time. 
 
    By the time the fire trucks had arrived, the house had been fully, hopelessly engulfed. It had been a total loss, burning down all the way to the foundation. But that wasn’t the worst of it.  
 
    During their initial sweep of the property, the firemen had found no sign of the occupants. For the next two days, everyone had hoped and prayed for a good outcome, but deep down all of them knew that John and Mary had been inside. Where else could they have been?  
 
    It had taken two days to locate them, or rather what was left of them. It was all hearsay, of course, but rumor had it there hadn’t been enough left of them to fill a bucket. Only through DNA had it been possible to ID the remains at all. 
 
    Their son William was flying in for the funeral. An only child with no other living relatives, he was the source of intense speculation in the close-knit community. What would he do now? Where would he live? So many questions. So very few answers. 
 
    That was what brought the Walkers to the airport. John had been Thomas’s best friend. He felt like he owed it to him to look after his son.  
 
    So, he and Amanda had taken it upon themselves to pick up young William from the airport and, if they could, to try to help him piece together what was left of his life. Although, to be honest, neither of them yet had any idea how they were going to do that. 
 
    They almost missed him. It had been so long, and he had changed so much that they frankly didn’t recognize him. Had he not approached them, they probably would have let him walk right past them. 
 
    “Mr. and Mrs. Walker?” a strange, manly voice said. 
 
    With his wide shoulders and handsome face, the young man who stopped in front of them and lowered his luggage to the freshly waxed floor was nothing like what they remembered.  
 
    Gone was the leather jacket and the shaggy, unkempt hair that had hung to his shoulders like a black mop. He’d had an earring when they first met him. That was gone now, too. The young man before them was well groomed and clean-cut. But the chocolate brown eyes were still the same, still brooding and uncomfortably intense. 
 
    The smile he gave them was polite, but clearly forced. “Oh, it is you. Thank you so much for coming to pick me up. I… I don’t know what I would have…” He choked up, fighting back the tears. 
 
    “There, there,” Amanda said, moving in to envelop the stricken young man in her arms. “I know. Shh. I know. But it’s all going to be all right, Billy. You’ll see. Everything will be fine.” 
 
    Thomas heard the kid give a mighty sob against his wife’s shoulder. Crying made him uncomfortable. He never knew what to do. Instead, when someone started to cry, he was always left feeling helpless and embarrassed, wishing he could be anywhere else. That was how he felt right now. 
 
    “That’s right, William.” He patted his shoulder in what he hoped was a proper show of encouragement and support. “We’ll help you however we can. It’s going to be all right.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mr. Walker,” the young man said. He dabbed at the corners of his eyes and then gave Thomas his hand in greeting. 
 
    It was a good handshake. Civilized and proper. Firm enough to be manly, but with no macho attempt to crush the other person’s fingers. 
 
    “Please. Call me Tom.” 
 
    “Yes, and you can call me Amanda,” his wife added. “We’re so sorry about your parents, Billy. So sorry! It’s just awful. You poor thing!” 
 
    “Ahem,” Thomas shot his wife a look. Was she trying to make him cry again? He stooped to retrieve the kid’s bags. “Yes. But there’ll be time to talk about that later. I’m sure you’re exhausted. Let’s get you out of here.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. … I mean, Tom. I really appreciate it. If you could just drop me at the hotel over on…” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Amanda cut him off. Her tone of voice brooked no argument, but she flashed him a sweet smile as she linked her arm in his. “You’re coming with us. We’ve got plenty of room.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Oh no. No ‘buts’. It’s already been decided.” 
 
    “Th…thank you,” the kid smiled, apparently realizing the utter futility in arguing with her.  
 
    Watching the broad-shouldered young man follow along behind his wife on the way to the car, Thomas couldn’t help but grin. The sight reminded him of an obedient puppy following its master. But knowing Billy’s mother the way he had, blind obedience was likely the very first trait he had learned. Nothing had been up to him or open for debate. 
 
    With the death of his parents, all that had changed. Like it or not, William was about to begin making his own decisions, about so many things. And Thomas was under no illusions: it was going to be difficult. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The next few days were a dizzying whirlwind of activity. There were so many things to take care of, so many things that required William Dubois’s attention.  
 
    First on the list, of course, were the funeral arrangements. The Dubois’s lawyers were next, followed by several meetings with representatives of not one but two separate insurance companies. Thomas and Amanda tried to help Billy wherever they could, steering and advising him, but the poor guy was a wreck. 
 
    At night, they often heard him crying down the hall. Thomas knew that it broke Amanda’s heart that she couldn’t do anything to ease his pain. But what could anyone do? His parents were gone, and no one could give them back to him. It was a shitty situation, but that was the truth of it.  
 
    The morning of the funeral dawned cold and blustery. A late spring storm was brewing, threatening at any moment to pelt the mourners with its icy spray, and from the looks of it, it was going to be a big one.  
 
    In spite of the crackling tongues of lightning that flitted and laced their way through the great, frowning banks of black clouds and the rumbling thunder that crept nearer with each passing second, the narrow pews of the little church quickly filled to overflowing, leaving late arrivals to stand in the aisles.  
 
    People came from miles around. The turnout was no surprise to Tom. John Dubois had been well-liked and well-respected and had a lot of friends. As for his wife… Well, Mary had been very active in numerous civic organizations. Perhaps not the most popular person in town, but there were many who wished to pay their respects to her as well. And anyway, she had been John’s wife. 
 
    The mood inside the church matched the weather outside, dark and somber. Oppressive. The terrible tragedy of what had taken place stood stark in everyone’s mind and was personified by the pale young man in the black suit, sitting alone in the front row. 
 
    As he waited for the service to begin, Thomas found himself jammed between a red-faced fat man who smelled vaguely of summer sausage and garlic on his left and his wife, Amanda, on his right. God, he wished they could just get this over with! When the organ finally began to play, he sat up straight as an arrow on the hard, old wooden pew. 
 
    Once the music faded away, the preacher, an ancient man with a thin face and an ashen complexion that seemed to match his piping, treble voice, stepped up to the age-scarred pulpit and began to speak. Tom did his best to listen while the old man droned on, extolling the virtues of the dead, some real, some imagined. Mary’s eulogy in particular had him struggling not to roll his eyes. On and on it went, for what seemed like hours. 
 
    As it so often did in moments such as these, Tom’s mind began to wander. It started with him gawking about at the other mourners. After a few minutes of that, his attention turned to a small beetle, crawling across the freshly polished toe of the fat man’s dress shoe. Soon his thoughts circled back, and he found himself mulling over the question of funeral sermons.  
 
    It was a sort of pet peeve of his. Why was everyone a great guy the minute they died? Were all corpses saints? Did bastards and assholes never die? Why do funeral services never start with the words “Well, Dave here was a real piece of work…”, even when everyone present knows that it’s the truth? 
 
    Amanda poked him in the side and nodded toward the carved oak pulpit. She seemed to know what he was thinking, like she could read his mind. It wasn’t the first time during their 8 years of marriage that he had had this feeling.  
 
    She was right, of course. Then again, she usually was. He should be paying attention. What kind of an asshole let himself daydream about the veracity of eulogies during his best friend’s funeral? Feeling like a heel, he cleared his throat and focused on what the preacher was saying. 
 
    As the eulogy neared its end, a crash of lightning that seemed to come from just outside the church made Thomas jump and sent a ripple of gasps through the congregation. Then, the clouds burst, and Noah’s flood was upon them, hammering angrily against the stained-glass windows and the steep-pitched roof. 
 
    The deluge thinned the ranks of the mourners who made it to the graveside. Most, feeling that they had done their duty to the deceased, set off for the dry warmth of their own homes, while those stubborn souls who were resolute enough to brave the elements stood in the downpour, huddled beneath their unfurled umbrellas and looked on as the two small urns that contained all that remained of Mr. and Mrs. Dubois were lowered into the damp earth. 
 
    If he had appeared alone and forlorn sitting by himself in the church, William was now the very picture of desolation, standing on the other side of the grave, apart from the others, hatless and soaked to the bone, peering down into the tiny hole that held all that remained of his parents, now rapidly filling with water. 
 
    From beneath the shelter of the umbrella that only partially shielded him and his wife from the worst of the storm, Thomas blinked against the veil of falling raindrops and watched the young man across from him. He felt a razor-sharp pang of sadness pierce his heart. William looked so sad. So utterly and completely devastated. Looking on his pale face, it was difficult to imagine that the kid could ever be happy again. 
 
    It was a tough day for everyone. Tom knew that he too would miss his friend John. How much worse when it was your parents you had lost? God! What a blow this must be! Especially for someone so young! He couldn’t imagine what the poor kid was feeling. 
 
    A brilliant flash of lightning lit up the clouds, throwing the face of William Dubois into stark relief. The enormous peal of thunder that followed a split second later split the heavens with its deafening roar. Thomas was no great believer in omens, but in that moment, he seemed to hear his best friend’s voice calling out to him from beyond the grave, telling him to look after his son. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    “Here’s where you’ll be staying,” Amanda said to Billy. “We cleaned out the closet, so you can put your things in there. And over here, you have your own bathroom. There are towels in the cabinet above the sink. Just make yourself at home.” 
 
    “Yeah,” John nodded, “and if you need anything, we’ll be right down the hall.” He jerked his head toward the door behind him. “Seriously, anytime, day or night. If you need something, all you have to do is ask.” 
 
    “Thank you both for doing this,” Billy flashed a shy smile. “I can’t tell you how much this means to me. After everything that has happened… I… I don’t know what I would have done…” 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” Amanda said. “We’re just happy to help in any way we can. Right, Thomas?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” 
 
    “You’ve already done so much for me. The way you helped me through the funeral and everything,” the young man said. “But putting me up for the summer? That’s really… Are you sure this is okay? Honestly, I can’t help but feel like I’m intruding.” 
 
    “You’re not!” Amanda insisted. She took his hand and flashed him the million-dollar smile she was famous for. “Really. Not at all. Please don’t feel that way. We’re happy to have you here with us.” 
 
    “I just… I don’t know how I’ll ever repay you for your kindness.” 
 
    “There’s no need,” Thomas raised his hands. “Your father was a good friend to me at a time when I had none. He would’ve done the same for me, if the situation had been reversed.” 
 
    The moment the words left his mouth, Thomas regretted them. Shit! What an idiot he was! He was supposed to be helping the kid forget about what happened, not constantly reminding him about his dead parents!  
 
    He saw the flash of hurt in the young man’s eyes and cursed himself inwardly. Yep! He was an idiot. Luckily for him, his wife came to his rescue. 
 
    “Billy, now don’t worry about a thing. It’s just the two of us in this big old house. We have way more space than we need, and you’re not bothering us at all. Like I said, just make yourself at home. You’ll see, in a few days, you’ll settle in and feel like one of the family. Now, why don’t you get unpacked while Tom and I go downstairs and make us all some supper?” 
 
    “Okay, Mrs. … I mean, Amanda. And thanks again.” 
 
    “Don’t mention it, Billy. We’ll see you in a half hour or so.” 
 
    Tom patted William on the shoulder, then turned and followed his wife down the stairs and into the kitchen.  
 
    “God, I’m so beat,” he sighed, leaning against the counter and rubbing his eyes. “Pheew! I could fall asleep standing here.” 
 
    Thomas had good reason to be tired. He probably hadn’t slept a total of eight hours in the last 48.  
 
    Once they were certain they were going to have a guest for the summer, the couple had spent the better part of the last two days cleaning out one of the larger spare bedrooms. It had proven to be more of a chore than they had anticipated. 
 
    The big, old, four-post bed had been stripped and all the bedding washed. Thomas’s old college junk, which normally resided in the room’s closet, had been removed to the attic. The carpet had been vacuumed, the adjoining bathroom cleaned, and all the windows washed.  
 
    His wife wanted everything to be absolutely perfect for Billy’s arrival. Nothing less would do. And, Thomas knew, neither of them was going to stop until she gave the room her approval. 
 
    “I know you’re tired, baby,” Amanda smiled at him. “Especially with having to get up so early to pick Billy up from the airport again. But tomorrow we can sleep in. I promise. We have nothing to do all day. We’ll just hang around the house and veg out. I’m sure Billy could use the rest, too. God knows, he looks exhausted.” 
 
    “Yeah. How could he not be? That flight is a killer under any circumstances. And to make it twice in such a short span of time… Damn! I’m sure glad I didn’t have to do it.” 
 
    After the funeral, young William had returned to the university. Finals week was coming up, and though his professors had been extremely sympathetic to his plight, there was no getting around taking his final examinations. It was something he simply had to do if he were to be given a grade. So, the heartsick young man had boarded the plane and flown back to face the music. 
 
    Now, two weeks later, he had it behind him, and he had come home. Anyway, he had returned to his hometown. The home he had known, the home where he had grown up, was gone, reduced to a pile of charred bricks by the fire that had claimed the lives of his parents. 
 
    It had taken some convincing to get William to come and stay with them until school started once more in the fall. He didn’t, after all, want to be a nuisance for anyone. He had argued long and hard with Thomas and Amanda, come up with dozens of excuses, but eventually they won him over. 
 
    Truth be told, there had scarcely been another alternative. The kid had nowhere else to go. His dorm room was the only place he had to stay now, and emotionally he was in no shape to stay there and take classes through the summer semester. So, Billy Dubois had reluctantly agreed to come back and stay in the Walkers’ spare bedroom for the summer. 
 
    Amanda got a head of lettuce out of the refrigerator and began to make a salad. She rinsed the lettuce and got out a large bowl. 
 
    “Can you reach the croutons?” Amanda pointed to the cabinet next to the stove. “They’re up there on the top shelf. I can’t reach them.” 
 
    “Here you go.” 
 
    “Thanks. Now, if you’ll grab that dish of lasagna I made this morning and put in the microwave, we’re pretty much set.” 
 
    Midway through what she was doing, Tom saw Amanda suddenly stop and stare for a moment at the wall. She seemed to be pondering something. “Do you think he’ll be happy here?” she asked, turning toward him. “I mean, it won’t exactly be what he’s used to. For that matter,” she gestured from the salad bowl on the counter to the cold lasagna dish in her husband’s hand, “I don’t even know what he likes to eat.” 
 
    “‘Happy’ is probably asking a little bit too much. For the time being, anyway,” Thomas gave her a sad smile as he closed the door of the microwave. “And I doubt seriously whether food is a major concern for him right now. Things are going to be bad for him for quite a while, Amanda. He’s all alone in the world now. He’s got nobody.” 
 
    “That’s not true, though, Tom. He’s got us.” 
 
    He didn’t argue with her, just grabbed a stack of plates and started to set the table. He already knew what she was going to say. It wasn’t the first time they had talked about this. Since the night of the fire, the fate of William Dubois had been a constant topic of conversation in the Walker household. 
 
    Time and again, Amanda had vowed that she would do everything she could to help the young man. She was adamant about it, and Thomas understood the sentiment. He agreed with her wholeheartedly. Hell, he wanted to help the kid, too.  
 
    But Amanda, he feared, didn’t understand just how difficult that was going to be. William was broken. His whole world had been destroyed. This wasn’t something that was going to be fixed by “movie night” and home cooking. 
 
    That didn’t mean that Thomas had the answers. He knew that they had to help the kid, but he still had no earthly idea just how to do that or what the eventual outcome might be. They were just going to have to play this by ear. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Shhh!” Amanda scolded him. “Stop making so much noise. He’s right down the hall from us.” 
 
    “I know he’s right down the hall from us. You made me deep clean his room, remember?” Tom said. “What’s your point?” He reached for the hem of the oversized T-shirt she was wearing. 
 
    She sidestepped him, swatting his hands away. “He’ll hear. Now, stop. Behave!” 
 
    Dinner had been a minor disaster. Nothing really horrific had taken place, but their attempts at engaging William in small talk had been run up against a brick wall. He hadn’t been rude, but he hadn’t been talkative. All their questions had resulted in one-word replies, mostly just “yes” or “no”. It hadn’t made for the most pleasant of meals, and most of it had been eaten in a state of tense and uncomfortable silence. 
 
    They were in their bedroom now, and after his midafternoon bout of exhaustion, Thomas had gotten his second wind. No longer drowsy, he was trying to talk his wife into a little “quality time”. Unfortunately, she was having none of it, too concerned with their houseguest overhearing them. 
 
    “He’s probably already asleep,” Thomas tried. 
 
    “No. You don’t know that. You’re just saying that so I’ll agree. He might be listening.” 
 
    Listening? What the fuck? What were they, Cold War spies? Nobody was listening! 
 
    “Our door is closed. His door is closed. It won’t be a problem. Trust me.” 
 
    “Tom… Not with someone in the house. He’ll hear. I don’t want him looking at me all weird tomorrow morning. I’d be so embarrassed! God! How would I ever be able to face him?” 
 
    “You’re being paranoid.” 
 
    “No, I’m not. He’s right down the hallway. We’ll make too much noise and then…” 
 
    “Dammit, Amanda!” Thomas exploded. When he saw her eyebrows shoot up in surprise, he realized he was shouting and lowered his voice. “Honestly. Stop being such a prude! If you think I’m going to go without sex for the next three months, just because we have a guest in our home, you’re crazy. He won’t hear us. He’s clear down the hall. And if he does, so what? He’s 21. That’s old enough to know that people do that sort of thing, don’t you think?” 
 
    In his mind, worrying about the 21-year-old kid at the other end of the hall overhearing them having sex was nothing short of utter nonsense. I mean, come on! It wasn’t like he was trying to get her to fuck on the downstairs rug while the kid looked on! And like he had just told her, if he did hear them, it wasn’t going to kill anyone. Who cared? 
 
    Amanda was silent, her cold eyes glaring at her husband and her arms folded in front of her. She didn’t like it when he talked to her that way. And she certainly didn’t like him thinking she was a prude. 
 
    Tom saw the stubborn light in his wife’s eyes and decided that he’d better change tack if he wanted this situation to have a favorable outcome. “Come on, baby,” he ran the back of his hand down her arm and kissed her cheek. “I’m sorry. Really, I am. Sorry I yelled. Sorry I called you a prude. But come on. Think about it. What are we supposed to do, stop having sex for the whole summer? That’s just not reasonable. I need you, Amanda. There’s no way I could go that long without touching you. I love you.” 
 
    “Fine!” she said stiffly. “But if we’re going to do this, we’re going to have to be quiet.” She grabbed his hand and led him to the bed. 
 
    “That’s all right,” he said. “I can be quiet. No problem.” 
 
    “Yeah right.” She tugged his pajama pants down and pushed him back so that he sat down on the bed.  
 
    “I’ll be as quiet as a church mouse. Honest,” he grinned. 
 
    “You’d better!” As she sank to her knees in front of him, she shot him a look that he was sure was supposed to be stern, but the effect was softened somewhat by the fact that she was fishing his cock out of his pants as she spoke. “Or it’ll be Halloween before you get any!” 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” he whispered, bringing his finger playfully to his lips. “Shhh.” 
 
    “Jerk!” She giggled, then stuck out her tongue at him playfully before turning the same tongue on his aching cock. 
 
    “Oh yes!” Thomas sighed when the first lick sent white-hot sparks racing through his groin. He leaned back to give her better access to his cock. “That’s it. Oh God, yes. Suck me, baby!” 
 
    “Shhh!” she reminded him. “Be quiet.” She opened wide and took his dick inside her smoldering hot mouth. 
 
    Like an ice cube dropped on a hot sidewalk, he could feel all the tension of the long day melting from his body as his wife’s mouth began to move slowly up and down his rigid shaft. With everything that had been going on, this was the first time they had had the opportunity for anything like this. Too long. 
 
    Too long. It was a feeling with which Tom had become increasingly familiar, that sense that he and his wife weren’t doing this often enough. The more he thought about it, the more he realized that it was a feeling that almost never went away for him.  
 
    They weren’t newlyweds anymore. He didn’t expect them to be banging each other’s brains out night and day. Although, once a week would be nice. And here lately, it hadn’t even been that frequent. Once a month was a more realistic estimate. How fucking depressing was that? He felt like her love life was slipping. 
 
    It wasn’t Amanda’s fault. Not always. Sometimes it was him. Sometimes it was nobody’s fault. They were both busy, preoccupied with other things. It wasn’t like they had no sex, but it had certainly been pushed further down the line when it came to their priorities.  
 
    Maybe it was just normal, he thought. Maybe this decline was something that happened to all old married couples. But Thomas didn’t like it. Sex was something that wasn’t happening enough for him. 
 
    It was a problem he made up his mind to remedy. With any luck, things would settle down a little bit now. Then, they would get a chance to catch up on a little husband-and-wife time, to reconnect with each other. If he could get her to loosen up a little and stop worrying about Billy Dubois in the guestroom. 
 
    When he was fully hard, Amanda rose to her feet and pushed him gently back until he was lying on the bed. She hiked up the hem of her T-shirt and crawled up next to him, spreading her legs. She was pantiless, as usual. Thomas needed no engraved invitation. He rolled onto her and his throbbing erection seemed to find her wetness with a mind of its own. 
 
    His first urge was to moan out loud when he felt the heat of her pussy swallow him. It felt so good! Like he was sticking his dick in melted butter. But he remembered her admonishments at the last moment and swallowed the sound that was already rising in his throat. 
 
    He rocked forward on her slowly, pushing himself all the way in, and saw her wince when the mattress springs gave the tiniest of squeaks. The next stroke was more careful, slower, and, to his great relief, silent. It was not, however, particularly pleasurable. No sound, but very little friction. At this rate, they would be here all night. 
 
    Amanda lay passively beneath him, about as responsive as a dead flounder. There were no moans, no sighs, not even rapid breathing. Not the slightest hint of arousal. This was something she was enduring, he realized, rather than enjoying.  
 
    He noticed that her eyes kept darting toward the door and her ears were obviously listening for any sign that the young man down the hall had become aware of their nocturnal activities. Thomas felt his irritation returning, but he said nothing. Now definitely wasn’t the time to start problems. 
 
    It wasn’t just annoyance that he felt. Guilt gnawed at him with each thrust, whispering in the back of his mind that his wife was just going along because he wanted this. 
 
    He sped up, ever so slightly. He just needed to get her going, to get her turned on a little. Then, she would forget all about the noise. If he was going to do that, though, he was going to need a little more friction than their current snail imitation was providing. To his consternation, Amanda seemed not to notice his efforts. 
 
    Hoping against hope that the springs would remain silent, he pulled back and thrust into her a little more quickly, a little more forcefully. Immediately the mattress springs shrieked out their protest. It was loud enough that, this time, he too cringed. 
 
     “Shhh!” Amanda hissed beneath him. “It’s too noisy.” 
 
    He didn’t listen. She was being paranoid, and he’d had enough of it. He set his jaw and lunged into her, spearing her with his cock. The darkness came alive with the squeaking of the springs. 
 
    Five more thrusts were accompanied by five more creaks, each seemingly louder than the last. Thomas had to admit; the damned bed was awfully loud. Amanda, predictably, was not getting turned on by any of this. Her body had grown more rigid with each screeching of the springs, until at last she resembled a cedar plank. The frown on her face deepened by the second. 
 
    After a particularly loud creak, he felt her hand tapping insistently against his shoulder. She shook her head in the darkness. “Let’s switch positions,” she whispered. The smile she wore looked promising. 
 
    He knew where this was going. The same place it always did. Amanda preferred doggy style. Always had. The angle provided her with more stimulation, let him sink more of his 6 inches into her. It was how their lovemaking usually ended. 
 
    That was fine with him. He liked taking her from behind, holding her by the waist and watching that fine little ass of hers jiggle with each thrust while he pounded her for all he was worth. And who knows? Maybe the damned bed would quit making so fucking much noise, and she could concentrate on what he was doing, instead of worrying about their houseguest. 
 
    He slid out, feeling the cool night air hit his wet dick, and rose to his knees, scooting back to give her room to flip over and assume the position. 
 
    Except Amanda didn’t flip over. And she didn’t assume the position. She just rolled out from under him and slid off the edge of the bed, coming to her feet beside him. She held out a hand to him and whispered, “Come on.” 
 
    “What?” Tom asked as she tugged him to his feet. “Where are we going?” 
 
    His discarded pajama bottoms nearly tripped him as he struggled to keep up with her. She led him into the bathroom and turned on the light. He blinked and held his hand up to shield his eyes from the sudden brightness. Then, the room was filled with the steady whir of the overhead vent.  
 
    “Background noise,” she explained with a nervous smile.  
 
    To his surprise, she hit her knees and, without a moment’s hesitation, took his cock in her mouth. Thomas’s head was swirling, lost in some surreal, Kafkaesque realm that he couldn’t quite wrap his mind around.  
 
    Was his wife really blowing him in the bathroom with the vent on to keep William from hearing them? A small hand slid up the inside of his leg to cup his balls, and he forgot the question. Damn! It was impossible for him to concentrate with her hot little mouth working its magic on him.  
 
    She bobbed on him, sucking hard, using every trick she had learned. Her green eyes peered up lovingly at him while she lightly tickled the underside of his balls with her fingernails. In no time, Thomas felt the telltale trembling in his legs. He was getting close. 
 
    As insanely hot as this was, it wasn’t what he had planned. Not really. He wanted sex. Real sex. To fuck his wife, to be inside her. And, most importantly, to make her feel the kind of pleasure she was giving him. 
 
    He reached down, trying to hook his hands underneath her armpits and hoist her to her feet. His plan was to bend her over the sink, but she shook him off. “No,” she murmured with a shake of her head between licks of his throbbing shaft. “Just let me finish you like this.”  
 
    “Amanda!” he whispered. “Amanda! Please, I want to… Please, baby. Stand up.”  
 
    She ignored his attempt to dissuade her. If anything, his words only served to make her suck harder. He clenched his teeth and made one last attempt, but she was relentless. She grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him tightly against her sucking mouth. Her lips flew along his shaft, stimulating every nerve ending, and Thomas knew that this was one battle he wasn’t going to win. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he choked. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful. “Oh fuuuck!” 
 
    His hands clutched her shoulders to keep himself from falling as his knees turned to jelly. His balls were a burning, churning cauldron of white-hot cum, slapping against her chin now as he succumbed to the urge to thrust and began to fuck her beautiful face. The pounding of the blood in his ears drowned out the buzzing fan above his head.  
 
    “Oh God! Amanda!” He clung to her desperately as his dick begin to pulse, throbbing so hard it felt like it would split apart, pumping his sperm into her demanding mouth. 
 
    His wife’s response was to suck harder. With one hand, she kneaded his clenched and swollen balls, with the other she stroked his flexing shaft, steadily milking him until he had nothing more to give her. At last, when he sagged back against the door, she released him. 
 
    Rising to her feet, she turned and bent over the toilet, and Thomas watched her spit his semen into the bowl and flush it down. It gave him a funning feeling in the pit of his stomach. There was something strangely and uncomfortably erotic about watching her dispose of his seed.  
 
    “Come here,” he said, reaching out toward her. “Let me take care of you.” 
 
    “No, that’s okay,” she shook her head and picked up her toothbrush and squeezed a fat line of blue toothpaste onto the white bristles. The minty scent of it filled the close confines of the tiled room. “Don’t worry about it. I’m good.” 
 
    “But you didn’t…”  
 
    “No. But it’s not a big deal. I’m too tired, anyway. Let’s just get some sleep.” She turned her back on him. Facing the mirror, she began to brush her teeth. The conversation was over. 
 
    Sleep was slow to come. For a long time, Tom lay in the darkness listening to the sound of his wife sleeping next to him, thinking about what had just happened. Once the all-encompassing, warm, and tingly sensation of his climax wore off, he felt bad. Selfish. Like an asshole. 
 
    Amanda hadn’t orgasmed. It certainly wasn’t the first time in their marriage that had happened, but it wasn’t all that common either. And besides, this was different. She had sucked him off and then refused to let him touch her. She had been fulfilling an obligation nothing more.  
 
    She hadn’t been turned on. Not really. She hadn’t even been interested. Looking back, that seemed obvious. She had only agreed to have sex in order to placate him. Her mind had been elsewhere, on the broken young man down the hall.  
 
    Was this how the summer was going to be? A series of infrequent and unexciting episodes in the dark, hoping that no one would hear them? The thought depressed him deeply. Fuck! And here he had thought things might be looking up… 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess this officially makes it summer!” Amanda was excited. She had been hopping up and down with her face all but pressed against the window for the better part of two hours now. “Yes!” She pumped her fist in the air. “Finally!” 
 
    She gave her husband a quick peck on the cheek as she squeezed past him and then darted up the stairs, taking them two at a time. Thomas watched her tight little butt jiggle with each step and smiled to himself. He poured another cup of coffee and peered through the blinds to see what all the fuss was about, though he was pretty sure he already knew. 
 
    Outside, the pool guys were picking up the last of their equipment and carrying it to their van. One of them had knocked on the back door about two minutes ago and announced that the chlorine and pH levels were now at optimum levels.  
 
    The Walkers could swim anytime they wanted. And if Thomas knew his wife, that meant she would be in the water before the van got to the stop sign at the end of the street. 
 
    They had been late opening the pool this year. Very late for them. Usually, they were among the first ones in town to call the pool company. But with the tragedy next door and William coming to live with them, it had been pushed back by weeks. Now, at last, Amanda could have her beloved pool. 
 
    There were few things in life that Amanda loved more than their pool. Sometimes Thomas liked to joke that she loved the damned thing more than she loved him. From the moment it got warm enough until the chill of autumn was finally able to chase her from the water, she spent every day either swimming laps or relaxing next to the cool blue water. 
 
    Thomas was fairly indifferent when it came to the pool. He could take it or leave it. It wasn’t that he didn’t like to swim; he just didn’t have the same sort of passion for it that his wife did. But that was okay. He was glad that it brought her so much joy. And with their current situation, he was hoping that a little time relaxing by the pool might help William as well. 
 
    His thoughts proved prophetic a few minutes later, when his wife came back down the stairs with William in tow. “Hey, Tom,” he smiled and gave him a goofy wave.  
 
    “William.” 
 
    The kid had knee length swimming trunks on and a tight t-shirt. Tom was surprised to find that Billy was quite muscular, with biceps that filled his sleeves and pecs that were obvious even through the fabric of his shirt. He must work out, he thought.  
 
    Amanda was wearing a white, knit cover-up that stopped just below her ass. Beneath it, he could see that she was wearing her red one-piece swimsuit. The modest one. The one that covered everything. The one she practically never wore. The one Thomas loathed. 
 
    Most of the time, Amanda wore a bikini. Then again, most of the time, she had the pool to herself. Of course, Thomas realized, she would be concerned about giving their young houseguest an eyeful. She was just being sensible. Still, it was hard for him to hide his disappointment. 
 
    She noticed the look he gave her and shrugged as if to say, “What can I do? We have a houseguest.”  
 
    “Billy and I are going to the pool,” she said to him, interrupting his thoughts. She gave him a peck on the cheek as she opened the door. “Why don’t you grab your suit and come along?” 
 
    “Nah. You two go ahead. I’ve got a little work I need to catch up on.” 
 
    “All right, old man,” she teased. “Suit yourself.” It was funny because she was actually six months older than he was, though no one ever seemed able to believe it. Hers was one of those faces that always looked younger than her years. 
 
    The breakfast nook had a large bay window that looked out over the backyard, and Tom took a cautious sip of the scalding hot coffee and watched them walk down the flagstone path that led to the pool. His eyes, as always went to his wife’s butt, admiring the way the cover-up swished back and forth with each step, just revealing a hint of her perfectly curved backside, encased in a layer of shiny, tight, red fabric.  
 
    He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but by the animated way his wife tossed her hair and laughed as she was draping her towel across the chaise lounge, he knew that William must’ve said something terribly witty. 
 
    Billy grasped the hem of his shirt and peeled his t-shirt off, and Tom nearly choked on his coffee. The kid had a six-pack that would make most actors jealous. His pecs bounced when he walked and the biceps that had seemed to strain his sleeves earlier looked huge. Damn! The guy was ripped! 
 
    He watched the bare-chested young Adonis talk with Amanda for a moment, then walk to the edge and jump into the water, only to pop up a half a second later with a shocked look on his face and clamber up the ladder. Tom chuckled to himself. The water, apparently, was still a little on the cold side. 
 
    Cold water or not, he was glad to see that William was no longer holed up in his room, surfing the internet. A little fresh air and sunshine would do the kid a world of good. 
 
    It was a good sign, Thomas mused as he turned away from the windows. Anyway, he thought it was. The kid was starting to snap out of it, to return to something more like a normal routine. 
 
    As the weeks had passed, things with William had gotten better. Dramatically so. 
 
    He was no longer as sullen and as gloomy as he had been in the beginning. Questions now no longer got one-word answers and hollow-eyed stares. His smiles had become more and more frequent. And though Tom would like to think that this was the result of his patience and understanding, most of it, he knew, was due to his wife. 
 
    To his surprise, Amanda had turned out to have quite a talent for consoling William. Where the kid’s sadness had made Thomas uncomfortable, she had taken it in stride, seeming to know exactly what to say and when to say it. She wasn’t afraid to let him cry when he needed to, or to give him a hug when things looked grim. 
 
    It wasn’t that the two men didn’t connect. They did. In fact, they got along great. Just on a completely different level. They watched sports on TV, shared a beer or two (sometimes four or five). They told jokes and talked about cars.  
 
    What they did not do, under any circumstances whatsoever, was talk about feelings. And that is precisely where Amanda came in. 
 
    At first, Billy had been reluctant to open up about what he was going through, but with her constant urging, he had eventually broken down and began to share his feelings with her. It was an intensely painful experience both for him and for her.  
 
    Thomas had developed a sixth sense for when the discussion was taking a turn in this direction. When it did, he would give them a little space, working in the study, or heading up to the bedroom to read. Without him present, Billy was much more apt to open up to Amanda.  
 
    At first, it had seemed to Thomas like Amanda was taking the place of Billy’s mother, the way she comforted him and told him that everything would be all right. But the more he watched them interact, the more he realized that she was more like a big sister to him. And with only 12 years’ difference in their ages, he supposed that it was only natural. 
 
    She would talk with him about some of the things the kid told her later, when they were alone, asking his advice, keeping him up to speed. Thomas had seen from the beginning that the two had developed a real bond, a closeness, a relationship of trust. But that was a good thing, that was what the kid needed, he told himself. 
 
    A few nights ago, Tom had come back down the stairs to see if his wife was ready to come to bed. When he rounded the corner, he caught sight of the couch and saw that Amanda was holding William tightly while he cried into her shoulder.  
 
    The sound of the young man’s despondent sobs still haunted him, so heartbroken over the death of his parents. But that wasn’t the only thing that haunted him about that night. 
 
    As he watched them from the shadows, more out of a reluctance to intrude than any desire to spy on them, his wife patted Williams back and spoke to him in low tones that Thomas couldn’t hear. And then, though he most definitely could’ve been mistaken at that distance and in that dim lighting, it looked to him like she tenderly kissed his ear. 
 
    He didn’t disturb them, retreating instead back upstairs, but the image was permanently seared into his mind. It hadn’t been anything dramatic, nothing overt or inappropriate. Not really. It was just that it had seemed… well… not entirely platonic. 
 
    It was probably just a reflexive action. Like ending a phone call with the words “Love you!” only to realize you had been talking to your cousin. Just something she had done without thinking about it, caught up in the moment.  
 
    Thomas could think of a dozen reasonable scenarios to explain away what he had seen, if he had really seen it at all. What he couldn’t do was explain away the way it made him feel. 
 
    He felt… weird. Like he had swallowed a fistful of earthworms. That was all he came up with when he tried to describe it. Watching her touch another man like that hadn’t made him feel the way he should, or the way he thought he should. He just felt weird. 
 
    He didn’t know what to think of it, and that made him very uncomfortable, so he decided to forget it entirely. As long as he didn’t dwell on it, haul it out into the sunlight and analyze it, it wasn’t a thing. Life was good. No need to complicate it. Besides, chances were he had imagined the whole thing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    “Did you know he’s never had a girlfriend?”  
 
    “What’s that?” Tom asked. “Who are we talking about?” 
 
    Tom had been listening with half an ear. It was always hard for him to concentrate on what his wife was saying when she was naked, and she was naked right now, rinsing the chlorine out of her hair in the bathroom sink. 
 
    “Billy. He’s never had a girlfriend.” 
 
    “Really? Never?” He loved the way her breasts look when she bent forwards, hanging down in perfect, pink-tipped cones that just begged to be squeezed. And God! The way they jiggled with each movement! 
 
    “No. He’s been out on a few dates, but apparently none of them went very well.”  
 
    She straightened up and wrapped a towel around her head.  
 
    Tom lost the thread of the conversation momentarily with her boobs staring him down. He swallowed and repeated, “Really?” He wasn’t listening to what she was saying anymore. 
 
    “He’s a good-looking guy, too. And sweet. He’d make quite a catch for some girl. If he weren’t so inept.” 
 
    Now he was listening again. Had his wife just said that their houseguest was good-looking? That uncomfortable, squirmy, weird feeling, the one he wasn’t going to dwell on, was back in his stomach. 
 
    “So, um… he doesn’t do well with the ladies, huh?” he asked, immediately realizing that he probably sounded like an idiot. 
 
    “That’s kind of an understatement. He told me he’s never even kissed a girl.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s crazy.” It was the only thing he could think of to say. Then a sudden realization hit him. “Wait. So, are you telling me he is a virgin?” 
 
    “He’s only 21, Tom.” He noted that her tone had immediately turned defensive. “And don’t say anything to him about it! He’s already self-conscious enough. He doesn’t need you making fun of him.” 
 
    “I wasn’t going to make fun of him. I was just asking,” he said. “Although, you have to admit, it is a little odd, in this day and age.”  
 
    His mouth was suddenly dry. There was something mildly disquieting about the fact that this young man was discussing his love life, or in this case his complete lack of a love life, with his wife. The squirmy feeling seemed to migrate downward. 
 
     “It’s not that uncommon. 21’s not that old. Some people wait later. Take me for instance. I mean, I was… Okay, so maybe it is a little odd. But you know what his mother was like. It’s a wonder he’s interested in girls at all.” 
 
    “So, he does like girls?” Thomas asked. His mind was half on the question and half on his wife’s vaguely-alluded-to loss of her own virginity. It was something they had never talked about and something he had, quite frankly, never been all that curious about. He was sure as fuck curious now! 
 
     “Oh, boy! Does he ever! It’s just that he’s so damned awkward. It’s no wonder the girls run the other direction. It’s just too bad.” 
 
    Does he ever! What did that mean? He wanted the weird feeling that had now settled into his groin to go away, not get worse. But this conversation with his wife wasn’t helping. At all. Especially as she hadn’t yet bothered to put on any clothes. 
 
    “So… um… when you say ‘awkward’, what exactly do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s just… I don’t know. Just the things he says. And the way he says them.” 
 
    “Such as…” prompted Thomas. 
 
    Amanda rolled her eyes and let out a long sigh. “Okay. Promise me you won’t get mad.” 
 
    Mad? Why should he get mad? What had happened? 
 
    “No. I won’t get mad,” a slightly shaky voice that sounded very much like his own said. 
 
    “And that you won’t say anything to him about it.” 
 
    “I… Okay. I won’t say a word.” 
 
    “All right. Then, I’ll give you an example. Just now, when we were out at the pool, I took off my cover-up and tossed it on the chaise lounge. Getting ready to get in the water, you know?” 
 
    Thomas nodded and tried to swallow the knot that had formed in his throat. He had no idea where this conversation was going, no clue what he was about to hear. Half of his brain hoped it was going to be innocuous. The other half, the half that seemed to be tied to the peculiar sensation in his belly, hoped it wouldn’t. 
 
    And it was at that precise moment, as he waited, holding his breath, for his still-naked wife to go on with her story, that Thomas realized he had an erection. 
 
    That was easy enough to explain, Tom told himself. Hell, his beautiful wife was standing in front of him as naked as the day she was born! What red-blooded man wouldn’t get a raging hard-on, looking at those perfect tits of hers? 
 
    The problem with that theory was – he’d seen his wife’s breasts a million times. And though he was loath to admit it, the days when the mere sight of her nakedness was enough to automatically cause him to pop a boner were past. 
 
    Before his mind could delve any deeper into the mysterious reason for his erection, his wife continued her story. 
 
    “So, anyway. I’m taking off my cover-up. And when I turn back around, he’s looking at me with this goofy grin on his face and he just says, like it’s the most normal thing in the world to say, ‘Most women your age look terrible in a bathing suit, but you could be on a billboard.’ Can you imagine?” 
 
    He could. He really could. His idiotic cock flexed in his pants. What the fuck was wrong with him? It was the lack of sex, he told himself. That was it! Just a little case of blue balls, messing with his mind. Nothing more. 
 
    It wasn’t a surprise, really, he rationalized. Things in the bedroom were still pretty tricky. In fact, they had pretty much ground to a complete halt. The bed was off limits. Too much noise. Amanda was more obsessed than ever with making sure that William couldn’t hear them.  
 
    All his advances were rebuffed immediately. Once, when he had been more insistent than usual, she had dragged him into the bathroom again and sucked him off covertly. It had been amazing. One of the best blowjobs she had ever given him. Fantastic. Right up until the moment his orgasm hit him. 
 
    As his knees began to tremble, he looked down to see his wife’s joyless eyes staring up at him, waiting for him to finish. She wasn’t enjoying what was happening – she was just doing her duty.  
 
    It was too late to stop. She had already pushed him over the edge. So, he had groaned helplessly and filled her mouth, clutching the back of her head and shooting his sperm down her throat, knowing all the while that Amanda was just going through the motions. It made him feel like a selfish asshole, even in the midst of his ecstasy. 
 
    It was still an unpleasant memory. The encounter had done little more than to leave him feeling sordid and guilty once he got his rocks off. As a result, he hadn’t tried to start anything with her since. And the whole thing was killing him. 
 
     To the best of his knowledge, Amanda hadn’t had an orgasm since their houseguest moved in. Not unless she was taking care of herself, and knowing his wife, that didn’t seem likely. 
 
    Why had she become so fixated on William hearing them? Why couldn’t she just let it go? Enjoy herself and let him enjoy himself? Dammit! Why did everything have to be so fucking complicated? 
 
    He was dying for an evening of real, honest to God, penetrative sex. What he wouldn’t have given to feel himself sliding in and out of his wife’s wet, hot pussy. To feel her tremble beneath him, respond to him. But it didn’t seem like that was going to happen, and that, he was just certain, was the reason his penis was misbehaving. 
 
    “So, what do I do with that? Huh?” his wife demanded, tearing his mind away from his misbehaving penis. To his infinite relief, she carried on without waiting for an answer. “I mean, he’s called me old, right off the bat. The dufus! Though, of course, he’s too clumsy to know it, and then he follows it up by complimenting me, but in a way that makes it totally obvious that he’s been checking me out! And he’s so clueless he doesn’t even know you’re not supposed to say things like that.” 
 
    She gave a little snort and shook her head in frustration as she reached for her bathrobe and slipped it over her shoulders, seeming suddenly to realize she was nude. But Thomas could see the color to her cheeks and the smile she was biting back at the memory of their houseguest’s inappropriate comment. It might not have been proper, but that didn’t mean she hadn’t liked what he had said. 
 
    “It’s not like he was trying to flirt with me or anything,” Amanda said. “It’s just that, well, he doesn’t know how to talk to women. He has no filter.” 
 
    Thomas was silent. In fact, he hadn’t spoken for some time. His wife’s story had left him a little disoriented. Like he’d just stepped off a carnival ride and hadn’t yet regained his balance. Dizzy and confused. Not because he couldn’t follow her story, but because of the way it made him feel inside. 
 
    She was probably right. William probably had just blurted out the first thing that had come to his mind, without stopping to consider that it might not be the seemliest thing to say. But what she was forgetting was the part where the young man was sizing up her body. Her married body.  
 
    Billy had a point, of course. Not one woman in a thousand looked as good as his wife in a swimsuit. And that wasn’t even taking age into account. She was built like the proverbial brick shithouse, and it was only natural that the kid noticed. Hell, he wasn’t blind, was he? 
 
    If the kid could just see her in her favorite little bikini… He’d probably have a heart attack. Either that or blow a load in his shorts! 
 
    Fuck! Why had his brain gone there? The moment the image popped into his head, Tom knew it was another one he would never be rid of. The thought of Billy Dubois getting off while looking at his wife in those three tiny scraps of fabric she called a swimsuit made it instantly difficult for him to breathe. 
 
    “I just feel bad for the guy,” Amanda continued, blissfully unaware of what was going on in her husband’s head. “I don’t think anyone ever taught him any social graces. And unless he meets a girl who is really patient with him and willing to overlook his flaws…” 
 
    “Maybe you could give him a few pointers,” he suggested. He didn’t stop to think about it. It wasn’t planned. It just flew out of his mouth while his brain was still occupied with his wife prancing around in front of Billy in her bikini. 
 
    When she turned her puzzled gaze on him, he realized he had stepped in it. Somehow. He shrugged, “You know, sorta teach him how to talk to girls.” 
 
    “Talk to girls?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sounds like he needs a little help there. You could probably give him some.” 
 
    “Help with girls…” 
 
    “Yeah,” he nodded with a shrug. He could see the confusion in her eyes and knew that he was digging himself in deeper, but something made him forge ahead rather than retreating. “Just so that he’s not so abrasive. So he doesn’t stick his foot in his mouth.” 
 
    “Thomas… I don’t know. I’m not really sure what you expect me to do.” 
 
    “Give him some pointers. What to say. What to do. How to deal with the opposite sex.” 
 
    Her eyes grew wide, and she stared at him for a moment, not speaking. Then, they narrowed to slits and her hands planted themselves on her hips. 
 
    “Wait. What?” she said. “You’re saying that you want me to teach Billy how to pick up chicks?” 
 
    “No. No, nothing like that,” Thomas shook his head. When she put it like that, it sounded kinda bad. Fuck! What had he started? “Just… well… I… you know…” 
 
    “No, I don’t know. Enlighten me.” She cocked her head expectantly. 
 
    Thomas tried to read her body language, her tone of voice, but he couldn’t. She sounded pissed but looked intrigued. Damn it! Why did it always seem like she could see right through him, but her thoughts were always a mystery? He decided to dial things back and proceed with caution. His next words were chosen more carefully. 
 
    “I’m not suggesting you should teach him a bunch of cheesy pickup lines or anything. We don’t want to turn him into a Casanova. I’m just suggesting that you help him to polish his manners.” 
 
    “His manners, huh?”  
 
    She sounded skeptical, so Thomas went on quickly before she had too long to think about what he was suggesting and veer back toward being angry at him. 
 
    “Mm hmm. That’s all. Show him how to be more polite. How to not be a jerk, make an ass of himself.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Teach him what’s okay in a conversation and what isn’t. When he talks to girls, I mean. Just coach him a little. When he says something that could be taken wrong, call him on it. Tell him what he could have done differently.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    “Sure, you can. What was it you said? He’s ‘clueless’. Right? Well, clue him in. Get through to him.” 
 
    “What makes you think I’m qualified to do that?” she asked.  
 
    “You’re a woman, aren’t you? You know what girls like to hear and what they don’t. Help him understand the female perspective.” 
 
    “Yeah, I am a woman, but I’m not his mother, Thomas.” 
 
    “No, you’re not. Thank God! You’re not bitchy, or demanding, or condescending, or arrogant. You’re none of those things, and he doesn’t need any of those things. He’s already had enough of that, and look what it’s gotten him. 
 
     “What he needs right now is a woman that he trusts to teach him how to be respectful and appropriate when dealing with women. Someone to save him from himself, if you will. To make him a good conversationalist.” 
 
    “He’s 21. He won’t listen to me,” Amanda protested, but the faintest of smiles had begun to curl up the corners of her mouth. She was thinking about it. Maybe an appeal to her ego… 
 
    “Oh please! Yes, he will. I’ve seen how you are with him. He trusts you. If you tell him he shouldn’t say something, he’ll listen to you. All you have to do is work with him a little.” 
 
    By the way she pursed her lips, Thomas knew that she was almost convinced. There was still some residual skepticism, but she was wavering. 
 
    “We said we were going to do anything we could to help him,” Tom reminded her. “And you said yourself, he’s having trouble with the ladies. Honestly, I think this might be a pretty good place to start.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess you’re right,” she said quietly, still turning it over in her mind. 
 
    “Of course, I’m right!” he grinned. “You’ll see. You’ll make a Don Juan out of him yet!” 
 
    “Watch it, Mister!” she gave him a mock scowl, then giggled softly. “To tell you the truth, I’d be happy if he just learns not to mention a girl’s age.” 
 
    He was trying to compose some clever crack about his wife’s ageless beauty when she turned and disappeared into the walk-in closet. The conversation, apparently, was over. He heard her rummaging around, trying to find something to wear. 
 
    Who knows? he said to himself. Maybe Amanda would be able to overhaul their young houseguest to the point that he actually started going on dates with girls. Then they might have the house to themselves some evening, and he could finally get his fuck on! 
 
    “Hey,” her disembodied voice drifted to him from the darkest recesses of the closet, “I was thinking we should make tonight movie night. We could have a pizza delivered. You know, kick back on the couch and watch the new rom-com that’s on pay-per-view. After all that swimming, I feel like just being lazy.” 
 
    “Sure,” Thomas replied halfheartedly. “Sounds great.” He barely knew what he was saying. His mind wasn’t really on pizza or movie night. He had already started to daydream about the things he would like to do to her if he ever got the chance. 
 
    She asked him several more questions to which he grunted and nodded. He wasn’t listening to a word she said, but by some miracle she seemed satisfied with his replies. When she emerged from the closet, kissed his cheek, and headed downstairs, he still wasn’t listening. The daydream was taking over, and he was more than willing to let it. 
 
    Then, suddenly, just when he was thinking about Amanda and how good it would be to get her naked and alone, his mind inexplicably reverted to the image of Billy Dubois ogling his wife’s dripping wet body out by the pool. Then, hot on its heels, came the image of her kissing the young man’s ear on the couch. 
 
    His breath caught in his throat, his heart began to pound, and the feeling that he didn’t want to think about, the one that made his stomach feel queasy, yet oddly turned his cock into a steel railroad spike, got stronger and more insistent. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    DING DONG!! 
 
    “Honey, pizza’s here! Could you get the door?” Amanda called from the living room. “And hurry! Billy and I are starving. Plus, I’ve been dying to see this movie for weeks.” 
 
    Thomas snagged his wallet off the huntboard in the foyer, tipped the overweight deliveryman standing on the steps, and carried the two, astonishingly hot boxes of pizza into the living room, where Amanda and William were waiting with paper plates and napkins. 
 
    Movie night had a long and noble history in the Walker household. It was a sacred tradition, an integral part of their married life together. Once upon a time, anyway, Thomas mused.  
 
    It was something they had done since they were in college. They put on their comfiest clothing, curled up on the couch with some microwave popcorn or, as in this case, delivery pizza, and then spent the night watching Hollywood’s latest creation. And it was delightful. 
 
    There was a time, back during the early years of their marriage, when movie night had led to some of their most memorable lovemaking, especially after watching some of the steamy chick flicks Amanda seemed always to gravitate toward. In recent years, he had to admit, that had unfortunately tamed down a little.  
 
    Movie night had changed. It had become more about kicking back and relaxing with each other, less about tearing each other’s clothes off. And that was fine with Thomas. At least, until even that had begun to wane. 
 
    At some point, and it happened so gradually that Tom had scarcely noticed it at the time, movie night had become just another casualty of their hectic schedules. In that respect, it was not unlike their sex lives, he mused. With everything going on in their lives, it had gone from a weekly to a monthly, sometimes bi-monthly affair. They were just so busy, it seemed.  
 
    Amanda’s suggestion that they revive movie night had taken him by surprise, once he had gotten over his distraction enough to digest what she had said. But he was all for it. He missed movie night, along with everything that was tied to it.  
 
    And so, that very night he had suggested she tutor their houseguest in talking to women, movie night had made its triumphant comeback. Triumphant because all three of them had had an absolute ball. In fact, tonight marked the third time in just over a week that they had ordered pizza and rented a movie.  
 
    William seemed to enjoy it just as much as Tom and Amanda. For a little while, he seemed to forget his sorrows, to just relax and enjoy himself. That was good. That was exactly what he needed. Score one for movie night. 
 
    The tradition was back. And Thomas was thrilled. Maybe some other traditions were going to make a comeback, he told himself with a growing sense of hope, like making love to his wife. 
 
    “Here you go,” he announced as he plopped the two boxes onto the coffee table in front of them, where Amanda already had a six-pack of microbrew waiting for them. “One pepperoni, one supreme. Help yourselves.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Billy smiled a crooked and roguish grin of pure joy. He rubbed his hands together in a show of anticipation. “Oh boy! I love pizza.” 
 
    “All college kids love pizza,” Amanda said. “It’s only later that you learn that pizza doesn’t love you back!” She stuck out her stomach to make herself look fat and giggled. 
 
    William roared with laughter. “Oh, no! No way!” he snickered. “If pizza gave all girls a sweet figure like yours, it would be the only kind of food left on earth. Guaranteed.” He took a bite. “Which would be awesome on both counts!” 
 
    Arching an eyebrow, a blushing Amanda shot her husband a look that seemed to say, “See what I mean?” 
 
    Thomas nodded silently. She was right. It was just like she had said. The poor kid didn’t have anything approaching a normal filter. “Sweet figure”? Damn… 
 
    Amanda had been coaching him for a week now, and things were getting better. Her efforts really were starting to bear fruit. For the most part, he no longer immediately said whatever popped into his head. But it was a gradual process, and these occasional lapses of his made it clear that she still had a long way to go. 
 
    “Ahem,” she turned her disapproving gaze on the young man. “Billy. Remember what we talked about earlier this week?” 
 
    His smile evaporated like a drop of water on a hot skillet. He nodded cautiously. “Right. Gosh, I’m sorry, Amanda. I didn’t mean anything by it. Please don’t be mad.” 
 
    “I’m not mad. It’s okay,” she smiled. She reached over and patted his knee. “It’s all right. Like I told you before, I’m not offended. But those are the kind of comments that can and will get you into trouble with girls. You have to learn not to be so direct.” 
 
    “Not so direct. Got it. Okay. Thanks for helping me with all this. Really. But…umm. So… then, what should I have said?” 
 
    “Well, it’s all right to let a girl know that you don’t think she’s fat”, Amanda said. “We all want to feel pretty and appreciated but talking about her ‘figure’ is a little too aggressive. Anyway, at first. Not to mention a little outdated. Try something like, ‘Oh, no. You look very nice’. That lets the girl know you find her attractive, without giving her the feeling that you’re perving on her.” 
 
    “Perving…!” Billy blushed bright red, obviously mortified by her choice of words. “I… I… But, I wasn’t…” 
 
    Snickering to herself, Amanda softly patted his knee again. The smile she gave him was warm and reassuring. “It’s okay. I know. But that’s how another girl might perceive it.” 
 
    “Gosh. I never thought of it like that.” 
 
    “Of course, not. But it’s time for you to start thinking of it like that. Consider how things could be misinterpreted. Then, choose your words carefully. Nothing to it. Easy peasy!” she wrinkled her nose at him. “Now, let’s eat. I’m starving!” 
 
    “Right. And, um, thanks again.” 
 
    Thomas thought about adding his two cents, but his wife had pretty much covered it. Instead, he pulled a beer from the six-pack and passed it to the kid with a reassuring smile. “Beer?” 
 
    “Sure. Thanks, Tom. Amanda,” he said, turning to her, “would you like one?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, Billy. That would be nice.” 
 
    She smiled broadly, obviously pleased when the young man gave her the beer he had just taken from Thomas before helping himself to another. When her eyes met Thomas’s, she gave him a wink. The lessons seemed to be paying off. 
 
    Amanda had a genuine talent for this, Tom had realized almost from the beginning. She was able to provide William with a point of view that only a woman could give, and he had learned a few things himself just from the bits and pieces of their conversations he had overheard. Besides, he had discovered over the last few days that he liked watching from a distance as his wife schooled her young protégé in the ways of polite conversation. 
 
    This idea of his was turning out to be more ingenious than even he had envisioned, he told himself. Billy would be a whole new man by the end of summer, thanks to them. Who knows, he might even get himself a girlfriend when school started up again. Then, he’d be well on the way to making a life for himself. They were doing him an invaluable service. 
 
    But deep down, buried so far beneath the surface that he only occasionally felt its pull, there was a motive that was not nearly so altruistic. And the knowledge that his sweet wife was actively giving the kid pointers for attracting girls made it all too easy for his mind to jump to places it should not. 
 
    That Billy was attracted to his wife was obvious. More than obvious. A blind man could have seen it, and Tom was not blind. The kid hung on her every word, and his eyes had a way of wandering over the many curves of her luscious body that he had not yet learned to control.  
 
    Call it a crush, an infatuation, puppy love, whatever. The fact was, Billy Dubois was a little sweet on the lovely Mrs. Walker. 
 
    It wasn’t surprising. She was a beautiful woman, and she had been showing him a great deal of very compassionate and warm attention after the untimely death of his parents. No, there was nothing strange at all in his falling for Thomas’s wife. 
 
    The weird thing was (and Thomas had given this a very great deal of thought over the course of the last week) he sort of liked the fact that the kid had the hots for his wife. It was flattering, in a fucked-up way. Like a confirmation that he had good taste in women or something.  
 
    That’s what he had told himself in the beginning, but it was more than that. Much more. 
 
    Time and again he had tried to chase the thought from his head, but his mind circled back to it like a boomerang. He wondered if his wife might not also be enamored of their young houseguest. And to his utter confusion, he didn’t hate the idea. 
 
    Something he had yet to define gave him a secret thrill each time he saw her touch the younger man’s arm or offer him a cold glass of water. The worst was when they went for a swim, and Thomas watched her share a laugh with Billy.  
 
    She still refused to wear anything but her one-piece suit, but that didn’t mean she didn’t look good enough to eat, with her wet, near-naked body glistening in the sun. Watching them together, his wife and their muscular, handsome houseguest, made the funny feeling in his groin so intense he nearly passed out, and his cock got as hard as glass. 
 
    Tom tried not to think about it, but those dark, forbidden thoughts were never far from his mind. They seemed to grow a little bit each day, like weeds taking root in a pristine garden, spreading and choking out everything else before them.  
 
    He could feel his resistance to them waning as time passed. Sometimes he indulged himself, just for a bit, and allowed his mind to explore a whole range of decadent possibilities, telling himself they were nothing more than meaningless fantasies. As long as he kept them to himself, they couldn’t do any harm. Right? 
 
    And so it came to pass that Thomas’s mind was half on the movie his wife had picked out and half on what was becoming his secret fantasy when, dressed for the occasion in his worn-out hockey jersey and a pair of sweatpants, he took two slices of pizza, grabbed two cans of beer from the coffee table, and retreated to his favorite recliner in the corner.  
 
    He popped the top on the first can and took a sip, then settled in to watch the movie. Only his eyes weren’t on the television as he took his first bite of pizza, but rather on the two people on the couch across from him. 
 
    Sitting next to William, his wife Amanda was wearing her favorite fuzzy house robe over a pair of dark blue cotton shorts and a loose tank top that, while undoubtedly comfortable, did very little to conceal the tantalizing outline of her succulent breasts when she leaned over to reach for a slice of pizza, causing her robe to gape open.  
 
    Maybe she didn’t notice it, Thomas reasoned, or maybe it was simply an indication of how comfortable she had gotten around their houseguest. One thing he knew for certain, though: William had definitely noticed. And from the look on his face, comfortable wasn’t at all how he was feeling. 
 
    Frozen in midair halfway to his plate, the young man’s slice of pizza hung forgotten from his trembling fingers as he stared with eyes as big as saucers at the gap in Amanda’s robe. He sucked in a ragged breath through a mouth that seemed to have permanently assumed the shape of a tiny ‘O’. He looked as though he were in a trance, mesmerized by the two soft globes of female flesh, scarcely contained by the thin fabric of her drooping tank top. 
 
    Thomas wondered if the kid could see his wife’s nipples. What a random thing to think, a small voice said in the back of his head. Aren’t you supposed to be getting angry?  
 
    But he wasn’t angry. The emotions churning inside him as he watched the young man stare at his wife’s chest were difficult to define, but anger wasn’t one of them. 
 
    Maybe, it occurred to him, she was purposely showing herself to him. A shiver of excitement ran down his spine and his hand shook ever so slightly when he brought the can of beer to his lips and took a sip of the cold liquid without tasting it. He couldn’t have torn his eyes from the scene on the couch if his life had depended upon it. 
 
    When Amanda leaned back with her pizza, bubbly as ever and apparently unaware of what she had done, the spell was broken. Billy caught himself staring and blushed, coughing quietly and throwing a quick glance at Tom, who pretended not to have noticed, before sliding the drooping slice of pizza in his hand onto his plate. 
 
    “Is everyone ready?” Amanda’s cheery voice asked. Without waiting for the two men to reply, she pushed the button on the remote and scooted back into the thick cushions of the couch with a smile on her pretty face. 
 
    Thomas had suddenly lost all interest in the movie they were going to watch. As the opening credits began to roll, his eyes never strayed from the two people across from him.  
 
    Eating her pizza without looking at it, Amanda watched the screen in rapt attention, her eyes dancing with delight.  
 
    Billy, on the other hand, seemed as little interested in the movie as Thomas. Instead of watching the screen, he kept stealing sidelong glances at Amanda’s chest and her bare legs when he thought no one was looking. 
 
    In the flickering light from the television, Tom watched, scarcely breathing, while the young man’s eyes roved over his wife’s body. His tongue instinctively touched his suddenly very dry lips, and he realized that he was getting hard again. He shifted his position to make room for his growing erection. 
 
    The jittery feeling was back in his stomach, but this time, there was more. Never in his life had he felt a surge of emotion quite like the one that was coursing through his body at that moment. Had he been forced to describe it, the closest he could have come would have been “exhilaration”. But that was crazy. Wasn’t it? 
 
    Thomas took a long swig of his beer, welcoming the cool bitterness, and shook his head at his own reaction. What the fuck was wrong with him? He should say something. Do something. Shouldn’t he?  
 
    When the can came automatically to his lips once more, he was surprised to find it empty. He popped the top on a second and turned his attention to the screen. He needed to think about something else. 
 
    For the next hour, he was a rock, resolute and unyielding. He forced himself to watch the television, to not look at his wife and their young houseguest, but even though his eyes never strayed from the screen, his mind stubbornly refused to focus on the plot of the movie. Instead, it circled back, again and again, to the image of the young man looking down Amanda’s shirt.  
 
    At long last, the tension was too great. He could stand it no longer. He had to look. Without turning his head, he allowed his eyes to slide toward the couch, half expecting to see the two people there intertwined in each other’s arms. They weren’t, of course, but the kid wasn’t paying attention to the movie. Instead, he was devouring her succulent body, peering over the rim of his can of beer with eyes that, even in the dim light of the living room, looked as hungry as a wolf’s.  
 
    Amanda was totally oblivious to it all, sitting there with a quiet smile on her face, utterly enthralled by whatever generic declarations of undying love the vapid heroine of the rom com was making. 
 
    Thomas had only thought he was hard before. The erection that had turned his sweatpants into a miniature circus tent was now a throbbing, aching pillar of desire between his legs. It was only at that moment that he realized that his heart was beating at twice its normal speed. A tsunami of confused and conflicting emotions flooded his brain. 
 
    How could this be? Here he was, sitting there in the dark, watching another dude check out his wife! How in the world could he be okay with that? Not just okay! The wood he was sprouting was solid oak, for fuck’s sake! He hadn’t been so hard since their wedding night. 
 
    What was going on? He took a big gulp of his beer. Why the hell wasn’t he pissed? Why wasn’t he jumping across the room and strangling him? Why did he keep imagining him putting his hands all over Amanda? What in the hell was wrong with him?  
 
    These questions, along with his raging boner, plagued him for the rest of the movie.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Once they had retired to their bedroom for the night, Thomas decided to try his luck with Amanda again. The beer had him feeling relaxed and amorous. And who knew? Maybe the movie they had just finished would have her in an equally sexy mood. From what little he had seen of it, it had been pretty tame, but still, it was worth a shot. 
 
    Amanda was standing at the bathroom sink, getting ready for bed, looking more beautiful than ever in her simple cotton nightie. Her shapely legs ended in a pair of little pink socks that in that moment seemed sexier to him than the most expensive lingerie, and the sight made his already hard cock throb with need. More than anything else in the world, he wanted to make love to his wife. 
 
    Beneath her perfume, his nose detected a faint scent of pepperoni lingering on her skin when he came up behind her and kissed her long neck. When she gave a happy sigh and reached back to caress the back of his head, he thought he was home free, but when his hands slid around her hips and began to gather the hem of her shirt, she turned to face him.  
 
    “Sweetie,” she said with the beginnings of a sad smile on her face. “I…”  
 
    Tom kissed her before she could finish the sentence. He’d had enough of excuses and rejections. Maybe it was time to try a different approach. Fortune, after all, did favor the bold. 
 
    Her lips parted for him, hesitant at first, tolerating rather than welcoming his advances, but after a few seconds she quickly warmed to his obvious passion. His hands slipped beneath her nightie and his fingers encountered nothing but the smooth, uninterrupted skin of her shapely ass. She was pantiless, as usual, and though it was nothing new, the thought of her bare sex so close to him made him groan into her mouth.  
 
    “You’re so gorgeous,” he whispered when he came up for air. “So gorgeous.” His hand around her slender waist pulled her to him while his lips moved to her slim neck and nibbled the tender flesh there.  
 
    It was a trick he had learned in the early years of their courtship. Amanda’s neck was more sensitive than just about any other spot on her body. It was her Achilles’ heel, her kryptonite.  
 
    He had discovered on their third dated that she got goosebumps if he so much as breathed on the nape of her neck. Kisses strategically placed there sometimes had her halfway to orgasm before he even penetrated her.  
 
    It was a powerful tool in his erotic arsenal, and Thomas had always been shameless in his exploitation of it. Not that it had been helping him much of late. 
 
    “Mmm,” she murmured as his tongue raced upwards along the side of her throat. “Tom, I…” 
 
    Her hands came up to his chest, and while she didn’t exactly push him away, he could feel the pressure mounting in her fingers. In about 30 seconds, she was going to tell him to stop. Unless he did something… 
 
    “He was watching you.”  
 
    He didn’t know why he said it. The words came tumbling out of his mouth before he even had time to think about them.  
 
    “I… Who? What do you mean? What… Who was watching?” 
 
    He hesitated for just a second, not sure he wanted to go there. Why, after all, was he even thinking about Billy Dubois at this moment?  
 
    It was a question he didn’t really need to ask and certainly didn’t want to answer. Those secret little titillating fantasies he had been indulging in were beginning to spill over into his real life. Maybe now would be an excellent time to keep his thoughts to himself, he thought.  
 
    A little distraction. That was what he needed. He ran his fingernails down the crack of her butt and kissed her collarbone, hoping she would forget about what he had said. 
 
    “Tom… I… Thomas!” she persisted. “Just now, you said…. Baby, who was watching me? When?” 
 
    So much for distractions. Too little, too late. He knew his wife well enough to know that she wasn’t going to let him off the hook. She was curious now, confused by his statement. No way would she let go of it. Not now. 
 
    “Thomas…” 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    “Thomas!” 
 
    “William,” he blurted.  
 
    Before she had a chance to process what he had just said, he kissed her lips again. His hand roved over her lower back, then dipped down once more to squeeze her juicy ass. 
 
    “William? Uh… Billy?” Her voice sounded perplexed and shaky and oddly small. 
 
    “Yeah,” he murmured, showering her with kisses. “He was staring at you.” In for a penny, in for a pound. At least she wasn’t pushing him away. “Just now. While we were watching TV.” 
 
    “Staring? Um… Tom, what are… uh… what are you talking about? I mean… I… I’m sure he wasn’t really…” His passionate assault was making it hard for her to concentrate. 
 
     “I don’t think he saw any of the movie,” Tom went on. She was off guard now. Uncertain. He could see it in her eyes. Maybe… “His eyes were on you the whole time. Checking you out.” His hands gave her naked ass another playful squeeze. 
 
    He felt her stiffen as she realized what he was saying, saw her beautiful green eyes go wide with surprise. Her mouth opened as if to reply, but she managed no more than two words before her voice faltered, “Thomas… I…”. 
 
    “I think he liked what he saw.” Another series of nibbling, butterfly kisses painted her long neck, making her shiver. “Especially when you leaned over to get your pizza.” 
 
    “But… I didn’t know. I… I didn’t…” 
 
    “He got a good look right down your shirt. For a moment there, I thought he might have a heart attack.” He grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her against his erection. 
 
    “Tom. Oh… I’m so embarrassed. Why didn’t you…? Uh… I…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he whispered. “I’m not mad. I don’t mind.” His lips crept up her neck, nipping her soft skin until they reached her ear. “It was actually kind of hot.” 
 
    “Hot... ?” Amanda moaned softly and her body trembled in his hands. “You don’t mind that he…? God, Thomas! What… What are you talking about?!”  
 
    Smiling, he kissed her again, then turned her around to face the sink. His cock nestled into the cleft of her buttocks with only the thin fabric of the nightie and his boxer shorts between them. Breathing heavy, he moved in behind her and kissed the back of her neck. 
 
    “It was hot,” he repeated. “Sexy. In a naughty sort of way.” 
 
    Her eyes, still wide with shock, met his in the mirror. But there was more than shock there. Beneath her astonishment was a growing arousal. 
 
    “I think Billy Dubois has a thing for my wife,” he whispered in her ear, smiling at her when she trembled again. 
 
    His right hand slid around her hip and under the nightgown to gently pet the soft fur above her slit, and he heard her gasp. She spread herself for him ever so slightly, but instead of dipping lower to explore the wetness he knew he would find between her slender thighs, he let his hand wander up along her ribs to her armpit before drifting to her perfect breast. 
 
    Amanda shook her head. “Thomas, we… I mean…” 
 
    “It’s no wonder he couldn’t keep his eyes off you,” he growled. “You’re probably the sexiest woman he’s ever seen.” He reached for her other tit and squeezed them both, savoring the soft, plump feel of them in his hand. “I can’t really blame him. You’re a fox.” 
 
    Amanda turned her head to him, panting now, and offered her lips to him. Her green eyes smoldered. This time, her kiss held a hot fervor that caused his pulse rate to immediately double. He was making headway, though he didn’t fully understand why. His wife was more turned on than she had been in weeks, maybe months. 
 
    His cock had been hard for what seemed like hours now, and the ache between his legs was unbearable. When he reflexively pressed himself against her butt, she pushed back eagerly.  
 
    “Oh God, Tom. I… We… We should stop,” she sighed, shaking her head again. But her ass ground against his boner in tight circles, belying her words. “We shouldn’t… I…” 
 
    “I bet he’d give anything to be where I am right now,” he said with his lips just scant inches from her ear. He bounced her hand-sized breasts gently in his hands and flicked her hard nipples with his thumbs. “To have ahold of these. To have his dick pressed against this sweet little ass of yours.” He ground his cock into her crack as if to emphasize his point. 
 
    In the mirror, he saw Amanda’s eyes close. She moaned. Then, without warning, they suddenly shot open once more.  
 
    “Stop!” she said, jerking away and spinning around to face him. “Just stop.”  
 
    Her face was the very picture of intensity, her eyebrows crouching low over her blazing eyes, her perfect lips practically disappearing, they were drawn into such a tight line. 
 
    “Shut up!” she hissed. 
 
    Shit! He’d gone too far, let his mouth run away with him and pissed her off. She was hitting the brakes. So much for making headway…  
 
    He opened his mouth to apologize before things spun completely out of control, but to his total surprise, her hands reached for the hem of her nightie and tore it up over her head in a sudden, frantic motion before slinging it into the corner of the bathroom. The garment hadn’t even settled to the floor before she reached out and flipped the switch that turned on the overhead fan. Its droning whir instantly filled the close confines of the small room. 
 
    Before his mind could catch up with what was going on, his wife, naked but for her cute little socks, was kneeling before him and rapidly tugging his boxer shorts down. The moment his turgid cock sprang into view, she fell on it like a starving dog on a soup bone.  
 
    Her perfect lips closed over the sensitive tip and Tom groaned when her tongue flickered along the underside of his cockhead. She swirled him in her mouth, tasting him with both eyes closed. Then, to his surprise, she suddenly sucked so hard it felt like she was going to pull his testicles out through the end of his cock. Shit! It was almost painful, it was so intense. 
 
    Now, he was the one who was speechless. One shaking hand stretched out to find the edge of the sink in an effort to steady himself, while the other wound itself in her beautiful brown hair.  
 
    His head swam. What was going on? Was this another mercy blowjob? Maybe. A second later, he rejected the idea. It couldn’t be, he thought as his knees threatened to give way. This wasn’t like the last time. Not at all. This was so much more enthusiastic, so much hotter. He couldn’t remember the last time she had sucked his cock like this. 
 
    Up and down his shaft her lips slid, wetting his entire length with her saliva. Then, just as suddenly as this impromptu blowjob had begun, it was over. She leaned back, letting him slip out of her mouth, and the cool air on his wet dick made him gasp. 
 
    Wiping her mouth with the back of her hand like a porn star, Amanda shot to her feet, spun around to face the mirror once more, and presented him with her naked ass. She tilted her pelvis back and looked over her shoulder at him. 
 
    “Just shut up,” Amanda repeated. The words were a snarl. “Just shut up and fuck me.” 
 
    It was an offer he wasn’t about to refuse. Scarcely believing his luck after such a long dry spell, he stepped quickly into place behind her heart-shaped butt and lined up his cock with her slit before she had a chance to change her mind. When he leaned forward, he drove his aching cock balls deep into her on the first stroke. She was as wet as the ocean and as hot as an oven. 
 
    “Oh God, Amanda,” he groaned. “Fuck baby, if he could…” 
 
    “No! I mean it! Not another word. Don’t talk, Thomas. Not now. Don’t say anything. Just fuck me!”  
 
    Something about her fierce eyes staring back at him in the mirror, something about the iron in her voice gave him pause. Not exactly a threat, but something akin to it. Enough to let him know that he was treading on thin ice. He nodded, and taking hold of her hips, began to silently pump his rock-hard cock in and out of her welcoming hole. 
 
    He looked down and saw the pink lips of her pussy wrapped around his shaft. A shaft that was absolutely drenched in her copious nectar, a testament to just how turned on she was. A tremor ran through her, followed a few seconds later by another. A dozen strokes later, she was trembling and gasping for air, clearly on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    God, it was good to be inside her! At last! He wished he could make it go on forever, but the burning in his balls told him that was a forlorn hope. He was going to cum as well, and it was going to happen sooner rather than later.  
 
    When he looked up again, he found her eyes clamped tightly closed. Her mouth hung open; her face was twisted in pleasure as she rocked her hips back and forth on him. What was going on in that gorgeous little head of hers? he wondered. What was she thinking about? 
 
    Deep down, though, he knew: she was thinking about Billy Dubois! 
 
    The very instant that idea sprang into his consciousness, he lost his battle with his impending orgasm. “Oh fuck,” he grunted, feeling his balls clench as he began to pour weeks’ worth of pent-up seed into his wife’s steamy cunt. 
 
    Whether it was the sensation of her husband’s hot semen splashing against her inner walls or what he suspected were the very pornographic images of their houseguest in her head Thomas would never know. Whatever the case, Amanda hurtled, squealing, into a huge orgasm not two seconds after his began. 
 
    Her unease over the possibility of being overheard by Billy Dubois seemed to have disappeared. Seemingly oblivious to the noise she was making, she quaked and yelped, holding onto the sink for dear life while she took her husband’s seed. 
 
    Tom clutched her to him, hunching and grinding against her until his spasming balls were empty. Then, sated at last, he stumbled backwards and watched as a thick dollop of his cream followed his retreating cock out of Amanda’s pussy to drip onto the slate gray tile beneath her. 
 
    Amanda straightened up, brushing her hair back out of her face. Suddenly shy, she crossed her arms over her naked breasts and scurried past him into the shower stall without speaking. 
 
    The awkward silence between them persisted as they both got into bed. Thomas didn’t know what to do, how to explain the things he had said.  
 
    He was afraid. Afraid of hurting her, afraid of angering her, afraid of his own sordid imagination. More than anything, he was afraid of his wife finding out just what went on inside his head. So, he said nothing.  
 
    Amanda was just as reticent. When she was done showering, she slid quickly into bed, pulled the covers up to her chin, turned onto her side facing away from him, and whispered a stiff, cursory, “goodnight”. Then she turned off the antique lamp on her bedside table, blanketing the room in darkness. 
 
    With the light out, Thomas lay awake for a long time, staring with unseeing eyes at the broad shaft of moonlight that flooded into the bedroom through the south-facing window and cast four squares of light on the Persian rug.  
 
    He didn’t notice any of it. His thoughts were occupied with other things, with what had just happened in the bathroom and what had happened downstairs in the living room earlier and the connection between the two. 
 
    Had he offended her? Was she going to give him the silent treatment for the next two days? Or was she simply confused, trying, like him, to process all this? 
 
    He could tell himself that it was his sexual prowess, his innate animal magnetism that had won her over, convinced her to have a late-night quickie in the bathroom after all his failed attempts. He almost wanted to believe that. But it wasn’t true. That much he knew. 
 
    This night, this attempt, had come within a hair’s breadth of ending in failure like all the others. What had made this different was his mention of Billy Dubois… 
 
    Thomas tried to think his way through it, to figure out what it all meant, but his mind wouldn’t cooperate. His thoughts seemed instead to run in huge circles, never reaching a conclusion but always returning to the now irrefutable fact that the idea of Billy lusting after his wife turned him on more than anything he had ever known. And that, to his surprise, it seemed to have turned her on as well.  
 
    He pondered the matter until he was exhausted, and his sagging eyelids shut out the world. The last coherent thought that he had in the instant before sleep claimed him was that his dick was hard again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    The summer sun was already well above the horizon, spilling its yellow rays into the bedroom, when Thomas awoke.  
 
    Usually an early riser, he was surprised to find that he had slept so late. Then again, it hadn’t exactly been a restful night. Quite the contrary. His slumber had been plagued by a series of disturbing and highly erotic dreams, all centered around Amanda and Billy Dubois.  
 
    For a moment, he lay there with his eyes closed, concentrating on the last dream, fading now with the return of consciousness. He tried to fix its titillating images in his mind before they all slipped away from him, but his effort was largely in vain. In the end, he was left with little more than a smattering of disjointed, disconnected snapshots that lacked any organization or context. 
 
    The muffled peal of Amanda’s laughter chased away the last remnants of that sleepy world, and he opened his eyes staring at the ceiling. A shriek was followed by a loud giggle that caused him to turn his head toward the window overlooking the pool. 
 
    The pool.  
 
    Amanda was going for a morning swim, something she often did. But what about… Tom perked his ears and waited. He didn’t have to wait long. A few seconds later, his patience was rewarded by the lower tones of a male voice. Billy. He smiled to himself. They were both in the pool. 
 
    He sat up and blinked, stretching and trying to get himself awake. A glance at the clock told him it was already 9 o’clock. He was pushing back the comforter when his eyes were drawn to a familiar scrap of red fabric draped across the chair in the corner.  
 
    It was Amanda’s bathing suit. The one-piece. The one she had steadfastly insisted on wearing while Billy was staying with them. Only… she wasn’t wearing it. 
 
    Now he was curious. If she wasn’t wearing her red swimsuit, just what was she wearing? 
 
    Moving to the window, he pulled the blinds to the side and peered out at the sparkling blue water of the pool. Sure enough, there was Billy in the pool, leaning against the ladder with the summer sun glistening off his chiseled chest and shoulders.  
 
    Across from him, he saw his wife sitting on the edge, leaned back on her arms soaking up the rays with a pair of oversized sunglasses perched on her cute little nose. Her posture caused her tits to jut out enticingly, and the swimsuit she was wearing was most definitely not a one-piece. 
 
    When he had seen the red suit draped across the chair in the corner of the bedroom, Thomas had felt a frisson of excitement course through him at the idea that Amanda might be wearing her black bikini. He was pleased to see that he had guessed correctly. 
 
    It was her favorite suit and his as well. Slinky, tight, and shimmering black. Its panels were generous enough (for a bikini) to not be overly revealing, but with a figure like Amanda’s the suit still made her look sexy as fuck. Watching her in the pool below his window, with her long legs dangling into the cool water, showing so much more of her toned body to young Billy, Thomas felt his penis begin to stir. 
 
    What had brought this on? he wondered. Why had she decided on the more daring suit? Then the memory of last night answered his question for him. 
 
    She liked Billy Dubois looking at her, and now that she knew that her husband liked it as well, she had decided to give him something to look at. At least, that was how Tom explained it to himself. When he saw her head turn to glance up at the window from which he was watching them, he wondered if she was hoping he would see it, too. 
 
    It took him about ten seconds to decide to join them. He nearly tore the handles off the dresser looking for his swimming trunks and was still tugging them up over his hips as he rushed out the bedroom door and darted down the stairs, taking them two at a time.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well! Look who finally got out of bed!” Amanda called when she saw her husband coming down the flagstone path that led to the pool. 
 
    Thomas bent to kiss her cheek. “Good morning,” he said with a big wave to Billy, who was still on the other side of the pool. He plopped down next to Amanda and, arching an eyebrow, asked under his breath, “Did I miss anything?” 
 
    “Easy, tiger,” she smiled back at him, keeping her voice low. “I’m just worried about my tan line. That’s all.” She slid her sunglasses down her nose enough for him to see her sparkling green eyes and asked, “Why? What did you think was going on?” in her most innocent voice. 
 
    Before he could answer, she took her sunglasses off, pushed herself forward, and slid into the cool water. She looked back over her shoulder and stuck out her tongue before ducking her head beneath the surface and swimming away from him toward the ladder and Billy Dubois.  
 
    He watched her long legs scissoring beneath the surface as his wife’s lithe, muscular form sliced through the crystal-clear water like a shark in search of prey. It took her no more than a few seconds to traverse the length of the pool, and when she surfaced again at the opposite end, she came up right next to a rather uncomfortable and nervous-looking William.  
 
    Amanda gracefully curled her feet under herself and rose from the water like a sea nymph, sending shimmering droplets cascading like wet diamonds down her tight little body. She tossed her drenched brown hair back over her shoulders and brought both hands up to smooth the remaining wet strands from her face.  
 
    In the process, she thrust her magnificent chest out right next to poor Billy’s increasingly pale face, causing her hard, little nipples to dent the twin triangles of her bikini top. There was a hint of a smile that curled the corners of her lips, and Thomas knew in that instant that she was doing it deliberately.  
 
    If she was trying to look sexy, it was working. God damn, was it working! In her tiny little bikini, Amanda was a walking wet dream, so nearly naked that it made Thomas’s mouth water and his head spin. It took all of his self-control not to groan at the sight. 
 
    Swallowing hard, he tore his eyes away from his wife for just a second to take a quick glance at their houseguest. The look he saw there told him that he wasn’t the only one who appreciated Amanda’s beauty.  
 
    At that moment, someone could have set fire to Billy Dubois’s hair, and he would never have noticed. Every last molecule in his body was focused on those two, perfect tits, so close he could have leaned forward and kissed them. He stood there with the water up to his waist, staring with his mouth hanging open like a stunned goldfish. 
 
    Thomas could feel the blood coursing through his veins, could hear his own heartbeat in his ears, pounding like a drum. His eyes went from Billy to Amanda and back again. He had a sudden urge to turn himself sideways to hide the erection that was lifting the front of his trunks.  
 
    It was a deliciously tense moment, with his gorgeous, wet wife and her young admirer separated by just a few scant inches of sparkling pool water, and Thomas’s mind immediately constructed a hundred different scenarios that might play out over the next few minutes.  
 
    But, as was so often the case, what actually happened next was the absolute last thing he expected. 
 
    “Well, I’ve just about had enough sun for one day,” Amanda announced. “I think I’ll go take a shower, maybe grab a quick nap before lunch.”  
 
    With a smile that Thomas knew was directed at him, she turned her back to the two men and curled her hands around the ladder, taking her time as she slowly climbed out of the pool. That fine little ass of hers was no more than a foot from Billy Dubois’s face, swaying seductively from side to side with each languid step. If he had been distracted by her breasts earlier, the kid was positively riveted to her gorgeous backside. 
 
    Thomas’s mouth was as dry as the desert as he watched the scene unfolding before him. Poor Billy’s tongue was practically hanging out. But what made it so erotic, so naughty, was the fact that Amanda was perfectly aware of what she was doing to the kid. And to her husband as well…  
 
    With her hips swiveling just a little more than usual, she sauntered over to the chaise lounge where she had laid her towel and bent over to retrieve it, her legs stiff like a girl in a porno. The fabric across her shapely ass drew tight enough to reveal the outline of her labia, peeking out from between her toned tights. A perfect cameltoe. This time Thomas actually did groan.  
 
    The boner he was trying desperately to hide was an aching, throbbing monster between his legs. His wife was killing him. Fuck, he was turned on!  
 
    Amanda never gave him so much as another glance. She dried her hair and, wrapping the towel around herself tightly, sashayed down the walkway to the house, leaving the two men staring after her. 
 
    “I… Um…” Tom searched for an excuse to run after her but couldn’t come up with one that sounded reasonable. “I…” 
 
    Then, thankfully, his eyes fell on her discarded sunglasses.  
 
    “I guess I’d better take these inside to her. She’ll think she lost them and then go buy a new pair,” he grinned as he snatched them up and rose to his feet. Careful to turn away from Billy so that he wouldn’t see the giant tent that had formed in his swimming trunks, Thomas headed after his wife. 
 
    “Yeah. I… uh…” The young man in the pool coughed, clearing his throat. His eyes held a slightly panicked look, darting back and forth but never meeting Thomas’s. “I… uh… If it’s all right with you, I think I’m going to stay here for a little bit. Maybe swim a few more laps.” 
 
    Tom stopped and glanced back at him. He had to force himself to keep a straight face when it dawned on him why the kid wanted to stay in the water. Everything about the young man’s posture told him that he wasn’t the only one sporting a boner after Amanda’s little show. 
 
    “Sure,” he said, trying not to grin. “No problem, Billy. Swim as long as you like.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Amanda was waiting for him when he strode into the bedroom with her sunglasses dangling from his fingers. 
 
    “What took you so long?” she teased. 
 
    Thomas nearly passed out at the sight that greeted his eyes. His beautiful wife was lying on the bed, her still-wet head leaned against the headboard and her shapely legs spread wide with her knees drawn up in what could only be described as a clear invitation. And she was stark naked. 
 
    “I was starting to think I had been too subtle. That maybe you hadn’t gotten the hint.” 
 
    Subtle, he smiled to himself. Her performance by the pool had been about as subtle as a pickaxe to the forehead. Or in this case, maybe, the testicles.  
 
    He stared at her nude body, his eyes running over her perfect calves and muscular thighs before coming to rest on her pink little slit, winking at him from beneath her carefully trimmed bush. 
 
    “Well,” she smiled while she traced her middle finger up and down the inside of her thigh, “are you just going to stand there and blink, or are you going to shut the door and give your naughty wife the fucking she so desperately needs?”  
 
    She jerked her head toward the window and gave him a sinister grin. “Because if you’re not up to the task, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have to look very far to find someone who is…” 
 
    Her innuendo sent a shudder racing up the back of his leg, straight to his nuts. What the fuck was going on? Who was this wanton slut, and what had she done with Amanda?  
 
    Overnight, his wife seemed to have gone from an uptight prude to a teasing vixen. The transformation was startling, bewildering, but Thomas had learned long ago not to look a gift horse in the mouth. With a lusty snarl, he slapped the door shut behind him and dropped the forgotten sunglasses onto the carpet next to her soggy, discarded bikini as he started across the room. 
 
    By the time he reached the bed, he was naked as well; his shirt and trunks seemed to have removed themselves. His erection, hard as titanium, led the way, zeroing in on his wife’s waiting cunt like a heat-seeking missile. 
 
    “Did you like it?” she asked a millisecond before their lips met in a passionate kiss. “Did you like watching Billy look at your wife?” 
 
    Thomas felt his prick bump her slippery folds, and his reply came out as more of a growl than a series of coherent words. “Fuuuck, yeeeesss!” 
 
    Her warm little hands reached between them and, finding his hardness, guided him into her sopping pussy. They both let out a mutual sigh when he sank into her. She was as swollen and wet as he had ever seen her and felt like a warm glove around his rigid shaft. 
 
    “Good! That’s good. Now fuck me, baby,” she whispered in his ear while he ground himself insistently against her upturned pelvis. Her voice trembled with emotion. “That’s it. Just like that. Oh! Give it to me. Quickly.” 
 
    ‘Quickly’ was fine with him. There was a time to pace oneself, to take it nice and easy and draw out the pleasure. This wasn’t it. Billy was still outside in the pool, but he might come in at any moment.  
 
    When he did, Tom knew beyond any shadow of a doubt that Amanda would put a stop to what was shaping up to be the hottest sex they had had in years. No way was he going to take a chance on that happening. Besides, her little show earlier had him aching with jealous excitement. 
 
    Thomas pulled back and then surged forward, humping up into her, only to immediately pull back again. Within ten seconds, he had established a breakneck pace, slamming his cock into her again and again, enjoying the delicious feeling of his balls bouncing off her tight little ass, feeling her wetness engulf him, and drawing gasps of feminine pleasure from her with each brutal stroke.  
 
    Panting like a winded greyhound, Amanda brought her legs up and wrapped them around his slim waist, pulling him into her. Her nails clawed at his pumping ass, urging him deeper. 
 
    She was going to cum, he realized, after less than a minute of thrusting. And though his male ego was tempted to congratulate him on his sexual prowess, Thomas knew that there was something more going on; Amanda’s excitement was due more to what she had done in the pool earlier than to any skill of his. 
 
    It was contagious, her excitement, feeding his own. And the fact that they were both turned on by her flirtation with their young houseguest pushed their mutual arousal into a completely different orbit. 
 
    What they were doing was so nasty, so wrong, so dirty. Screwing each other’s brains out to the thought of Amanda teasing Billy Dubois. It was the height of decadence, absolutely depraved. And it was so utterly, hopelessly sexy. 
 
    He was just outside the window even now, Tom thought, no doubt with a killer case of blue balls from the sight of Amanda’s scantily clad ass. Fuck, that was hot! He felt the heat begin to churn in his crotch. 
 
    That was when his pre-orgasmic brain decided to really up the ante. 
 
    What if Billy weren’t just watching? What if…? What if Amanda did more with him than just tease? Dear God! 
 
    Thrusting in and out of his wife like a man possessed, he started to imagine things between them going further. His brain bumped up against the idea of them naked with each other, and he immediately felt the churning in his balls intensify. 
 
    He tried to fight it. At first, anyway. But the more he tried to ignore them, the more difficult it got. His hips were a blur now, his cock sawing in and out of Amanda’s sodden hole like he was trying to split her in two. When he closed his eyes, he could see them in each other’s arms. And it was hot. 
 
    He opened his eyes again, focusing on his wife’s bouncing tits, trying to distract himself, but no matter how much he tried to shake these crazy, impulsive images, they came rocketing back into his consciousness.  
 
    Then, a tantalizing thought occurred to him: Why fight it? What was he afraid of? What was the harm? A little imagined naughtiness couldn’t hurt anyone, could it? Hell, the naughtiness they had indulged so far had done wonders for their sex life. Besides, he rationalized, it was all just in his head. It wasn’t real. Everyone had fantasies and dark thoughts. It was normal. Right? 
 
    So, he let it happen, stopped fighting it and simply let his thoughts wander while he fucked his wife. He closed his eyes and ground his cock into her wetness, eager to see where his fantasy would take him.  
 
    While he fucked her, his thoughts turned back on the last movie night they had shared, and in his mind’s eye, he could almost see the flickering light of the television playing across his wife’s shimmering brown hair on the couch opposite him, just as she had been when he had turned his eyes away from her. He could see William’s imaginary hand reaching out to caress her soft tresses, before he slid his fingers down her long neck to brush against her boobs. Then, the young man leaned across to plant a kiss on her full lips.  
 
    Before he could catch his breath, a vision of Amanda in her bikini sprang next into his consciousness, with glistening beads of water covering her smooth, soft skin. She loosened the knot between her shoulder blades and raised her arms, letting her top fall to the water and exposing her magnificent breasts to Billy’s mesmerized gaze. 
 
    From there, the images that raced unchecked through his fevered brain were a jumbled, tumbled mass of the dirtiest, most erotic scenes he had ever dared to imagine. They wound him up tighter and tighter, exciting him beyond all rational thought and driving him to fuck his wife even harder, even faster.  
 
    He surged forward and their hips crashed into one another with a wet slap. His head was full of debauchery. It was like he had lost his mind, the way his thoughts jumped from one outrageous act to the next. Each time it happened, his dick got a little harder. He closed his eyes, giving himself over to the delicious wickedness. 
 
    He saw his beautiful wife in the pool worshipping the young man’s cock with her mouth as he sat on the edge of the pool. That image was driven away by a return to movie night, with Amanda on the couch, naked beneath their houseguest, with her long legs held straight up in the air, moaning, writhing, and twisting in ecstasy while Billy drove her into the cushions with his cock.  
 
    The image was like a blasting cap set off immediately behind his tightly clenched eyes, triggering an explosion in his brain that sent shockwaves racing helter-skelter down his spine to his pelvis where it detonated yet again. His orgasm, sudden and unexpected, was so powerful that it made him cringe. 
 
    “Aaaah! Fuck!” he gasped into Amanda’s shoulder as the pleasure overwhelmed him. His balls clenched and then pulsed again and again as they emptied themselves, spewing their molten lava inside her steamy pussy. 
 
    When the spasms stopped at last, he rolled from her limp body to lie in the damp and tangled sheets, panting like a locomotive in the sudden stillness that seemed to descend like a warm blanket over them.  
 
    As he caught his breath, Thomas waited for the sense of shame that he knew he deserved for the dark and twisted places his mind had gone. He was, after all, now officially a sick bastard! But the shame never came. Instead, there was only a profound sense of arousal that quickly had his spent prick swelling again. 
 
    Before he could act on his fledgling erection, Amanda got up to take a shower, leaving him alone with his thoughts. He stared up at the ceiling and listened to the sound of running water coming from the bathroom and imagined what it would be like if Billy were to join her in the cramped confines of the tiled shower. 
 
    He closed his eyes and began to stroke… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    The crisp hiss of the pressure being released momentarily drowned out the excited chatter of the TV announcer when Thomas popped the top on another beer. He leaned forward across the coffee table to pass the cold can to William. 
 
    “Here you go. If you want…” 
 
    A loud crack from the television caused a spray of froth suds to slosh all over the table. “DAMN! Another hit?! Damn it to hell! What the fuck?!!” His profane outburst was interrupted by an icy sensation running down his fingers, and he realized that he was spilling the beer he held in his hands. “Oh shit!” He shoved his free hand underneath the can in a belated effort to catch the dripping liquid. 
 
    Billy didn’t notice. His eyes were locked onto the screen, and he hooted with excitement. “Woo! Yeah! Look at that thing go! Johnson’s bat is on fire today, man! What’s that make? Three hits in three at-bats? Looks like your boys are outclassed, Tom. Man, oh man! This game is turning into a runaway. We should just turn it off. Hell, look at that scoreboard.”  
 
    Fuck the scoreboard, Tom thought, but he controlled himself and even managed a smile when he held out the beer to Billy.  
 
    The kid reached out and took the proffered can from his hand with an appreciative nod. “Thanks.” 
 
    Thomas scowled. His eyes were on the screen, and he was still hoping beyond hope that the ball might fall short and be caught. He watched with a growing sense of despair as the ball sailed ever upwards, travelling an impossible distance before returning to earth once more, crashing with a clatter into the last row of aluminum seats in the stands behind left field.  
 
    Homerun. Shit! 
 
    “Fucking Johnson!” he muttered to himself under his breath and reached for a paper napkin to clean up the mess he had made. Fucking Johnson! 
 
    As luck would have it, Tom had graduated from a college known more for its baseball team than anything else. It also happened to be the bitter rival of the school where William was currently enrolled.  
 
    Once a year, after the end of the regular season, the two teams squared off against each other in a private grudge match that had become anything but friendly over the decades. Tom hadn’t missed this traditional spectacle since his freshman year of college, and both men had been eagerly looking forward to this matchup for weeks. 
 
    Amanda had never really been able to understand her husband’s enthusiasm for baseball. As a game, it was far too slow-paced for her, with not enough excitement, not enough scoring. “Five minutes of action crammed into three hours,” she always said when the topic resurfaced. Basketball was her preferred game. 
 
    So, instead of watching with them, she had gone out for the day with a couple of her friends. “Girls’ day”, they called it. It was something she did once or twice a year. The ladies would make a day of it, a trip to the beautician, then the local spa for facials or mudpacks or whatever it was they did there. 
 
    When they were finished there, Thomas knew, the girls would hit the mall and run up credit card bills that would likely take their husbands three months to pay down. Still, he wasn’t complaining. Amanda always looked fabulous when she got home, and her ensuing good mood meant there was a better than average chance he would get laid. 
 
    “Yeah!” Billy’s scream jolted him back to the present. The kid jumped up and down on the couch and pumped the air with his fist as they both watched Johnson leisurely circle the bases, jogging along and waving to his adoring fans. “Look at that guy! Woo! He’s a freakin’ machine. Sorry to say it, dude, but you might as well face it; this game is all but over. We are killing you guys. Murdering you! It’s not even close!” 
 
    A few seconds later, Johnson, the “machine”, gave a playful little hop when he came to home base and landed with a huge smile at the cameras as if to underscore Billy’s point. What an asshole! Tom thought, gritting his teeth.  
 
    It wasn’t enough that he was almost singlehandedly slaughtering Tom’s team; the bastard was also better looking than most Hollywood movie stars. The cameras loved the guy, as did the crowd. They, predictably, went wild, cheering and screaming at the top of their lungs. Yeah, they loved him, all right. Just because he was a ridiculously handsome baseball god. 
 
    Thomas shook his head in disgust and swore bitterly, “Fuuuuck! Damn it to hell!”  
 
     He closed his eyes and tossed back the remains of his beer and, slamming the empty can down on the table, ripped another from the six-pack. He popped the top and took another long drink. 
 
    Though he hated to admit it, the kid was right. His old alma mater had been outplayed at every turn. The score was already so lopsided he couldn’t see how they could possibly gain the upper hand. And they were only in the fourth inning.  
 
    Even had they not been faced with Johnson’s superhuman abilities, they had a dismal pitcher and no real hitters to speak of. They were awful, plain and simple, and they were getting a clobbering for the history books. But that didn’t mean that Tom had to like it. 
 
     “Bullshit!” he announced hotly. “They’re just feeling them out, getting their measure. Any second now, they’ll turn this thing around and beat you guys back into the stone age. You’ll see.” 
 
    “Right! Right! That’s gonna happen!” 
 
    “Wanna bet?” 
 
    “Bet? Are you serious? Look at the score, man.” 
 
    “What’s the matter? Chicken. Not so certain now, huh?!” 
 
    The kid’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t like being called a chicken. “All right, Tom. Sure. I’ll take some of that action. Whatcha got?” 
 
    “All right. If my team wins, you wash my car once a week for the rest of the summer.” 
 
    Billy squinted, cocking his head to the side. “Oookaaay. But, the thing is, I don’t have a car. Anyway not here. So that makes this bet a little unfair. I mean, you can’t really reciprocate and wash my car, can you? What do I get when we finish pulverizing you guys?” 
 
    Damn. The kid had him there. He hadn’t thought of that. When he had come “home” for the summer, Billy had left his own car back at school, sitting in the driveway of his roommate, a local kid. 
 
    If this was going to be a fair bet, Thomas would need to put up something in return. Something of equal value. Roughly, anyway. Something that Billy would like… 
 
    The beer in his hand was Tom’s fifth, and while he wasn’t exactly drunk, he was definitely feeling a strong buzz. Had he not been drinking, he probably would have thought twice about his next four words. 
 
    “How about a date?” Thomas blurted out.  
 
    “Excuse me?” The young man snorted, eying him over the rim of his can. “No offense, big guy, but you’re not exactly my type,” he smirked.  
 
    Big guy? Where the hell was that coming from? It was out of character for Billy, who was usually reserved and shy. Thomas studied him and realized from the mocking twinkle in the kid’s eye that he wasn’t the only one who was feeling the alcohol.  
 
    “Funny! Very funny,” he nodded. “But I wasn’t talking about me, smart guy. I was talking about a real date. With a girl. You know? A real live girl.”  
 
    It was a cheap shot, not something he should have said. It was completely unfair to bring up the kid’s lack of experience with the ladies. And normally, he wouldn’t have. But his alcohol-clouded brain was annoyed at Billy’s smartass attitude. So, he fixed him with his steely gaze and stared the kid down until he blinked and looked away. 
 
    “So… Um…” Billy licked his lips nervously and looked down. He might’ve been buzzed, but that didn’t mean that Thomas’s little jab hadn’t hit the mark. When he met his eyes again, the good-natured smile was gone from his youthful face, replaced by a sort of wounded cautiousness. “I don’t know. A date? Really? I mean… You’re serious?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m serious. Serious as a heart attack.” 
 
    “Uh… Okay. What are we talking about? You’re going to set me up with some girl in town?” 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    “You already have someone in mind? Someone pretty, I mean? She’s not like 70 years old or something, is she? Are you punking me?” 
 
    “No. I’m not ‘punking’ you. And the woman I have in mind is definitely not 70. Although she is a couple of years older than you. And, yeah, she’s pretty. Very pretty. Trust me, you’ll have a great time. So, do we have a bet, or not?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Tom. This all sounds pretty weird.” Billy’s eyebrows lowered. He was curious but wary. “Who is this girl, anyway? Like, what’s her name? Do I know her?” He tipped his can up and took a long drink of beer. 
 
    “Sure. You know her. Her name is… Amanda.” 
 
    Billy Dubois very nearly choked to death on the living room couch. Sputtering and turning instantly red, he slammed his beer down on the coffee table and shot to his feet, turning away and doubling over as he coughed long and hard to clear the beer from his lungs. 
 
    When he finally managed to get his coughing under control again, he turned back and, leaning forward over the coffee table, said, “Amanda?! Your wife, Amanda? Good one, Tom. Very funny. And here, I thought you were serious.” His brown eyes flashed, and his voice held an unmistakable edge of bitter annoyance that bordered on anger. He ran his fingers through his hair and plopped down on the sofa again, obviously convinced that Tom was making fun of him. 
 
    “No. I’m serious,” Thomas held his hands up in a gesture of surrender. He regretted his earlier jibe about the kid’s inexperience with girls, now that he saw how much he had hurt him. “Okay, so maybe we couldn’t really call it a ‘date’, but you guys could go out and have dinner, on my dime. Have some fun. Hell, I know she would enjoy it.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the kid scowled. “What’s she going to say about all this?” 
 
    Tom waved the question away with a dismissive smile, mostly because he had no answer. He was winging this, still trying to figure out for himself just what his plan was. Was he even sure Amanda would agree? And if she did, what then? What did he think was going to happen? 
 
    “Come on,” he pushed. “Unless you don’t think your boys can hack it.” He gestured toward the game and groaned inwardly when he saw that the opposing team had managed to put two men on base while he had been distracted. Shit! 
 
    “All right. Okay. It’s a bet. But I’d hate to be you when you have to explain all this to Amanda! Cause there’s no way in hell you’re going to win.” 
 
    He smiled and shrugged. That’s what I’m counting on, said a dark little voice in his head.  
 
    There was a loud crack on the television, followed by the roar of the crowd telling him that the batter had connected. Predictably, the ball cleared the fence and brought in another three runs.  
 
    Thomas took a sip of his beer and sighed. It was probably time, he realized, to start working on a plan to break the news to his wife that she was going on a date with their young houseguest. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    “You did what?!” Amanda gasped. She tossed her shopping bags unceremoniously onto the bed and rounded on her husband, her mouth hanging open in shock and her green eyes flashing like lightning in a summer storm. 
 
    Tom’s breath caught in his throat. She was gorgeous. Whatever the credit card bill for her day of pampering might be, it had definitely been worth it. He couldn’t remember a time when she had ever looked more beautiful.  
 
    Her soft, brown hair was perfectly coiffed and shimmered like a mink coat as it fell over her shoulders in luxuriant tresses. The blood-red hue of her lipstick seemed to vie for attention with the emerald green of her eyes, glaring at him from beneath her impossibly long lashes. 
 
    She had on a predominantly black dress that he had never seen before. Obviously one of the day’s new purchases, it was a short, tight, little thing with a broad band of white birds that seemed to fly in a tight formation diagonally across her midsection, ingeniously drawing the eye to her trim waist. The hem was a narrow strip of white that stopped mid-thigh, a good six inches before it reached her knees.  
 
    Beautiful as her new dress was, it was out of character for her. Anyway, it was out of character now. When they first met, her clothes had been daring and sexy, clingy and tight.  
 
    In recent years, her attire had become more sedate, more conservative, but this… this was delightfully sexy, far shorter than anything she usually wore. Shorter than anything he had seen on her since they were both in college. Thomas had no intention of complaining about that. 
 
    He struggled to suppress a smile as his eyes devoured her. His wife was a genuine beauty. She was exquisite. Stunning. Even more so, now that she was angry (a fact which Tom had sense enough not to mention). 
 
    “Where do you get off betting me on the outcome of a baseball game?! I’m not a piece of property, Thomas!” 
 
    “I never said you were. God, Amanda! You know I…” 
 
    “I know you’re an asshole!” she snapped. 
 
    “It’s just dinner,” he murmured, looking at his feet when he could no longer withstand the heat of her glare. 
 
    “Oh, ‘just dinner’,” she mimicked him with an angry smirk. Her hands found her hips, and she glared at him. “Because I could’ve sworn you just said it was a ‘date’. That you’d bet an evening with your wife on the outcome of a fucking baseball game!” 
 
    When he didn’t reply, she turned away from him. “Jesus, Tom! How could you put me in this position? Did you ever think that maybe you should ask me first?!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said.  
 
    They were hollow words. It was what he was supposed to say, what she expected him to say. But he wasn’t sorry. Not really. He was excited. More excited than he had been in weeks, and after their wild fuck the morning before, that was saying something!  
 
    “It’s just dinner,” he repeated. 
 
    Amanda rolled her eyes. “Riiiight…” Without another word, she spun on her heel and stalked to the window, staring out at the empty pool with her hands on her hips. “Just dinner, my ass!” 
 
    She was mad, and she had every right to be. His had been an asshole move, and he knew it, but the fact that she hadn’t immediately refused to go through with it was something Thomas was keenly aware of. For all her surprise and anger, she had not simply told him to fuck off. That meant she was at least somewhat amenable to this plan of his. Maybe, just maybe… 
 
    “I thought it might be kinda fun,” he offered. He cringed at how lame he sounded when he spoke the words out loud. “It’s been a while since I took you anywhere nice.” 
 
    She didn’t reply. 
 
    Unable to stand the silence, Tom continued. “It would give you a chance to work on his manners. You know, in a social setting?”  
 
    The last sentence came out as more of a question than the iron-clad, coherent statement he had intended. Fuck! He was sounding more desperate by the moment. 
 
    When his wife turned back to face him, she crossed her arms in front of her and cocked her head to one side as she scowled him. The intensity of her green eyes was too much for him. Like twin lasers, they seemed to bore a hole straight through him, as though she were looking into his very soul. He squirmed uncomfortably for a moment, then he dropped his gaze and started studying the toes of his shoes again.  
 
    “His manners, huh?” The words seemed to hang between them, dripping with suspicion. “And that was your sole motivation?” 
 
    He cringed. Shit, he thought, now I’ve really done it. She’s not buying it. I’ve pushed too far. Fuck! And just when things had seemed to be going so well! 
 
    What happened next took him totally by surprise. Instead of launching into the full frontal assault he knew he was about to receive, Amanda chuckled softly. When his eyes darted cautiously up to meet hers, he saw what looked like a mirthful twinkle there. The corners of her lips curled upwards into a wry smile. Her soft, brown hair bounced enticingly on her shoulders when she shook her head at him. 
 
    “You’re impossible,” she declared. “Do you know that?”  
 
    The look on her face told him that she didn’t really expect a reply; so instead of chancing it, he held his tongue. After all, it was looking like this might not turn into the disaster he was certain it was heading toward. 
 
     “And don’t think I don’t know what you’re up to, husband of mine.” 
 
    There was something in her eyes when she said it that made that familiar queasiness flare up in his stomach again. Did she really know? Was she aware of the full extent of his fantasies? He waited to see where this was going to go. 
 
    A week had passed since the day Amanda had first worn her bikini in front of William. Seven days since that frantic midday romp in the bedroom, the memory of which still brought a smile to Tom’s face. Things had changed dramatically that day. 
 
    New life had been injected into their relationship. They had fucked like rabbits every night since, and the subject of young Billy’s appreciation for Amanda’s exquisite body had surfaced numerous times during those breathless, late-night bouts, driving them both to new heights of decadent pleasure. 
 
    They both knew it was wrong, using the young man’s infatuation to fuel their perverted sex fantasies, but neither of them was willing to put a stop to it, least of all Thomas. 
 
    “I know what you’re doing,” she reiterated. 
 
     “Wha… what do you mean?” 
 
    “You lost that bet on purpose, didn’t you?”  
 
    In light of what she was suggesting, Thomas was surprised to find his wife’s tone playfully accusatory.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    Amanda rolled her eyes. “Oh, please! I heard the score on the radio when I was driving home. It was a total disaster, Tom. And the commentators agreed that the outcome was no surprise to anyone. Are you telling me you honestly thought you could win?” She shook her head. “There’s no way. So, that means you must have planned to lose this little bet of yours.” 
 
    He made no reply, and his silence was apparently all the answer she needed.  
 
    “Mm hmm,” she nodded. “That’s what I thought.”  
 
     Her hips seemed to take on an exaggerated sway when she crossed the room to where her husband stood. Her slender arms snaked around his neck and she kissed his cheek. When her lips found his ear, she whispered, “So, tell me the truth, Tom. What’s this really about?” 
 
    He was confused and terribly aroused by her sudden change. What the hell was going on? A minute ago, he’d been certain she was going to explode, but now… Why was she smiling that way? She wouldn’t be smiling if she knew what he had been thinking! 
 
    It was like his mind was moving in slow motion, like a fly that had fallen into the maple syrup. Her hot breath on his neck transformed his skin into a solid sheet of goosebumps, but he couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. Amanda, though, seemed to have a perfect bead on what was going on inside his head, so she did the talking for him. 
 
    He felt her grind her pelvis against him. “Tell me this has nothing to do with our pillow talk.” 
 
    He couldn’t. It did.  
 
    Her lips nipped at his neck, sending even more goosebumps racing down between his shoulder blades. “Tell me that you didn’t set me up, send me on a dinner date with our houseguest because you’re hoping something naughty will happen.” 
 
    Naughty. The word itself held so much undefined potential that his brain went into overdrive, churning through a pantheon of outrageous scenarios that turned his blood to ice water and his cock to granite. 
 
    He opened his mouth to confess, but no words came out. The fantasies that had been running riot in his mind for weeks now were boiling just below the surface, ready to burst forth into the light of day, but now that the moment had arrived, now that she was giving him the opportunity to tell her, he was suddenly hesitant, afraid. 
 
    “Is that it? You’re hoping that a nice meal, maybe a good bottle of wine, will weaken my defenses? That he’ll give me a rakish grin and I’ll swoon, beg him to sweep me off my feet and into those strong arms of his. That I’ll let him…”  
 
    Her words had become a whisper that trailed off now to nothing, leaving his imagination to fill in the blanks. Her hand reached out and caressed his boner, through his pants, causing him to gasp. 
 
    “So hard,” she murmured. “So excited.” 
 
    Their lips met and the fire in her kiss took his breath away. The swirling thoughts inside his head tumbled over one another like leaves in a river eddy. His heart beat so fast that it felt like he might faint. 
 
    Without warning, she broke their kiss and stepped away from him, her hand abandoning his cock. “Thomas, you know that’s not going to happen. That it can’t happen.” Her words snapped him back to reality. 
 
    Thomas swallowed. He did know. He did. Of course, he did. He wasn’t crazy! Deep inside, beneath his dirty fantasies, the rational part of his brain knew she was right. No matter how much his raging cock screamed the opposite. 
 
    “I… I know that. Sure. I just thought it would…” he searched for a plausible explanation. “Like I said, it’s not a real date. I just thought it might, you know, give you an opportunity to work on his social skills a little more.” 
 
    “His social skills…” 
 
    “Yeah. In a different setting.” Who was he trying to convince, her or himself? “So that you could show him how to act when he takes a girl out to a restaurant.” 
 
    “Like when he’s out on a date?” 
 
    “Um, yeah. I guess so. Except that it won’t…” 
 
    “That it won’t be a real date? Was that what you were going to say?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So, totally platonic.”  
 
    “Right. Exactly,” he nodded, though the images that had once again begun to play in his head were anything but platonic. 
 
    “Fine.” The grin on her face told him she didn’t believe him for an instant. “Okay. I’ll do it. But no greasy-spoon diner. This is going to cost you. If I’m going on a date with Billy, you’re getting us reservations at Chef Bonet’s.” Her eyes twinkled like stars when she said it. 
 
    “I… Wow! Okay, sure! Um… if that’s… Right! Whatever you want.”  
 
    Chef Bonet’s. The most expensive place in a 50-mile radius. Amanda had been after him to take her there for a year now, but somehow, he had never gotten around to it. Something always seemed to come up. 
 
    This was her way of getting even, if not for making her the focus of his bet, then at least for failing to come through on his promise to take her to Chef Bonet’s. It was going to cost him, but he wasn’t really in any position to argue. 
 
    “Yeah. Okay. I’ll call them right now.”  
 
    Five minutes later, he hung up the phone.  
 
    “Okay,” he said. “It’s all set. Table for two, Chef Bonet’s, Wednesday evening at 6:00.” 
 
    “Perfect!” She smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “I’m certain Billy and I will have a blast! Now, if you don’t mind,” she gestured to the shopping bags on the bed, “I need to put away all my new treasures.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    “I think you should wear this one, today,” Thomas said. 
 
    It was Tuesday morning. There was still one more day to go until Amanda’s long-awaited “date” with Billy Dubois, and the nearer the date drew, the more Tom’s imagination worked overtime. It seemed like he had been sporting a continuous hard-on for two days now, just thinking about all the things that Amanda had assured him were never going to happen tomorrow night. 
 
    “Wear what?” Amanda asked from the bathroom. 
 
    She was wearing a towel and shaving her legs, getting ready for her morning swim with Billy. When she stuck her head out of the bathroom and looked at him, Tom dangled a tiny white bikini from his fingers. Her eyes went wide when she realized what it was he was holding. 
 
    “Yeah, right! Don’t think so, honey!” 
 
    He moved to the door of the bathroom and held his arm out straight toward her, offering the swimsuit to her again. He gave it a little shake and a smile that said, “I dare you.” 
 
    “Really?! You’re serious?! You want me to wear that?” 
 
    Tom gave her a slow nod, and his smile got broader and more wicked. 
 
    “Tom, I can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “You know why not!” she whispered, looking over her shoulder as if suddenly afraid Billy might overhear them. “Remember?” 
 
    He remembered. Fuck, did he ever remember! That was what had given him the idea in the first place. 
 
    The bikini he held in his hand was one that Amanda hadn’t worn since their third wedding anniversary, when they went to Florida. It was tiny and oh-so sexy. She had bought it as a surprise for her husband, but it had turned out to be something of a surprise for both of them, because when the fabric got wet, it had turned decidedly see-through.  
 
    He could still remember the look on her face. The instant she hit the water, it was like she wasn’t even wearing a suit. You could see everything. Everything! Amanda had nearly died from embarrassment before she could get to her towel, and Thomas had suffered an instant, near-terminal erection. 
 
    As luck would have it, on that occasion, they had been the only ones in the pool, which meant that no one else had been treated to the eye-popping sight of her perfect little nipples and carefully trimmed snatch beneath the transparent cloth. He couldn’t help but smile at the memory of how they had dashed, giggling, back to their room and made love on top of the comforter. It was the last time he had seen the white bikini. 
 
    “What’s the matter? Chicken?” 
 
    He was dimly aware of the fact that this was the second time this week he had attempted to cajole someone into doing something by calling them “chicken”, but before he could analyze the fact that he had apparently now reverted to third-grade rhetorical devices in order to get his way, Amanda smiled and shook her head. 
 
    “You’re crazy. You know that?” 
 
    That didn’t sound like the ‘no’ he had expected. He arched an eyebrow. “I bet Billy would love it.” 
 
    “Thomas! God!” 
 
    “What?! What’s the harm in giving the poor kid a little peek?” 
 
    “A little peek?! If that suit gets wet, we both know the ‘poor kid’ will get more than a little peek!” 
 
    Thomas looked down at the bikini in his hand and gave a disinterested shrug. “So, don’t get it wet. Stay out of the water and work on your tan. God knows, you look amazing in this thing. And, if you should happen to get wet… Well, think of it as furthering his education.” 
 
    Amanda’s mouth fell open. “Furthering his…? Oh my God, Tom! You’re so bad!” 
 
    He gave her a wink. “It’ll be hot. Just think about the way he looked at you last time.” 
 
    “I… I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Sure, you can.” 
 
    “No. I can’t, baby. This… this… thing we’ve been doing… teasing Billy for our own amusement… don’t you think we’re taking this a bit far?” 
 
    “I don’t hear him complaining.” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    “Trust me, he’s getting as much enjoyment out of this as we are,” Tom smiled. “And he’s been doing so well, minding his manners and being polite. Doesn’t he deserve a little reward?” 
 
    “A reward? Is that what you call this?”  
 
    “He’ll love it. I’ll love it.” 
 
    “Oh God,” she shook her head. Her face was bright red now as she bit her lip and shot him a pleading look. “I don’t know, Tom. This is a bad idea.” 
 
    “Come on. Stop acting like an old church lady,” he said. He leaned forward and dropped the swimsuit in her hand. “Trust me. It’ll be fun.” 
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, I’d have to give myself a trim first.” Her eyes dropped briefly to her crotch. “I’d forgotten just how tiny the bottom is.” 
 
    “Need some help?” Tom offered with a wolfish grin. 
 
    Amanda giggled and shooed him out the door. “No, Mr. Pervert. I think I can take care of it. Besides, you’re helping enough the way it is!”  
 
    She glanced back down at the suit in her hand, then up at him. Her eyes held his gaze for a moment, almost as though she were trying to read his thoughts. “But don’t get your hopes up. I’m not getting in the water,” she said. “That much is certain!” 
 
    “Fine. That’s okay,” Tom said. He bent to kiss her lips. “It’ll still be hot.” 
 
    “I must be crazy to let you talk me into this,” Amanda muttered as she closed the door behind him. “This suit is so inappropriate.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tom was leaning back on one of the comfortable chaise lounges that lined the edge of the pool. He had on a baggy pair of swimming trunks and a short-sleeved, button-up shirt and was conversing by the pool with Billy when he heard the house door slam. 
 
    When he turned his head, he saw Amanda, smiling broadly from behind her oversized sunglasses and offering them a friendly wave as she started down the path. She wore a bright blue cover-up that completely concealed the swimsuit she wore beneath it. She was so well-covered in fact that, right up until the last moment, Thomas actually found himself doubting that she had gone through with it.  
 
    When she turned her back to them and reached for the hem, he had almost convinced himself that she had chickened out. He fully expected to see her wearing her old, red one-piece again.  
 
    He could not have been more wrong. 
 
    When the cover-up slid up her slender back, it was like a punch in the gut. He swallowed and stared. Holy fuck! What the hell had he talked her into? 
 
    In the years since he had last seen his wife wear the little white bikini, Thomas had forgotten one detail that, as her perfectly formed ass slowly emerged from beneath the smooth, blue fabric of the cover-up, now seemed so devastatingly pertinent that he was amazed it had ever slipped his mind: the bottom was a G-string, with nothing more than a single, yarn-sized string for a back. 
 
    Up and up the fabric rose, until it reached the small of her back, leaving her round little ass totally naked but for the thin white string that split her butt cheeks. The miniscule band of fabric nestled between the twin globes of her ass emphasized rather than concealed their exquisite form. The effect was somehow sexier than if she had been completely nude, dirtier, more deliberately titillating.  
 
    Billy groaned as he stared at her. Actually groaned out loud. It was a reflex action and so quiet as to be almost inaudible, but the kid groaned nonetheless, and Thomas heard him. He smiled to himself. He couldn’t blame him. The sight in front of them was enough to give a coma patient a hard-on. 
 
    Seeming to move in slow motion, she eased the cover-up over her head, then proceeded to fold it carefully, taking her time. Her motions caused her ass to ripple and jiggle delightfully. When at last she was satisfied with her work, she bent forward and placed it on a chair across from the two men, showing them even more of her sculpted butt. 
 
    Amanda was either unaware of just how much she was revealing or was purposely putting on a show. When she turned her head slightly and gave her husband a furtive smile, he realized that it was the latter. His little vixen of a wife knew precisely what she was doing. This tease was intentional, and that fact set Tom’s heart beating like a snare drum. He shivered with excitement. 
 
    With some effort, he was able to tear his eyes away from his wife’s near-naked backside long enough to check what effect her little tease was having on William. The look of pure, astonished lust on the young man’s face forced him to bite his tongue to keep from laughing out loud. Billy Dubois was as white as a ghost, with his mouth hanging open and his eyes as wide as saucers.  
 
    “It’s a nice day for a swim, isn’t it?” Amanda asked as she straightened up and turned back to face her attentive, two-man audience.  
 
    If Billy heard hear, he gave no indication. The moment she turned around, his eyes shot straight to her magnificent tits, threatening to escape at any moment from the two tiny triangles of white fabric that were just big enough to cover her areolae. He touched his lips with the tip of his tongue and swallowed hard. 
 
    “Are you feeling all right, Billy? You look a little pale,” Amanda slid her sunglasses down her nose and peered at the young man over their rims. She flashed him a brilliant smile and leaned forward. Her tits were sandwiched between her arms, making them even more prominent, an effect Thomas knew was not accidental. “Maybe you should go in and lie down for a little bit.” 
 
    Her words seemed to take a while to percolate through the young man’s brain. When he realized she was speaking to him, his eyes darted up to meet hers, then over at Tom. His cheeks blushed crimson. He’d been caught staring at her chest, and all three of them knew it. 
 
    “I… No. I’m… I’m fine. Just a little too warm, I guess.” 
 
    “Well, don’t wait on me. You boys hop in the pool and cool off. Go ahead,” she gestured toward the sparkling water behind them as she settled onto her chaise lounge. “I think I’m just going to lie here and work on my tan.” 
 
    It was a major departure from Amanda’s normal routine. Usually, it was next to impossible to keep her out of the pool. And now, all she wanted to do was soak up a few rays? But if young Billy suspected anything, he didn’t show it.  
 
    Then again, he was more than a little preoccupied with Amanda and her new suit. 
 
    “Uh… yeah. Okay,” he nodded. 
 
    The kid’s nervous eyes darted once more to Tom. His face was a mask of guilt as he clumsily got to his feet, carefully turning away from them as he did. Then, he shuffled, crablike, to the edge of the pool and dove in without another word. 
 
    “I think the poor boy has a boner,” Tom chuckled. 
 
    “I think so, too.” 
 
    They both watched the young man swim the length of the pool underwater. When he surfaced on the far side, Amanda lowered her voice. “You were right,” she whispered and dipped her eyes suggestively toward her chest. “This is fun!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For the next two hours, the men swam and bantered with one another while Amanda lay in the sun and read one of those cheap romance novels that were her guilty pleasure. Every time she shifted positions, Tom saw Billy’s eyes run to her slender form.  
 
    When she started to apply sunscreen to her long legs, the kid was practically salivating. Her nimble fingers crawled down her smooth, toned calves, working the suggestively white cream into her soft, glistening skin as both men stared at her from the water.  
 
    “Honey,” Amanda sat up and smiled at Thomas when she had finished with her legs, “would you mind doing my back for me?” 
 
    Tom started to hoist himself out of the pool when he had a wicked thought. He let himself slip back down into the cool water and gestured to where their houseguest stood in the shallow end trying not to make it too obvious that he was checking out Amanda. 
 
    “Why don’t you let Billy do that?” he suggested. “He’s a hell of a lot closer than I am.” 
 
    When his eyes went to Tom, Billy Dubois looked like he was going to be sick. His already pale complexion turned ashen as his panic-stricken eyes darted back and forth between Tom and his wife.  
 
    “I… uh…”  
 
    Whatever he was trying to say never made it past his mumbling lips before Amanda’s voice cut him off. 
 
    “Honestly?” she asked her husband. Tom could hear the surprise in her words. “You’re going to make Billy do it?” 
 
    Amanda eyed him from behind the enormous lenses of her sunglasses for what seemed like several minutes. In reality, it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds. She knew what he was doing, he was sure, but she was trying to figure out if he was serious or not. 
 
    “Yeah,” Tom said. “My shoulders are killing me from mowing the lawn yesterday. He’s young and fit. Let him do it.” 
 
    He couldn’t see the green eyes that he knew were sizing him up, but he noticed that the corners of her lips drew up in a pensive smirk. It made her nervous, this suggestion of his. There was no doubt about that. But she apparently didn’t hate the idea. 
 
    “Fine,” she said, pretending to be annoyed. She was calling his bluff. 
 
    “Fine,” he threw back at her in a voice as sweet as honey. He flashed her an innocent smile. 
 
    “Would you mind, Billy?” she rolled onto her side and her tight-lipped grin broadened into a warm and toothy smile when she addressed the kid. “It seems my loving husband is too lazy to give me a hand.” 
 
     “I… um… sure. Be right there.” 
 
    His gaze flitted back and forth between the two. The poor kid actually thought he was stuck in the middle of some sort of married squabble. He was convinced that they were fighting and that he had been drawn into it. 
 
    But even that couldn’t kill the erection that watching Amanda spread sunscreen on her legs had given him.  
 
    There was no way for him to hide it now. When he mounted the ladder and climbed out his cock made an obvious tent of his swimsuit. It bobbed back and forth beneath the wet fabric with each step when he walked the short distance to where Amanda waited with her tube of sunscreen. It was impossible not to notice. 
 
    Tom stared. He was surprised at how large the kid’s package looked from his vantage point. From years of personal experience, he knew that a baggy pair of swimming trunks didn’t provide much assistance when it came to constraining your junk if things got exciting, but the bulge in the front of Billy’s shorts was nothing short of impressive.  
 
    His eyes went to his wife, and the blush that climbed up her neck and bloomed across her cheeks told Tom that he wasn’t the only one who had noticed the state of their houseguest’s penis. He saw her bite her lip as she drank in the sight of Billy’s arousal and wondered if she, too, was curious about the size of what he was packing underneath those oversized trunks of his. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” she gushed at him when he took the tube from her. “It’s so nice to have at least one gentleman in the house.”  
 
    She stuck her tongue out at Tom, who grinned back at her in reply. He winked and, although her sunglasses made it impossible to know for sure, he would have bet money that she rolled her eyes at him. 
 
    Billy knelt next to her chaise lounge and poured the sunscreen into his hands while Amanda turned onto her stomach. Her beautiful ass, with that ridiculous little string nestled between her cheeks, was just inches from the young man’s face, a fact, Thomas was certain, that the kid was well aware of. 
 
    His hands shook as he brought them to Amanda’s back and tentatively smeared an oily streak of sunscreen across her shoulder blades, just above the lower string of her skimpy bikini top. Slowly, carefully he began to spread the thick lotion across her back. 
 
    “Mmm. That feels good, but don’t be afraid to do it harder. You won’t break me,” Amanda cooed.  
 
    The intention behind her words might have been wholly innocent, but to Tom they could not have sounded more suggestive.  
 
    With a happy sigh, his wife wiggled deeper into the cushions, making herself comfortable while Billy went to work on her. “Ah. Yes. Just like that, Billy.” 
 
    Amanda’s encouragement seemed to embolden him, and Billy gradually overcame his reticence and began to massage the sunscreen into her skin with more force, moving in ever-widening circles across her back and up onto her muscular shoulders. He worked the lotion into her deltoids, then let his hands roam back toward her spine. 
 
    Thomas saw the kid’s tongue wet his lips when he moved down to the small of her back. That gorgeous ass of hers was so close, so tantalizingly close, and he knew that Billy would have given anything to touch it, but whether from fear or respect, the kid controlled himself and stayed above the thin string that surrounded her waist. 
 
    Once he had covered her entire back, Billy snapped the lid closed on the tube of sunscreen and got to his feet. “There you go,” he announced. “All done.” 
 
    “Thank you so much,” Amanda beamed at him, rolling over onto her back.  
 
    It was like his eyes were connected to her nipples by an invisible string. The moment they came into sight, his gaze immediately dropped to her luscious tits. 
 
    “Ahem,” she cleared her throat, and his eyes shot up to hers. 
 
    “Oh. I… I’m sorry, I…” 
 
    “No need to apologize,” she smiled, “but we talked about this. You’ve got to learn not to stare, Billy.” 
 
    “I… yes… yes, of course.” His face was the color of a ripe apple. “Won’t happen again.” 
 
    “Good, because some husbands or boyfriends aren’t as understanding and openminded as mine.” 
 
    Thomas was barely able to close his gaping mouth before Billy’s baffled eyes met his. He managed what he hoped was a reassuring smile, but he was just as perplexed as the kid.  
 
    What the hell was Amanda doing? he asked himself. It was obvious that her words were meant to tease him, but she was laying it on a bit thick. Billy wasn’t, after all, an imbecile. Now he was most likely wondering just how “understanding and openminded” Thomas was! 
 
    Tom surreptitiously eased his erection into a more comfortable position beneath the water. An awkward silence fell over the trio as Billy’s eyes alternated between Thomas and his nearly naked wife, until Amanda finally took pity on the poor guy. 
 
    “Billy,” she said, “why don’t you take Tom a beer. He looks like he could use one.” 
 
    “Sure thing.” 
 
    He sprang to his feet and hurried across the hot concrete, headed toward the refrigerator that was nestled next to the grill under the tiki bar-themed cabana that was built into the back wall surrounding the pool.  
 
    “Oh, and grab one for yourself, too,” she called after him, shooting her husband a wicked smile. “Don’t want you getting dehydrated.” 
 
    Thomas grinned to himself. The poor kid was obviously grateful to have something to do, and probably to put some distance between himself and Amanda. He noticed that the young man once again kept his back turned to them both. He was still struggling to hide his erection. 
 
    He sidled to the edge and slid into the water, then swam to where Tom waited. The older man took the beer from him with a nod. “Thanks.” 
 
    Unlike before, Billy now resisted the urge to look at Amanda. He was a rock. When he and Tom began once more to rehash the recent baseball game, he kept his back resolutely turned to her. 
 
    Over the kid’s shoulder, Thomas watched his wife with growing interest. Every few minutes she glanced in their direction. It might have been his imagination, but her smile seemed to fade a little more each time she saw that Billy’s eyes were no longer on her. 
 
    After about twenty minutes, he saw her get to her feet. Her lips were drawn into a tight frown, and her eyebrows were now buried behind the enormous lenses of her sunglasses. She’d had enough, Tom thought. It was too boring, sitting next to the pool. If she couldn’t swim, she was going to go inside. 
 
    He’d been expecting it for some time. It was amazing, in fact, that she had held out so long. Amanda had never enjoyed simply lounging by the pool. She wasn’t a tanner; she was a swimmer. Sitting around next to the water wasn’t her thing.  
 
    Then a sudden thought occurred to him: Maybe it wasn’t the fact that she couldn’t get in the water with her outrageous bikini that was irritating her, but rather the fact that she was no longer the center of attention. 
 
    The thought gave him a new perspective. His eyes narrowed, and he studied her more closely. She was acting strange. Instead of marching inside, she shuffled from one side of the chaise lounge to the other, fiddling with the cushions and constantly looking to see if Billy had noticed her. When he didn’t, her scowl deepened even further. 
 
    Oh shit! Tom thought. He was right! She was trying to get his attention! 
 
    What happened next confirmed his hypothesis, while at the same time shocking him to the core.  
 
    Amanda stood with her hands on her hips, glaring at them for a moment, then angrily snatched her sunglasses away and flung them onto the lounge behind her. Before Tom’s mind could even comprehend what was taking place, she took two long steps forward and dove into the pool. 
 
    Holy fuck! Had she forgotten about her suit? She wasn’t supposed to get it wet! It would turn transparent! Billy was going to get an eyeful now! Shit! How could she forget such a thing? 
 
    Watching his wife’s pale form streaking toward them like a shark beneath the rippled surface of the water, Tom’s blood froze in his veins. Amanda hadn’t forgotten, he realized. She knew full well what she was doing, which could only mean one thing: she wanted to give Billy an eyeful. 
 
    When she broke the surface five feet away from where the two men stood, she raised her arms and smoothed the wet, brown locks of her hair back from her face. In doing so, she gave Billy Dubois an unobstructed view of her magnificent chest. 
 
    Tom’s memory of the transparency his wife’s swimsuit got when it was wet didn’t do justice to just how see-through it actually became. She might just as well have taken her top off before diving into the water. He could see her nipples as plain as day, stiff and pink beneath the diaphanous fabric. 
 
    Billy dropped his beer into the water and never even noticed it settling to the bottom. If his eyes had been glued to Amanda’s tits before, they were positively riveted now. The kid seemed to have momentarily lost the ability to blink, so hard was he staring at her bullet-like nipples. 
 
    Thomas stared as well. It was nothing he hadn’t seen before. She was, after all, his wife. But having her exposed this way in front of another man sent a shiver of illicit excitement down his spine. Somehow, it made her body more enticing.  
 
    She really was ravishing, he realized as he drank in the sight of her hard nipples denting the wet, transparent fabric of her bikini top. She was a goddess, a water nymph. Maybe he had become a little too accustomed to her beauty. Maybe he had taken her for granted. It was a mistake he vowed not to make going forward. 
 
    “Oh dear,” Amanda said in her best ‘schoolgirl’ voice. She dipped her sparkling eyes toward her chest and brought a hand to her mouth in a melodramatic show of surprise. “I think I’m having what those Hollywood stars call a ‘wardrobe malfunction’.”  
 
    She made no move to cover her prominent nipples, Tom noticed, allowing her two admirers to bask in the glory that was her perfect tits. When she brought her eyes back up to look at Billy, she batted her eyelashes and smiled warmly, “I’m so sorry about that.” 
 
    It was a cheesy, ridiculous tease so transparent that it could have been straight out of a porn film. Thomas snorted. Amanda giggled at her own silliness. But Billy Dubois never so much as cracked a smile. For him, there seemed to be nothing at all humorous about the situation. 
 
    He didn’t see her bat her eyes. Never saw the beaming smile she gave him nor heard her giggle. Lost in his own world, he licked his lips and continued to stare at her breasts as though they might hold the meaning of life. 
 
    “N… n… no p… p… problem,” he sputtered thirty seconds later, once his brain had finally processed the fact that she was talking to him. “No problem.” 
 
    Tom’s eyes went to Billy as he spoke. He noted that the kid’s gaze never lifted to meet Amanda’s. He simply couldn’t bring himself to tear his eyes away from her perfect tits for even one second. His breath came in shallow gasps through his wide-open mouth and he looked like a young man who was about to suffer a seizure. 
 
    Seeing in such dramatic fashion the spell his wife had cast over the younger man caused a tumult of emotions to surge through Tom. Jealousy and outrage reared their heads, only to be ridden down by the most intense sensation of erotic excitement. His mouth felt fuzzy, his pulse raced. His dick throbbed. 
 
    Amanda’s eyes shined with delight at the effect she was having on the boy, and her wicked smile made her husband’s stomach lurch. She gave Tom a knowing look and then turned without another word and swam to the ladder. She took her time climbing the rungs, purposely letting them have a look at her body while the water ran from her long legs in glistening rivulets.  
 
    When she turned and walked from the ladder toward the chaise lounge, she treated the two gawking men to an unobstructed look at her sweet little pussy. The dark, narrow strip of curly, brown hair that had escaped trimming seemed to dance back and forth like a friendly caterpillar beneath the gauzy front panel of the bikini’s bottom, beckoning to them, tantalizing them with promised delights.  
 
    Four eyes feasted on her backside when she turned her back and bent over, straight-legged again. She took her time gathering her things, letting them enjoy the view and giving her hips the occasional wiggle that Tom knew wasn’t accidental.  
 
    Once she was finished, she straightened up and, looking back over her shoulder to blow them both a teasing kiss, sashayed down the path toward the house. Her swinging gait provided them with another, equally breathtaking view of her flawless butt, in succulent, hypnotic motion this time and split profanely by the single piece of floss that separated her cheeks. 
 
    They watched her, neither one breathing, until her tight body disappeared from their view. Not until the door drew closed behind her did Thomas suddenly find his voice once more. 
 
    “I… uh… I gotta go take care of something,” he uttered, abandoning his half-finished beer unceremoniously on the edge of the pool when he hoisted himself from the water.  
 
    He offered no pretense this time, made no more excuses. What was the point, after all? Both of them knew what the “something” that Thomas had to take care of was. 
 
    “Yeah.” Without taking his eyes from the now-closed door, Billy nodded his understanding. “Of course. Go. You lucky bastard.” His youthful voice, tight and strained, cracked with grudging admiration. 
 
    Tom chuckled inwardly at the kid’s unthinking slip. It was the sort of thing Amanda would have seized on immediately, a serious breach of etiquette, hardly a proper thing to say. But Tom didn’t mind. Billy was right. No question about it. He was a lucky bastard, and the fact that his young friend thought so too only served to add fuel to the fire burning in his belly. 
 
    He didn’t even bother to grab his towel, dripping water all the way across the patio. His stiff prick led him on up the path after his wife. Bobbing uncomfortably, it slapped back and forth against his thighs inside his loose swimsuit, so hard that it felt like it might break off as he broke into an awkward, over-eager jog.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    Tom, still panting like a racehorse, propped himself up on one elbow beside his naked and now very sweaty wife. The comingled odor of sunscreen and chlorine and sex permeated the close air in the bedroom. “You mean besides having the best sex of our lives?” he grinned. 
 
    Her face drew into an exasperated grimace, and she punched his arm playfully. “Can’t really argue with that, can I?! But, no,” she drew the sheet up, hiding her breasts from his eyes, and shook her head. “I’m being serious, Tom. What are we doing? Where is this heading?” 
 
    “This?” 
 
    “This.” Her hand made a vague sweep of the two feet of air between them before swinging back toward the window that looked out over the pool. The meaning of this last gesture was clear. Billy. 
 
    Tom’s smile faded for a moment. It was a valid question and one to which he had given considerable thought of late. Just where was this headed? He still didn’t have an answer.  
 
    No. That wasn’t true. Not really. He had an answer, all right. He knew just where he wanted “this” to go. Had it all mapped out in his head. Down to the last, dirty detail. Had jerked off several times imagining it. But that answer wasn’t one he wanted to share with his wife. At least, not yet. It was too dangerous, too terrifying, the outcome too altogether uncertain. 
 
    It seemed like they were on the same page at times. Anyway, that was his impression. Amanda now actively teased Billy whenever she could, and God knew she came like a firecracker every time he mentioned their young houseguest during sex. And his own arousal had to be evident to her. Hard dicks, after all, didn’t lie.  
 
    But were they really thinking the same thing? Did Amanda want more, or was this just a safe little game for her? A controlled way to spice up their love life with no risk of it going further?  
 
    The thing that made him unsure was that there were other times when Amanda reverted back to her sane, normal self, the reliable, relatively predictable woman she had always been. There was no mention of their perverted pillow talk, and she acted as though none of it had ever happened. 
 
    It was then that the uncertainty flooded back into Thomas’s mind and made him doubt himself and the confession deep inside him that was clawing to get out. Invariably, his fear won out, and he said nothing. 
 
    His doubts were strongest just after they’d had sex. A moment ago, when his balls were full and Amanda’s legs wrapped around his waist, he was ready to spill everything, and his mind held an absolute certainty about just how she would take it when he did. But now that he’d gotten off and his head was clearer, was he ready to tell her the whole, dark, sordid truth about his fantasies? 
 
    What would she think of him if she knew that he was becoming increasingly obsessed with the idea of her taking Billy to bed? What if she knew that some part of him secretly hoped her “date” tomorrow night would end up with her on her back with the kid between her legs? 
 
    Would she recoil from him in horror? Call him a sicko? It could happen. It very well might happen. The more his worried mind turned the idea over, the more likely it seemed. What the fuck was wrong with him anyway? Shit! Maybe he really was a sicko! 
 
    “It’s not fair to keep teasing him like this,” she said, interrupting his agonized moralizing. “No matter how much fun it is.” 
 
    ‘Not fair’. She was right. Of course, she was right. There was nothing fair about what they were doing.  
 
    This was the second time this week that Amanda had teased the poor kid with that hot little body of hers and then run upstairs with Tom so that the two of them could fuck like otters while Billy nursed a colossal case of blue balls outside in the pool.  
 
    They were using him. Using him for their own kinky little sex game. It wasn’t fair. Especially, if you took into account everything that William Dubois had been through in the past few months. He deserved better. 
 
    But even in bemoaning the unfairness of what they were up to, Amanda hadn’t been able to resist quantifying it as “fun”. What did that mean? What did it say about her feelings?  
 
    Tom cursed his own uncertainty. His thoughts were circling themselves like debris in a river eddy, never escaping, never moving on, just tumbling over one another to emerge again later, battered and worn, but fundamentally unchanged. 
 
    “Do you think he knows?” she whispered. 
 
    Tom, too lost in his own musings to keep up with her rapid changes in tack, gave her a puzzled look. “Huh?” 
 
    “Do you think he knows what we’re doing right now? That I purposely showed him this,” she glanced down at her naked body, “to get you going? That we’ve been getting off on teasing him?” 
 
    His first instinct was to reassure her that the kid was clueless, that he had bought the whole “wardrobe malfunction” thing hook, line, and sinker, but he stopped. That would be a lie. Tom hated lies. And besides, he realized, the truth was so much more exciting. 
 
    “Yeah. He knows.” 
 
    Amanda’s eyes got wide. “Really?” He could tell that his blunt reply jarred her. No doubt she had expected him to be more tactful and circumspect in his answer. “How… how do you know?” 
 
    “Just now,” Tom said, softening his tone, “when I got out of the pool to chase after you… he knew what I was going to do. What we were going to go do.” 
 
    “How do you know? I mean, did he… did he say something?” 
 
    Tom nodded. “When I excused myself, he called me a ‘lucky bastard’.” 
 
    “Oh God. He said that? Really?” 
 
    “Mm hmm. Really.” 
 
    Amanda blushed and covered her face with her hands. Was it from embarrassment, or was she pleased that Billy found her so attractive? That the kid lusted after her? He couldn’t tell. 
 
    “You know he’d kill to be where I am right now, don’t you?” Tom said matter-of-factly. 
 
    She dropped her hands to the mattress and closed her eyes. Her head shook back and forth on the rumpled pillow. “I know,” she whispered. “Now that you’ve made me aware of it, I can see it in his eyes. But it’s so wrong to think about that.” 
 
    Thomas shuffled closer to her, feeling the warmth of her naked body against his. Somewhere during their discussion, his dick had grown as hard as iron again. He had to consciously stop himself from pressing it against her when he kissed her ear. “Maybe. Maybe not. The thing is, it turns you on, doesn’t it? Knowing that he thinks about having you this way?” 
 
    She let out a little whimper, and her brow furrowed as if she were in pain. She clenched her eyes tighter shut. “It shouldn’t,” she insisted. “It’s so bad.” 
 
    “But it does, doesn’t it? It makes you wet, knowing that he wants you.” 
 
    “I’m such a bad wife.” She brought her hands up to cover her face. 
 
    He reached up and took one of her hands and guided it to his crotch. The moment her fingers made contact with his throbbing erection her eyes shot open. 
 
    “Tom!” she gasped. 
 
    “It turns me on, too,” he said simply. 
 
    Her mouth fell open and she stared at him without speaking. Her green eyes searched his, as if she were trying to find the answer there to some deep, dark, and existential question she dared not speak aloud.  
 
    When he returned her gaze without flinching, she finally spoke. “I… I need to show you something,” she said. 
 
    “What a coincidence,” he whispered, grinding his boner against the soft flesh of her hip, “I’ve got something I need to show you, too.” 
 
    Tom’s antics got a giggle from her and a quick peck on the lips, but when he reached for her, she slipped from his arms and swung her legs to the floor. “Just a sec.” 
 
    His wistful eyes followed her naked body as she strode purposefully across the bedroom and disappeared into the bathroom. Now he was curious. What was it that she needed to show him, and why was it in the bathroom, of all places? Damn it, and here he thought she was going to be up for another round! 
 
    “So,” Amanda said when she stepped back into the room, “I wasn’t going to say anything, because it’s kind of embarrassing, and I didn’t know how you would take it.”  
 
    “Take what?” 
 
    In her hands, she held a pair of purple women’s underwear that she had apparently retrieved from the hamper that stood next to the shower stall. She stopped at the edge of the bed, fidgeting and wringing the skimpy pair of panties nervously in her hands.   
 
    Her face wore a pained expression when she continued, “So… I sort of found these in his room.” 
 
    “In whose room?” Thomas asked like an idiot. As though there could be any doubt ‘whose room’ she could be talking about. But looking at the panties in her hand, his brain failed to make the connection. 
 
    “His room! Billy’s! When I was gathering up the laundry yesterday. I found these crumpled up under the bed.” There was a flustered, vaguely scandalized tone to her voice that he didn’t understand. 
 
    “You mean he wears women’s underwear? He’s a crossdresser?” 
 
    “God, Thomas! You can be really dense sometimes! They’re mine, damn it! Mine!” With an annoyed scowl, she flung the panties at him and then, realizing she had raised her voice, cast a wary glance over her bare shoulder before whispering, “He had a pair of my panties.” 
 
    “Oh.” Tom picked the panties up from the bed and held them in front of his face. The first thing he noticed was that the fabric was crisscrossed with streaks of something white and crusty. It took his brain all of two seconds to form a hypothesis about just what it was. “Is that…?” 
 
    Amanda nodded nervously, shifting from one foot to the other. She crossed her arms over her naked boobs. “I think so” she hissed. “They certainly didn’t look that way when I threw them into the hamper a couple of days ago. I think he’s been…” 
 
    “Jerking off with your panties?” Thomas finished her sentence for her.  
 
    Suddenly it all clicked. He understood what she was trying to tell him, why she was freaked out, and his mind reeled with the sheer dirtiness of the thing. He turned the smooth fabric over in his hands, peering at it as though he were studying an important scientific discovery. 
 
    “Yeah. I think so.” 
 
    His eyes rose from the cum-streaked panties in his hands and met his wife’s, then dipped back down for another, sordid look. He couldn’t stop himself. It was disgusting, fascinating, beautiful, horrible… all at the same time. 
 
    Here in his hand, he held the physical embodiment of what he had been fantasizing about for weeks now. The soft fabric in his fingers held not only his wife’s womanly secretions but also the dried remains of their houseguest’s semen, spilled in the throes of the young man’s own fantasy. 
 
    There was so much of it, huge dried streaks and thick white blotches. Too much for one ejaculation. Surely… The kid must’ve masturbated several times to make this big mess, he told himself. 
 
    Like a moth to a flame, Tom’s jittery mind immediately flew to an image of their houseguest with his wife’s panties wrapped around what he had already convinced himself was a sizeable penis, and he felt his own prick twitch with excitement. 
 
    “Wow,” he murmured. His stomach did a flip-flop. 
 
    “Wow?” Amanda echoed, sliding into bed beside him. “That’s all you’ve got to say? I can’t believe you. He’s been right down the hallway, masturbating with my undies, and all you can come up with is ‘wow’?” She snuggled up next to him. “Shouldn’t you be pissed?”  
 
    She was right. It wasn’t really the response one expected from a husband. Not a normal husband, at least. He should have been outraged, insulted, madder than hell. That would have been normal. That would have been sane. Instead, he was even more turned on than he had been a moment before. 
 
    “Maybe. But I’m not.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugged. “It’s sort of…” He took a deep breath, his stomach feeling like he had just swallowed a live eel. “It’s sort of hot, really.” 
 
    “Hot? Honestly? You think it’s hot?!!”  
 
    There was shock there, but beneath it, her voice sizzled with barely contained excitement. Thomas felt her press her pelvis against him. 
 
    “Yeah. I mean, it sort of proves what I was saying earlier: he’d kill to be where I am right now. You realize, don’t you,” he hooked a finger into the waistband of the panties and lifted them for her to see, “that he was thinking of you when he did this?” 
 
    His words seemed to send an electric shock through her. She shivered against him and her fingers wrapped themselves tightly around his bicep. Her green eyes took on an excited glow. “That’s so bad,” she protested, but there was a husky, moaning undertone to her words that belied them. “So dirty.” 
 
    “Yes. It is. But just tell me,” he kissed his way along her ear, “that it doesn’t turn you on.” 
 
    Instead of answering him, she swung her leg over his pelvis and straddled him. He could feel her hand shaking when she reached down and found his hardness, then sheathed him in her slippery warmth. Tom grunted in surprise when her hungry cunt swallowed him to his balls. He didn’t need to hear her say the words; the volcanic heat of her pussy was answer enough. 
 
    Suddenly, the dirtiest idea seized Tom. Instead of laying them aside and getting down to the business of fucking his wife, he took the crusty panties and began to trail them along her shapely leg, starting at her knee and slowly, tortuously making his way upward toward her gyrating hips, then back down once more, teasing her with them. 
 
    He heard her gasp at the sensation and the knowledge of what it meant, then watched with delight as the goosebumps popped up on her alabaster flesh wherever the panties touched her.  
 
    “So bad,” she repeated. She shook her head from side to side, but her eyes were wide, burning with a crazed hunger he had never seen before. 
 
    Amanda was fucking him now for all she was worth, riding him as if he were a wild stallion in need of breaking. The bedsprings screeched out their protest, and the headboard banged rhythmically against the wall. The woman who just a few weeks ago was terrified by the thought of being overheard had been utterly replaced. Replaced by a sexy, wanton fuck goddess. 
 
    Tom was too excited by this latest revelation to play the passive partner for long. He rolled his wife onto her back and quickly slid between her open legs to sink his tool into her molten depths once more. He dangled her used panties onto her bouncing titties, sliding them across her steely nipples as he pounded his hard cock into her sopping pussy. 
 
    “Here’s your proof,” he growled. “He’d fuck you in a heartbeat. Given just the tiniest chance, Billy would be all over you.” He dragged the panties up her long neck and across her blushing cheek. 
 
    “Ungh,” she grunted, giving him a taunting grin. “And… and you’d… probably like… that, too!” 
 
    “Maybe I would,” he said through gritted teeth.  
 
    He laid the panties on the pillow next to her face and put his hands on her knees. He sawed his cock in and out of her with a ferocity that bordered on cruelty.  
 
    Amanda didn’t complain. Instead, she bucked beneath him, arching her pelvis up and fucking him back, taking all he offered and wanting more. 
 
    Tom’s ears rang with excitement as he fucked his wife. This wasn’t the first time they had included Billy Dubois in their pillow talk, but this was the furthest they had ever taken it. This was getting uncomfortably close to him breaking down and telling her the whole truth about his fantasies. 
 
    Just as things were getting good, his ears caught the sound of the back door slamming, followed a few seconds later by Billy’s feet on the stairs. Tom stopped thrusting and listened, waiting for him to pass their bedroom door. His cock throbbed inside his wife. 
 
    Amanda had heard it as well. He felt her warm body stiffen beneath him and heard her breathing quicken. She brought a finger to her lips, reminding him to be quiet. 
 
    Grinning down at her, he gave her a long, slow thrust. Predictably, she shot him a horrified glare. 
 
    “Shhh!” she hissed. “Stop it! He’ll hear us!” 
 
    Tom lowered himself down on top of her and whispered in her ear, “Maybe. Then again, maybe I should go get him to come finish the job here.”  
 
    His words had her squirming on his cock in spite of herself. A quick jab made her gasp and she brought her hands to her mouth, trying not to make a sound. 
 
    “You’d probably like that, wouldn’t you, Amanda? If I opened the door and let him have you like this?” 
 
    She was panting now, fast and shallow, breathtakingly close to a climax. Her wide, emerald eyes staring back at him held equal measures of fear and excitement.  
 
    Tom knew it was his words more than the minimal friction he was giving her with his languid fucking that had her teetering on the edge of orgasm. So, he took it further. Gathering her wrists in one hand, he stretched her arms above her head and ground into her. 
 
    “Or maybe you’d be too timid to admit that you wanted it. Maybe you’d resist.” His voice was as soft and low as the breeze, his lips no more than an inch from her ear. “Maybe I’d have to hold you down while Billy fucked you. Or, better yet, tie you up.”  
 
    He picked up the cum-stained panties from the pillow and wound them roughly around his wife’s wrists, tying a tight knot. He pounded two, brutal thrusts into her sopping pussy. “That way he could fuck you as many times as he needed!” 
 
    Bang! Amanda’s eyes rolled back in her head and her body went stiff, then began to tremble all over. Her beautiful lips contorted into a silent scream while her face flushed crimson. 
 
    The feel of her clutching pussy spasming around his member, coupled with the knowledge that Amanda was thinking about Billy Dubois fucking her while she orgasmed, ripped Tom over the precipice with her. He groaned softly into her long, soft neck, grinding against her crotch and still holding her hands above her head as he spewed his cum into her for a second time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Neither of them got much sleep that night. Following a mildly awkward supper with Billy, they went to bed early and made love again, slowly, quietly, and passionately. That made it three times in one day. They hadn’t had so much sex since they met in college. Maybe not even then. 
 
    Sometime after midnight, Tom awakened from a crazy, unsettling dream to feel the bed beneath him jiggling softly. It took a moment for his sleepy brain to figure out what was going on, but when Amanda’s soft gasp pierced the darkness he knew: his wife was masturbating next to him. 
 
    When he turned his head, there she was, staring back at him unapologetically in the soft moonlight filtering in through the windows. Her wide eyes seemed almost to glow in the dim light.  
 
    She gave him a guilty smile, but never broke rhythm; the hand between her legs kept up its steady pumping until, in the end, her pretty little mouth fell open, drawing tight into a tiny “O” as she crested the summit of her arousal. 
 
    It was a small orgasm. Certainly nothing to compare with the knee-trembling climax of their first coupling, after she had showed Billy her tits and her pussy, but the secretive smile that curled the corners of her lips told him it had been a pleasant one. Once the waves of pleasure passed, her shoulders relaxed, and she let out a long, relieved sigh.  
 
    “Sorry,” she whispered, suddenly bashful after what he had just seen her do. “I couldn’t sleep.” 
 
    He nodded, understanding the unspoken significance behind her simple statement: couldn’t sleep because I was thinking about fucking our houseguest. 
 
    That’s when he realized that they were on the same page. After all the teasing, the whispered naughtiness in the dead of night, the sordid, dirty, fantastic sex that had begun to take over their lives, and the embarrassed avoidance of the topic in the light of day, he knew in that instant that his wife was just as obsessed with the idea as he was.  
 
    This dark and secret fantasy of his wasn’t his alone. It was one they shared. He didn’t have to hide it from her. Not anymore. And in that instant, he made up his mind to come clean and tell her everything that had been on his mind for so long. 
 
    Summoning his courage, he opened his mouth and took a deep breath. This was it, the moment he had feared and dreaded and hoped for and dreamed about for weeks now. The moment of truth. His heart was in his throat, but before he could speak the words, Amanda’s voice cut him off. 
 
    “I want to do it,” she said simply. 
 
    The words hit him almost like a physical blow, knocking the air from his lungs. 
 
    “Wh… what?” he croaked. 
 
    It was a kneejerk response, a silly, meaningless question the only purpose of which was to gain time for him to think. He’d heard her. Heard her loud and clear. He knew exactly what she was saying, but the shock of her sudden revelation was almost more than his mind could process. 
 
    “I want to do it. For real,” she repeated. Her eyes, clear and bright, seemed to bore into his very soul. There was still the shy reticence behind them, but now they also held a sort of quiet determination. “With Billy. No more pretend. No more fantasy. I want him. I want him for real.” 
 
    Tom’s stomach lurched. “For real”. The two words were pregnant with meaning. “You mean…?” 
 
    “Yes,” she nodded. “I’m sorry to spring this on you this way. I… it’s terrible, I know. For you, this probably feels like it’s coming from nowhere. Maybe it is. I don’t know, but to tell the truth, I’ve been thinking about it for a while now.”  
 
    Tom’s brain raced, trying to catch up with the things she was saying. Was his mind playing tricks on him? Was he dreaming this, or was it real? Was she really giving voice to the things that had been on his mind for the past few weeks? His hopes rose like a swelling tide with each syllable that fell from her lips. “Thinking about him?” he heard a voice that sounded like his own ask.  
 
    “Yes. About him.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “Ever since you drew my attention to the way he looks at me.” She stopped, and her eyes got a faraway look in them. She shook her head as if forcing herself to return to the present. “God, were you right! He’s constantly looking at me. Undressing me with those hungry brown eyes of his when he thinks I’m not looking.” 
 
    “You like that?” Tom asked, stupidly. As though the husky tone in his wife’s voice wasn’t answer enough to that question, to say nothing of how horny she had been since he brought up the subject. 
 
    “Yes. Oh God, yes! I do. It gives me goosebumps It makes me feel so… so… I don’t know… so desirable, I guess. And desired. He looks at me like a woman. The way you used to look at me. Back in the day.” 
 
    When she shrugged and smiled at him, he could see the tumult of emotions in her eyes. The sparkling flames of excitement were tempered by a shroud of misty, hesitant guilt. This was difficult for her, he realized. 
 
    “Back before we became old married people,” Tom joked, but his voice was cynical, tinged with regret. It stung to think that he had neglected her, that he no longer made her feel desirable, that he didn’t give her goosebumps. But it was understandable, wasn’t it? After all, they had been married a long time. At least she rewarded his self-deprecating wit with a soft giggle. 
 
    “I guess so, yeah. And you made me notice that. Then, you started mentioning him every time we were… together. When we were making love. Again and again. I knew you were just trying to get me going, that it was just a game, but he was always there, inside my head. And at some point, I began to let myself imagine what it would be like, if it were him between my legs instead of you. It was so taboo, so wrong, so insanely exciting.” 
 
    “You thought about him when we were doing it?” Tom felt the shakiness in his voice, and his cock flexed at the implications of his own question. His heart pounded so loudly in his ears that it sounded like hammer blows on an empty oil drum and threatened to drown out her voice entirely. 
 
    “I…” Her eyes dipped to stare at the sheets for a second. “Sometimes.” There wasn’t enough light for him to see it, but he knew her well enough to know that his question had made her blush.  
 
    “Oh,” he whispered. He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling. She’d been fighting the same fight he had, struggling with the same sort of secret fantasies, afraid to tell him. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I… I… I didn’t mean to, and I’ve tried to fight it, Tom,” she said when she looked back up. “Really, I have. But you wouldn’t let up. You just…” Her voice faltered, and she seemed to lose her nerve, rolling onto her back to stare at the ceiling.  
 
    “I just kept pushing,” he furnished.   
 
    It was an unexpected revelation to him, one that suddenly shifted everything into a state of clarity. He had been pushing. At the time, it hadn’t seemed that way. He had seen it as more of a gentle, playful nudge. But he had been pushing her. Pushing hard. Now, he was beginning to understand that he had wholly underestimated the effect his words had had on his wife. 
 
    It had all started, he knew, because of sex. Or, more accurately, because of a lack of sex. Because of Amanda’s hang-up about Billy overhearing them “in flagrante delicto”. After weeks of frustration, a chance remark had allowed him to find his way back into his wife’s pants. And that way had just happened to involve Billy Dubois. 
 
    To his surprise, he had found that the more he had teased her with Billy, the hornier she had gotten. And the more willing she had been. It had been good. Oh, so good! More than good, it had been amazing. 
 
    Their sex life had unfurled like a sail before the wind, sweeping them both along at a breakneck pace through a sea of passion that they hadn’t visited in years. So, he had set his course and held the tiller with a firm, unwavering hand and, in so doing, brought them both into the uncharted waters in which they now found themselves. 
 
    Along the way, there had been rationalizations aplenty, excuses made to justify what he was doing, what they were doing. It was just a game. A little harmless fun. No more than dirty pillow talk. But in the end, this game had become a dark obsession for them both, one that neither could shake. 
 
    Billy Dubois was no longer just a side character in their personal theatrical production. He had taken center stage. And the two main leads were now holding their breaths and waiting to see where he would take them. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, nodding but not looking at him. “You kept pushing.” There was a bittersweet sadness to her pronouncement that nearly broke his heart.  
 
    Neither spoke again for several minutes. Instead, they lay there in silence, side by side in the dark, each of them thinking their own thoughts, for what seemed like an eternity, before Tom propped himself up on an elbow again and looked at his wife. 
 
    “So, when you said it ‘wasn’t fair’ to keep teasing him, what you really meant was…” 
 
    Another nod, silent this time, that sent a sizzling bolt of illicit excitement racing down his spine and straight to his straining cock. 
 
    “… that you wanted to let him have you.” 
 
    The end of the sentence, already made unnecessary by her nod, trailed off to a shaky whisper but, to his ears, sounded as loud as a cannon shot in the closeness of their bedroom. 
 
    “Yes. To have me. To fuck me.” 
 
    “Wow!” he whispered. The directness and vulgarity of her pronouncement made his head spin. 
 
    How quickly everything had changed. A moment ago, he had been mustering all of his courage to confess his naughty secret to her, trembling at the thought of how she might take it. Now, the shoe was on the other foot, and he found himself struggling to keep up with her confession. 
 
    All this time, for so many weeks, he had been worrying and agonizing over his depraved fantasies, and now he realized that his wife had been nursing some very dirty fantasies of her own. And for the first time, it occurred to him that hers might very well outstrip his own. 
 
    Her head tossed from side to side on the pillow next to him. “Oh God, Tom! I know it’s wrong… to want such a thing. I’m a married woman. He’s so much younger. It’s so bad. So… so… so… dirty.” 
 
    “Dirty?” 
 
    “Yes. Dirty. So deliciously dirty.” 
 
    “Because you’re married…” 
 
    “Yes. There’s that. Of course, there’s that. But it’s more. It’s more than just the sex, more than just the idea of an illicit tryst. More than just the infidelity. It’s because he’s… because he’s…” 
 
    “What, because he’s so much younger?” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s younger, and he’s also inexperienced…” 
 
    Suddenly, he understood. “You mean because he’s a virgin.” 
 
    A shuddering sigh and a nod of her head told him he had hit the mark. She couldn’t meet his eyes. 
 
    “Wow,” he said again. 
 
    It surprised him to discover that Amanda would care about such a thing. He’d always assumed that the whole defloration fantasy was a “man thing”. The idea that a woman might relish the thought of taking an inexperienced young man and ushering him into manhood had never even occurred to him. And yet, that was exactly what his wife was saying.  
 
    She wasn’t just interested in fucking their houseguest. There was a level of excitement for her beyond the carnal act itself. One that transcended even the excitement of being unfaithful, albeit with her husband’s knowledge. 
 
    She specifically wanted to take Billy’s virginity. As hot as the idea itself was, it was the enthusiasm in her voice when she spoke again that made Tom’s cock feel like it was going to burst. 
 
    “Oh God! I don’t know why. I don’t understand it at all, but it turns me on so much, thinking about being the first woman he’s ever touched, to see the wonder of discovery in his eyes when I take him inside me.” She stopped and stared into thin air for several seconds before continuing, “And now I’m obsessed with it. It’s all I can think about. All day. Every day. Being his first. I’m such a horrible wife.” 
 
    In the darkness, Thomas saw a single tear spill from the corner of her eye to roll down her cheek. The sight nearly broke his heart, and he reached his hand out to wipe it away. The feel of its warm wetness on the tips of his fingers shattered the last thread of resistance inside him. He had to tell her everything. 
 
    “No. No, you’re not,” he said. “You’re not horrible at all.” 
 
    “Do you hate me?” she asked him. 
 
    “No! Of course, not! I love you. I love you more than anything in the world. It’s okay, baby,” he whispered. “In fact, I have a little confession of my own to make.” 
 
    She turned her head and, capturing his hand in hers, kissed his knuckles. Her eyes, still brimming with tears, now held a growing curiosity. “What, Tom? What is it?” she sniffed. 
 
    “It’s not just you. I’ve been thinking about it, too. A lot. All the time, really. I just didn’t know how to bring it up. I mean, sure, when we were having sex, I’d tease you about it, use the idea to get us both off, but I was terrified to tell you how I really felt.” 
 
    “And how do you really feel?” Amanda’s tight, barely audible whisper seemed to vibrate with tension in the inky stillness.  
 
    “The truth is…” He swallowed and began again, “The truth is: I’ve wanted you to fuck him for weeks.” 
 
    Once the words were spoken, Tom felt as though an enormous weight had been lifted from him. Now she knew. Now, there were no more secrets between them. 
 
    “Oh, Tom.” Amanda blinked and another tear rolled down her cheek. “Really? You have? You’re not just saying that to make me feel better? Honestly?” 
 
    “What do you think?” He guided her hand beneath the sheet and smiled at her when her warm fingers wrapped themselves around his erection. “Is that honest enough?” 
 
    He kissed her lips and felt her melt into him. 
 
    “Oh, Tom,” she said again. 
 
    She sat up, and the sheet slid down to pool around her hips. Her perfect breasts stared at him in the moonlight, their nipples standing at attention in the coolness of the room. She wiped her cheeks with the back of her hand. 
 
    “You’d really let me do this? You wouldn’t be jealous?” 
 
    Tom laughed. “I’m not going to say that! I’ll be jealous, all right. Hell, on some level, I’m sure it’ll kill me. But I want you to do it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “There’s the million-dollar question. That’s something I’ve thought a lot about over the past few weeks. Why? Why the hell would any man in his right mind want his wife to have sex with another man?” 
 
    “And what have you come up with?” 
 
    “Nada. Zilch. Not a fucking thing.” 
 
    She frowned. “Really?” 
 
    “Really. I don’t know why I want this, and that’s the honest truth.” 
 
    “That’s just weird. You want me to fuck another guy, and you don’t even understand why?” 
 
    “Weirder than your obsession with taking his virginity?”  
 
    “Touché.” 
 
    “But you’re right. It is weird. I know it is. And it makes no sense to me either,” he shrugged and ran his fingers through his hair. “Believe you me, I’ve tried everything I can think of to figure it out. No matter which way I try to come at it, I can’t understand why the idea turns me on. But it does. More than anything.” 
 
    Without warning, Amanda burst into laughter, bringing her hand up to cover her mouth as her body shook with mirth. 
 
    “What?” Tom asked. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Us. This. Fate. Two odd ducks like us finding each other. I mean, what are the chances?” 
 
    “Odd ducks? The chances? What are you talking about, Amanda?” 
 
    “Think about it. Here you are, a man who fantasizes about his wife being with another guy. And you just happen to be married to yours truly, a woman who spends every waking moment thinking about spreading her legs for our young houseguest… See what I mean?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” Tom nodded. Listening to her sum up their mutual kink had him practically salivating with lust. 
 
    “But fantasy is one thing, honey. We’re talking about doing it for real.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “It’s not something that can be undone.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “So then… you’d be okay with it, if something happened between him and me?” 
 
    Thomas took his time in answering, chewing over the reply he already knew he was going to give her and all that it might mean for their future together. One last time he weighed the pros and cons of the thing. As always, the balance his mind provided him came up on the side of forging ahead, of realizing the fantasy that had been clawing at his insides for so long. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said at length. “I would.”  
 
    Now it was her turn to pause while she considered his reply. He could see the cogs turning in her head and wondered if she were going through the same calculations he had just completed.  
 
    “And you wouldn’t resent me afterwards?” she asked. “Wouldn’t feel like I’d betrayed you? That I was a cheater? A whore? Can you promise me that you wouldn’t get all weird and… oh, I don’t know… decide that I was a worthless slut and that you didn’t want me anymore? Kick me to the curb and demand a divorce?” 
 
    “No. Never. Not in a million years. Nothing like that. I promise. It would be just sex. It wouldn’t change anything between us.” 
 
    “Yes, it would. You know it would. Sex changes things. Sex changes everything it touches, Tom. From that point on, every time we made love, you’d think about it, about how Billy had been with me, had fucked me, that his dick had been where yours was.” 
 
    Again, the crudeness of her words took his breath away, but it was true. The moment she said it, he knew it was true. Things would change. If she had sex with Billy, things would most definitely change. How could anything ever be the same after an event like that? 
 
    “Okay. Fair enough. But that’s not what I meant. I meant that I’d still love you,” he insisted. “It wouldn’t change that. Him fucking you wouldn’t make me love you or respect you any less. And as for always thinking about how he’d fucked you…” he hesitated. 
 
    “Yes?” She raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “… that would make it so fucking hot, baby!” he grinned. 
 
    “Hmph!” she snorted. “Pervert!” Despite her feigned irritation, he could see the fire burning bright in her emerald eyes when she returned his smile. She was obviously not dissatisfied with his answer. “Do you think you could handle that? For real? Letting him put his dick inside me, letting him fuck me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You want your wife to be his first?” 
 
    There it was again, proof of just how much that whole concept got to her. And she wasn’t the only one. The more she mentioned it, the more it turned his brain to jelly and his dick to steel.  
 
    “Yes,” he nodded.  
 
    He felt like a broken record, repeating the same word again and again, but Amanda’s teasing tone made thinking almost as hard as it made his dick. 
 
    “So, tomorrow? Should I make a move? Do you really want this to happen? After my little date with him? You want me to try to seduce him?” 
 
    How quickly this discussion had turned from a revelation of hidden desires to a concrete plan. Now she was actually setting a time. A time when she would wrench their mutual fantasy out of the dark corners of their imaginations and into the stark, bright light of reality. Beneath the sheet, he felt his dick twitch with excitement at the realization. 
 
    “Yesss,” he groaned. Despite his best efforts, he just couldn’t keep the tremble from his voice. She was driving him crazy with her rapid-fire string of questions, and the impish look in her eyes told him she was well aware of the fact. 
 
     “Oh, you like that, huh?” she teased, giggling at the way her words made him writhe beneath the sheets. “You want me to spread my legs for him? Give him my married pussy?”  
 
    “Oh God, Amanda! Yes. I think it would be hot as fuck!” The words came out as a tight moan. 
 
    Thomas gasped when Amanda’s hand ripped the sheet away from his rampant cock with no warning. The combination of surprise and the cool night air made it twitch. He looked down at himself and then back up to his wife, only to see her licking her lips while she stared at the physical proof of his excitement.  
 
    “Apparently so,” she smiled. She bent low over him and swiped the clear droplet of precum from the purple head of his cock. Then, she slowly ran her tongue down his shaft to plant a kiss on his sack. 
 
    They made love then, slowly and passionately, clinging to each other like two shipwrecked souls as they coupled quietly in the darkness. It didn’t take long; they were both too worked up and too sore for anything lengthy.  
 
    That made it four times. Four times in a 24-hour period. The new record. 
 
    As they both lay panting and exhausted, she asked him one last time, “You’re sure about this? About tomorrow, him and me?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said again. “Absolutely.” 
 
    “All right then. I guess tomorrow’s the day.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    The afternoon sun had begun its downward arc toward the horizon when Tom walked into the bathroom. Evening was approaching. 
 
    Amanda was sitting in front of the mirror in her bathrobe, getting ready for her date. He bent to plant a kiss on his wife’s slender neck, and his nostrils were met by the familiar scent of her perfume. She was putting the final touches on her makeup before she slipped into one of the expensive new dresses she had bought.  
 
    When their eyes met in the mirror, she looked away shyly, the color rising to her cheeks. He understood. She was as nervous about this as he was, if such a thing were even possible. He patted her shoulder and left her to get ready. 
 
    When he reached the stairs, he paused and cast a contemplative glance back toward the bedroom door. His ears heard the sound of the shower running in the guest room down the hall. Billy was getting ready too. His eyes drifted slowly in that direction, and the lump that formed in his throat made it hard for Thomas to swallow. 
 
    In spite of his very real excitement, he felt lost and jumpy. His stomach had a queasy, nauseous, heavy feel to it that, at any other time, would have had him suspecting that he was coming down with something. Only, it wasn’t any illness that was causing his guts to churn… He closed his eyes and reminded himself to breathe. 
 
     Standing there with one hand on the railing, Tom thought for the first time about what he would do this evening, alone in the house. It was something he hadn’t even considered. 
 
    Fuck! Was this really happening? Were they really going to go through with this? A sudden wave of panic swept over him, causing him to clutch the banister with both hands to keep from falling. Shit! He was losing it! 
 
    For the sake of his sanity, he would have to come up with something to occupy his thoughts, something he could do while they were out, something to take his mind off his wife and the young man he could hear showering down the hall. A distraction. That was what he needed, but what could possibly distract him from something of such brutal, life-changing import? 
 
    He had been like this most of the day. Jittery and tense, weirdly indecisive. At first, he had tried to busy himself with work but found he couldn’t concentrate. He was making too many mistakes. So, he had gone outside and puttered around in the back yard, trimming the roses, pulling weeds from the flowerbeds. Twice, he looked down only to discover that he had ripped out a fistful of flowers, rather than weeds. 
 
    It was worst around the pool. It was utterly impossible for him to look at the crystal-clear water without thinking about his wife and Billy. The connection shouldn’t have come as a surprise. This was, after all, where Amanda had showed the kid her succulent breasts. 
 
    Thomas had been forced to shift his sudden erection to a more comfortable position in his jeans as the memory of yesterday’s events played once more in his mind. It hadn’t just been her tits that Amanda had let Billy see. He had also gotten an up-close and personal look at her carefully manicured snatch.  
 
    Later tonight, if things went right, Tom had smiled to himself as he gazed at the water, the kid would be doing more than just looking! 
 
    The hours had dragged on, with Tom’s mind never straying for more than a few minutes from the image of their young houseguest between his wife’s legs. His mood ranged from abject panic to utter arousal, bouncing back and forth between these conflicting emotions with only one constant: whatever passion held sway at any given moment, he seemed always to have a perpetual erection. 
 
     Now, at long last, the time had arrived. As he started down the staircase, Tom wondered, half in earnest, if his heart would bear the strain. 
 
    He trudged down the stairs to the entryway and glanced around. Now what? What exactly was the etiquette, when sending your wife off on a date with another man? Should he just stand there waiting like a chump in the foyer, or go sit down in the living room? Maybe pour himself a Scotch and try not to think about things too much? As if that were possible!  
 
    He sighed to himself. It was going to be a long night. 
 
    Tom flinched so hard that he bit his tongue when a soft hand touched his back. “Ow!” His hand flew up to his mouth. “Fuck!” 
 
    “Easy, baby,” his wife’s voice giggled. “It’s just me.” 
 
    He dropped his hand, embarrassed by his own foolishness. “Oh. Yeah. Sorry. Just a little on edge, I guess. So, are you ready?” 
 
    Amanda nodded. Her emerald eyes sparkled with an unmistakable excitement. She glanced down at her outfit and asked him, “What do you think?” 
 
    Tom had momentarily been so preoccupied by the pain in his tongue that he hadn’t even noticed what his wife was wearing. Now that she drew his attention to her attire, he forgot all about his wounded tongue.  
 
    The new dress she had on was quite possibly the sexiest thing he had ever seen. It hugged her curves like a shimmering coat of burgundy paint, seeming to gently caress her beautiful tits and showcase her round, firm ass. The fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra was made painfully clear to him when she turned to reveal that the dress was not only tight, slinky, and short, it was also backless. He couldn’t help but wonder if she had forgone panties as well. 
 
    The lacy tops of her black stockings stopped an inch below her surprisingly short skirt. An obviously expensive pair of pumps adorned her feet, with heels so high that Tom wondered how she was able to walk in them. A delicate gold necklace and large hoop earrings rounded out her look. The overall effect was stunning. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Amanda rolled her eyes at his eloquence. “You do realize,” she said,” that that has become your favorite word recently.” But her brilliant smile told him that she was anything but displeased with his reaction. 
 
    “Sorry, but you… God, Amanda! You look amazing.” 
 
    She beamed. “Aw! Really? So, you think Billy will approve?” 
 
    “Approve? One look at you and his dick will probably break off!” 
 
    “Oh. We can’t have that. After all, I have plans for his dick,” she grinned at him. 
 
    Tom’s stomach did a flip and another wave of nausea swept over him. His hand found the rounded edge of the wainscoting, and he steadied himself. Her words were like a kick to the gut, or maybe the balls, and from the way his wife’s smile vanished, he knew she had noticed. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    He nodded, not trusting his voice. Again, he reminded himself to breathe. Why was this whole thing such a roller coaster of emotions for him? This was what he wanted, wasn’t it?  
 
     Her eyes searched his. “Are you sure about this? I mean, you know… about afterwards? Are you having second thoughts? It’s not too late, you know. I can just go to dinner with him. Nothing has to happen.”  
 
    A sudden image shot through his head of Amanda with her legs spread wide, Billy pumping like an oil derrick between them. His cock surged to life at the thought. Was that what he wanted? Yes! Oh fuck, yes! The aching hardness between his legs screamed the answer at him louder than any words ever could. 
 
    “I don’t have to do this.” The tender concern in her voice instantly drove away the last remnants of his momentary reticence. The clouds parted and a sense of clarity descended upon them. He wanted this to happen. More than anything. He just needed to get his conflicting emotions under control. 
 
    Shaking his head, he craned his neck to glance up the staircase. There was no sign of Billy. They were alone for the moment. 
 
    “No. I want this,” he said. “But, I…” 
 
    The moment was gone. Before he could finish what he was going to say, his ears caught the sound of Billy’s feet on the stairs. He suddenly felt like a fool, standing there in the foyer next to his wife. There was no way they didn’t look like the conspirators they were. 
 
    “Hey, man!” Tom spun away from Amanda and waved to their houseguest. Inwardly, he cringed at how artificial the greeting sounded. Too loud. Too jovial. Like a bad actor overplaying a part. Fuck! Get it together, Tom! “You all set?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think so. Is this all right?” He pinched the front of his baby blue shirt and raised his eyebrows. “I wasn’t sure just what I should wear.” 
 
    “The shirt’s fine. So are the slacks,” Tom said, “but you’re going to need a tie.” 
 
    “Oh… really?” 
 
    “‘Fraid so,” Amanda explained. “Chef Bonet’s has a pretty strict dress code.” 
 
    “Oh. I didn’t realize. The only one I have with me is my black one from the…”  
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Amanda said before he could finish his sentence. “Let me go grab one of Tom’s. Be right back.” She gave him a friendly pat on the shoulder and a warm smile as she squeezed past and headed back up the stairs toward the master bedroom.  
 
    It dawned on Tom that the next word out of Billy’s mouth was going to be “funeral”. No wonder his wife had cut him off. She didn’t want him thinking about the funeral or his parent’s death right now. Not with what she had planned. 
 
    As she mounted the stairs, it was impossible for the two men not to stare at her naked back and her firm butt as she swayed up the winding staircase like a jungle cat retreating into the treetops. The further she ascended, the more exquisitely long her stocking-clad legs appeared in her fantastically high heels. 
 
    Once again, Tom found young Billy’s reaction to his wife’s beauty even more exciting. His eyes darted back and forth between the kid and Amanda, and the hunger he saw in the young man’s gaze made his heart beat faster and his already hard cock throb in time with his pulse. It was the same look he had seen on the kid’s face yesterday when Amanda’s suit had gone transparent. 
 
    Billy stood, unaware of Tom’s eyes on him, unaware, in fact, of everything else around him, mouth hanging open in lustful wonder, and gaped at her. Rooted in place, he seemed scarcely to breathe, utterly hypnotized by her feminine body and its scarcely veiled promise of sex. His wide, brown eyes stubbornly refused to blink, until she reached the newel post and slid like a wraith around the corner. 
 
    When Amanda disappeared from their sight, a painful awkwardness immediately enveloped the two men standing in the foyer. Tom shifted from one foot to the other, clearing his throat, while Billy’s eyes climbed to the crown molding on the wall to his left, studying it with an intensity normally reserved for exterminators or students of architecture. 
 
    The silence was oppressive, stretching out between them like a rubber band, threatening to break at any moment. With each passing second, it got worse until Tom finally could stand it no longer. 
 
     “So… uh,” he muttered. 
 
    “So.”  
 
    “Soooo…” He had nothing. Nothing at all to say. Fuck! Say something, you dimwit! His mind was a total blank. 
 
    “Yeah.” Billy’s fingers drummed nervously against his thigh. 
 
    Tom’s eyes went to the stairs again. He wished Amanda would hurry up. Where was she? What was taking so long? Didn’t she realize that he was dying here? “I… uh…” Think! Think! An idea occurred to him.  
 
    “Hey! Listen, you want to take my car? Sure, you do! Let me just go grab the keys for you.” He had already started toward the kitchen, when his wife’s voice above him stopped him in his tracks. 
 
    “Oh, that won’t be necessary, honey.”  
 
    If the sight of Amanda walking up the stairs had been entertaining, watching her glide back down them was infinitely more so.  
 
    Her shapely hips seemed to swing from handrail to handrail with each step, and Tom caught himself wondering again if she were wearing any underwear beneath her breathtakingly short skirt. One false step would tell him for sure. A quick glance at Billy left him fairly certain that the kid was thinking the exact same thing. 
 
    “We don’t need your keys,” she smiled at him. In her hand, she held two silk neckties. They were, Tom noted, among the most expensive ones he owned. 
 
    “Oh. Okay.”  
 
    She held both of the ties up against Billy’s shirt and then, choosing the one she liked best, draped the other one over her husband’s shoulder. She turned up the young man’s collar and went to work, her nimble fingers expertly tying a half Windsor knot with a rapidity that left both men astonished.  
 
    When she was satisfied, she ran her fingers over the smooth fabric, patting it flat, then turned to face her husband. She smiled broadly. 
 
    “Actually, I thought Billy and I would take my car,” she smiled. Amanda looped her arm through Billy’s. “It gets better gas mileage. Besides,” she leaned in and kissed Tom’s cheek, “it also has a bigger back seat.” 
 
    The giggle that followed this outrageous proclamation, Tom knew, was designed to make Billy think she was joking. It worked, too. Sort of. The kid chuckled nervously at her joke, though his normally pale face seemed to lose a bit more color. How much paler would he have been, Tom wondered, had he but known what Amanda had in store for him? 
 
    The moment the door closed behind them, Tom hurried to the window and spread the blinds with his fingers. There they were, walking arm-in-arm down the sidewalk to the car. They looked good together, like a pair of lovers, he thought.  
 
    When Billy started around the hood of the car, Amanda stopped him and pointed toward her unopened door. She was taking this seriously, Tom thought, using the opportunity to teach him how to behave on a date. 
 
    He laughed to himself when the kid scurried back to her side and swung the door open, but his laugh died in his throat when Amanda turned her eyes back to the house where her husband stood watching and rose on her tiptoes to plant an appreciative kiss on the young man’s cheek. Tom felt the queerest of sensations sizzle through his guts, something he hadn’t felt in many years. Tom Walker was jealous.  
 
    It was just a twinge of the green-eyed monster. Nothing groundbreaking. Nothing extreme. It wasn’t going to send him into a murderous rage. Hell, it wasn’t even going to make him reconsider letting his wife fuck this young man. But it was there, nonetheless, raw and vaguely painful and very unexpected. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    When he heard the car pull up in the driveway, Tom darted to the window and peeked through the blinds. He was surprised to find that it was already dark outside and even more surprised when he looked at his watch and realized that two hours had passed since Billy and his wife had left for their date. 
 
     He watched Billy get out and circle quickly around the hood of the car to open the passenger door. The kid, he noted, hadn’t forgotten the lesson in chivalry she had taught him earlier.  
 
    Amanda’s long legs swung to the pavement, and she took the hand that the young man offered her, flashing him a brilliant smile as he helped her out. William’s manners, Tom had to admit, had definitely improved under his wife’s tutelage. 
 
    He watched them walk up the sidewalk, arm in arm, as before. As they got nearer, he could hear their voices through the door, chatting merrily with each other.  
 
    Once they were close enough for him to pick out individual words, he realized that she was still giving him pointers. When they had stopped just on the other side of the door, Tom could hear their voices as plain as day.  
 
    “Now this is the moment of truth,” Amanda said. “After the date, when you walk the girl to her front door. To kiss or not to kiss, that is the question.” 
 
    “Oh… I… All right. I’ve never… really… So, how do I know what to do?” 
 
    “There are some cues you have to learn to pick up on.”  
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Okay, let’s start out easy. If she turns around at the door and immediately offers you a handshake, that’s it. The gig is up. No kiss for you. You just shake her hand, smile and thank her for a lovely time, and get back in your car. Easy peasy. Although, chances are, you’re not getting a second date. The handshake is pretty much the worst-case scenario.” 
 
    “Geez. Okay. So, then… I mean, what’s the best-case scenario?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s easy,” Amanda said. “She unlocks the door, pulls you inside, and jumps your bones right there on the living room rug.”  
 
    He heard her giggle, and in his mind’s eye, Tom could see the devilish grin that accompanied her words. He almost felt sorry for Billy. Almost. 
 
    “Oh… uh… okay,” the kid stuttered. 
 
    “But a more likely scenario is that she will wait for you to kiss her.” 
 
    “I… How do I…?” 
 
    “Billy?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “You’ve really never kissed a girl?” 
 
    The long, nervous pause that followed her question told Tom all he needed to know. So, it was true! Not only was the kid a virgin, he had never even kissed a girl. Amanda immediately sprang into the void and tried to put him at ease. 
 
    “It’s okay, Billy. Really. There’s no reason to be nervous. It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    “Pfft! That’s easy for you to say. You’re not the one who has never been kissed.” 
 
    “That’s true. Okay. Tell you what: what if we just got that out of the way?” 
 
    Tom knew where this was going, and he felt his pulse quicken at the thought. He strained his ears to hear what would happen next. 
 
    “What do you mean? Get what out of the way?” Billy asked. He was obviously confused.  
 
    “Your first kiss, silly! Why don’t we get that out of the way, so that you’re not so nervous about it?” 
 
    “But how? Who? I mean, you’re not suggesting that…” 
 
    “Why not? I’m right here, willing and able. Just plant one on me, stud,” she said. “Or maybe you think I’m too old? Is that it? Or not pretty enough?”  
 
    “N… n… no. I mean… I…” 
 
    Billy’s stammering voice trembled with nervous tension. Now Tom did feel sorry for the kid. Amanda was killing him. 
 
    “So, you don’t find me attractive?” 
 
    “No… I mean, yes. I do. God, Amanda… You’re gorgeous!” 
 
    “Then what’s the problem?” 
 
    “You’re… you’re married. What about Tom?” 
 
    “It’s just a kiss, Billy. And besides, as you’ve probably noticed,” she said, “my husband’s not the jealous type.” 
 
    “I… I… He’s not? I mean… I… it’s just…” 
 
    “Billy?” 
 
    “Um, yes?” 
 
    “Stop overthinking things and kiss me.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Whatever he was about to say was cut short by the sound of their two bodies thumping against the closed door. Tom put his eye to the peephole, but all he could see was part of his wife’s head, her brown hair shining in the moonlight. 
 
    He pressed his ear against the door and caught the familiar, wet sound of lips on lips. So much for Billy never having been kissed! Unless he was very much mistaken, the kid was getting a first kiss he would remember for the rest of his life. 
 
    Tom’s dick strained at his zipper as he listened to his wife making out with their houseguest just a few inches from his head. Fuck! What he wouldn’t have given to have been able to see them! 
 
    “Oh my God!” Billy’s breathless voice whispered 30 seconds later. 
 
    “Mm hmm,” Amanda agreed. “Not bad for a first timer. Though, usually it’s the man who takes the initiative. Here, switch places with me and let’s try it again. Just pretend I’m your date and that you’ve just walked her to her front door.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Another soft thump against the door. More wet smacking sounds. His wife’s body, Tom knew, was being pushed against the door by Billy Dubois just inches from his head. He bit his lip and listened, his hand unconsciously rubbing the sudden hardness between his legs. 
 
    “Nice,” Amanda pronounced in a sultry tone a few seconds later. “Very nice. See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 
    There was no reply, so Tom could only guess that the kid was shaking his head. 
 
    “I told you there was nothing to it. Easy peasy. Come on. Let’s go see what Tom is up to.” 
 
    Her key slid into the lock, and a sudden panic shot through Thomas. Fuck! They were about to walk in and find him eavesdropping! 
 
    Like a flash, he sprinted across the foyer and ducked into the living room, snatching up a book that was lying on the coffee table as he leapt into his recliner. He scarcely had time to flick on the table lamp before he heard the front door close. 
 
    “Honey, we’re home!” Amanda’s cheerful voice announced. 
 
    Tom could hear the rustling sounds of them taking their shoes off in the entryway. “In the living room,” he answered, trying to sound casual and failing utterly. To his ears, the words came out as little more than a nervous squeak.  
 
    Amanda was finished before Billy. When she stepped around the corner, she smirked and shook her head. She glanced behind her at their houseguest then back to Tom and brought her index finger up to describe a small circle in the empty air between them, dipping her eyes meaningfully toward the book he held. 
 
    It took Tom a moment to realize what his wife was trying to tell him; he was holding the book he was pretending to read upside down. He cursed softly at his own stupidity and spun it 180 degrees a split second before Billy walked into the room. 
 
    “You guys have a nice time?” he asked, trying again for that elusive casual tone. He closed the book and laid it on the table next to him. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Amanda answered for him. “We had a marvelous time.”  
 
    She ran her thumb suggestively along her bottom lip, then looked at Billy and winked, causing the already nervous looking young man to blush bright red. He looked like he might just faint at any moment. 
 
    “Why don’t you have a seat, Billy, while my husband and I make us some snacks. I thought we might watch a movie.” 
 
    “I… okay,” he muttered. His eyes avoided Tom’s as he shuffled past him and around the edge of the couch. He plopped down, swallowed immediately by its brown, overstuffed cushions. 
 
    “You’re going to make the poor boy have a heart attack,” Tom whispered to her when they were safely out of earshot. 
 
    “I sure hope not,” she said with a grin. “I haven’t even gotten started.” 
 
    Amanda pushed him up against the refrigerator and kissed him with a wild hunger. As her tongue darted into his mouth, his nostrils caught the faintest whiff of Billy’s aftershave, lingering on her soft hair. His wife’s unexpected passion, coupled with the knowledge that those warm lips of hers had been kissing another man just a few minutes earlier, made him dizzy with lust. 
 
    “I heard you,” she said. “Heard your feet in the foyer just before we came in. You were listening at the door, weren’t you?” 
 
    He nodded without speaking. 
 
    “Pervert! And did you like what you heard?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So, you haven’t changed your mind? About what comes next?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re sure? This is your last chance to tell me if you want me to stop.” 
 
    Tom shook his head. No way did he want her to stop. Not now that he was so close to seeing the thing he had fantasized about for so long. “No. I… I want this.” 
 
    “Do you? What is it that you want? Tell me.” She ground her hot body against his and put her lips to his ear, her whispering voice sending goosebumps racing up his neck. “Go on, baby. Let me hear you say the words.” 
 
    He swallowed and reached between them to shift his swollen cock to a more comfortable position. His ears were suddenly ringing like a church tower. Why was she torturing him like this? And why was it turning him on so much? 
 
    “I… I want you to do it. To... I…” 
 
    “Yes? Go on. You want me to do what, Tom? I’m waiting. Billy’s waiting. Tell me what to do.” 
 
    “Oh God, Amanda! I want you to rock his world, baby. To have sex with him. I want you to fuck him! Oh God! I want you to fuck him until he can’t walk!” 
 
    “Mmm! I like the sound of that,” she cooed. She stepped back, and her face broke into an enormous smile. “Very well then. I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    “How are you going to…?” 
 
    “Let me worry about that. I know what to do. You just follow my lead.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Good. Now, why don’t you grab a couple of beers and head back in there? I’ll be along with chips and dip in a moment.” 
 
    There was a palpable tension in the air when Tom walked back into the living room and handed Billy a beer. It was oddly difficult to meet the younger man’s eyes, after the discussion he had just had with his wife. 
 
    It didn’t help matters that Billy seemed just as nervous as he was. No doubt he was feeling guilty for the kiss he had shared with Amanda out on the porch, the one he thought her husband knew nothing about. He thanked Tom for the beer, then the two of them sat in strained silence, taking occasional sips while the awkwardness between them grew. 
 
    Tom grabbed the remote and made a show of flipping through the channels in search of a good movie. Billy, meanwhile, quietly chewed his lip and drummed his hands on the armrest of the couch. How much more nervous would the kid be, Tom wondered, if he only knew what Amanda had planned for him tonight. 
 
    Speaking of Amanda, where the hell was she? It was taking her an awfully long time just to grab a sack of chips and some dip. Maybe he should go check on… 
 
    Tom had half risen from his seat when Amanda appeared. He dropped the remote and nearly swallowed his tongue when she glided into the room with an unopened back of potato chips and a bowl of dip in her hands. 
 
    She was no longer wearing her new dress. In its place, she had donned the short, silk kimono he had given her for Christmas two years ago, its fabric a dark blood red with a golden tiger pattern, its hem stopping just below the enticing curve of her ass. Her stockings, he couldn’t help but notice, she had chosen to leave on. Likewise, her ridiculously tall heels. 
 
    If she was trying to look innocent, Tom mused, she had failed spectacularly. She was a walking advertisement for the joys of sex. 
 
    “Sorry it took me so long,” she smiled, lifting her shoulders and batting her eyes at the two men staring at her. “I hope you don’t mind, but I just had to change into something a little more comfortable.” 
 
    “N… no… that’s… um… that’s okay,” Tom muttered, settling back into his recliner. 
 
    Billy said nothing, staring at her instead like a deer caught in the headlights. He looked absolutely petrified as he swallowed and pushed his half-empty can of beer away from him on the coffee table. 
 
    Amanda played her part like a pro, seemingly unaware of the fact that one could cut the tension in the room with a knife. She plopped down next to the panic-stricken young man, flashing the tops of her stockings and just a hint of panties when she reached for his beer. “You don’t mind if I have a little taste, do you?” she asked him. 
 
    The double entendre was as subtle as a sledgehammer. Who the fuck was this woman? Tom wondered. 
 
    “I… uh… no. No. Go ahead.” 
 
    She tipped her head back and closed her eyes as she took a sip. Her little Adam’s apple bobbed adorably as she swallowed.  
 
    Tom saw the kid’s eyes follow an errant trickle of beer as it made its way from the corner of her mouth down her long neck to the prominent cleft between her breasts. A trickle, Tom suspected, that she had purposely allowed to spill from her lips. Damn! She was good at this! 
 
    “Ah. Much better.” 
 
    She returned the can to the table and then used the back of her hand to wipe her lips. Like everything else she had done since entering the room, the gesture was pure sex. 
 
    “So, I learned a few things about Mr. Dubois here this evening,” Amanda announced, patting Billy’s knee.  
 
    It was only then that the kid realized he was staring at her. He tore his eyes away and shot Tom a glance that was filled with the purest terror. 
 
    “Oh?” Tom asked. 
 
    “Yes. For one thing, it turns out he is quite the dancer.” Her hand, still resting on his knee, gave him a playful squeeze that elicited a shy smile. “Another Fred Astaire.” 
 
    “Oh really? Dancing? I thought you just went to dinner.” 
 
    “I think you underestimate just how nice Chef Bonet’s is, honey. In addition to some very fine cuisine, they also happened to have a string quartet and a dance floor. And it was there that William here really shone. I’m not kidding. It was something to see.” 
 
    “Thanks. Mom made me take lessons,” Billy explained. Her compliment seemed to set him at ease, at least a little. “Six years of ballroom dancing. Said every young man should know his way around the dance floor. She was old-fashioned that way.” 
 
    “Well, old fashioned or not, I owe her a debt of thanks,” Amanda said. “Because I had the best dance partner on the floor. And I wasn’t the only one who noticed. Did you see that redhead in the sequined dress, undressing you with her eyes?” 
 
    Her praise made the young man smile and, Tom realized, immediately drew his thoughts away from his dead mother. It was impressive, watching the way his wife could steer the situation. The hours she had spent coaching the young man seemed to have given her a sixth sense for how to deal with him. 
 
    “So, how is it then,” Amanda asked him, “that some girl hasn’t snapped you up? Why don’t you have a girlfriend? With your looks, your brains, and the way you dance… you’re what I’d call a serious catch.” 
 
    If he was blushing before, his face was now glowing with embarrassment. “I… I don’t know,” he mumbled. “Like I said, I guess I’ve always just been too shy and awkward.” 
 
    “Well, you sure weren’t awkward tonight. In fact, you were downright smooth. You should have seen him,” she shot Tom a playful wink. “There were times where I thought I was going to have to fight off one of those other girls!” 
 
    “Oh stop!” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. If I hadn’t been there, they’d have been all over you. So how come you don’t date? I know you like girls. I’ve seen you checking me out.” 
 
    Billy’s smile disappeared, replaced by a look of utter horror. His mouth fell open, and his posture was instantly as stiff as a walnut plank. “I… I don’t… I mean. Gosh, I’m so sorry! I… I didn’t mean to…” 
 
    “Don’t apologize. I don’t mind. And like I told you earlier, my husband’s not the jealous type.” 
 
    When the kid’s wary eyes shot to Tom, he offered him a reassuring shrug. “She’s right. It’s no big deal. We’re all friends here. Besides, like I always say, why have eyes if you don’t use them?” 
 
    “See what I mean?” Amanda giggled. “Tom’s cool. So, level with me. You like girls. You’re a good-looking, smart guy. What’s the story?” Her hand had moved ever so slightly from his knee and had begun to slowly caress his thigh.  
 
    Billy seemed relieved to find that Tom wasn’t going to murder him for ogling his wife, but it was obvious that Amanda’s questions made him uncomfortable. Her instincts were right; there was more there than simple shyness. Something was bothering the kid. Something he was reluctant to admit. 
 
    ““It’s…” 
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    “I’m nervous.” 
 
    “Nervous? About what?” 
 
    “About things getting… you know, physical.” 
 
    “Sweetie, everyone is nervous their first time. It’s just the way it is.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know that. I get it. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “It’s kind of different for me.” 
 
    “Different how?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. It’s… well, it’s kind of private. Maybe we should just talk about something else.” He shifted uncomfortably, his eyes going to the floor. 
 
    “You can tell me,” she said. Her voice was as sweet as honey and her hand seemed to punctuate her words by squeezing his thigh again. “Talk to me.” 
 
     “I don’t know. I mean… Well, it’s kind of embarrassing.” 
 
    “There’s no need to be embarrassed, Billy. You can tell us. You can tell us anything. Isn’t that right, Tom?” 
 
    “Sure,” he nodded. “We’re here for you, man.” 
 
     “Okay,” he blew out a long sigh after a moment of deliberation. “But, you have to promise not to laugh.” 
 
    “We won’t laugh,” Tom assured him. 
 
    “No,” Amanda shook her head. “Of course, we won’t laugh.” 
 
    “You promise?” 
 
    “Promise,” husband and wife both said in unison. 
 
    Billy took a deep breath and let it out with a loud sigh. “Okay. So, here’s the thing; I told you that I’ve never… you know. Been with anyone.” 
 
    Amanda nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, like an idiot, I told my roommate, too.” 
 
    “And he made fun of you?” 
 
    “No. Not really. I mean, sure, he chuckled about it a little, but nothing mean, nothing more than a little good-natured teasing. The thing is, he started showing me pictures on the Internet. You know, trying to show me what I was missing, I guess.” 
 
    “Was that the first time you’ve ever looked at porn?” Amanda asked him. 
 
    “Yeah. My parents kept a real tight leash on me when I was living at home. Parental locks on everything, checking my browser history. So, I’d never really seen porn before. And looking at it kind of… I don’t know… I guess, it kind of freaked me out. Made me feel like I wasn’t normal. Like I wouldn’t be able to… I guess I’d never had anything to compare myself to. And when I did, I didn’t look like those dudes.” 
 
    “Because of the size thing?” Amanda asked. 
 
    His voice was little more than a whisper when he looked back down at the carpet and nodded. “Yeah.” 
 
    No wonder the kid wasn’t dating, Tom thought. He’d seen those monster cocks on the internet and now had a full-fledged inferiority complex going. Poor guy! 
 
    “I see.” Amanda gave her husband a knowing look and patted Billy’s knee affectionately. “Oh, Billy. Don’t worry about that. Those guys… that’s just not realistic. And, besides that, there’s more to it than size. A lot more. It’s not that important.” 
 
    “She’s right, you know,” Tom said. “And anyway, you don’t get a job in porn by having an average-sized penis. They’re all huge. Way bigger than me. Nobody in real life is that big. You can’t compare yourself to them. Why, I can remember…” 
 
    “Billy, what’s wrong?” Amanda’s concerned voice tore Tom from his story. 
 
    When he turned his eyes on him, the kid’s face was a mask of horror. He looked like he was about to throw up. What the hell was wrong with him? They’d just been trying to help. Had they said something wrong? Something to upset him? Because he sure looked upset to Tom. 
 
    “Billy?” 
 
    “It… it’s not that,” he croaked. “Not because they all looked so big.” 
 
    “What then?” Amanda asked. “I thought you said…” 
 
    “It was because they all looked small to me.” 
 
    You could’ve heard a pin drop. Both Tom and Amanda sat staring at him with their mouths hanging open, trying to wrap their brains around the kid’s words. The silence seemed to stretch on for an eternity, before Amanda finally collected her wits and gave him a crooked smile. 
 
    “Bullshit,” she said simply. 
 
    “Wait,” Tom said. “Just wait. Are you telling me…?” His mind was having more trouble digesting this new development than his wife’s. Was the kid saying he had a pornstar cock? 
 
    Billy nodded, an utterly mournful look on his face. “I… I think maybe I’m too big for sex.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    “Bullshit,” the usually articulate Amanda repeated. Her head moved slowly from side to side, causing her soft brown hair to bounce on her shoulders. “Bullshit.” 
 
    “I’m not kidding,” Billy insisted. 
 
    There followed another long moment of silence as she stared at him, her eyebrows furrowed in doubt. “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah. I swear.” 
 
    “You’re saying that you’re bigger than those pornstars?” 
 
    “From the looks of it,” he nodded. “Anyway most of them.” 
 
    Amanda snorted and reached for his beer, taking a quick swig. “Right! Good one!” She laughed. 
 
    “It’s not funny, and I’m not making this up. I… I think I might not be able to… you know…” 
 
    “You’re serious.” 
 
    “Mm hmm.” 
 
    “You’re really worried that your dick is too big?” 
 
    Her vulgar directness turned his face a bright red, and he nodded quickly as his eyes went to his feet once more. 
 
    “Prove it,” she said. 
 
    Billy’s nervous eyes came up to meet hers, then strayed to where Tom was sitting before going back to her again. “What… What do you mean?” 
 
    “You heard me. And you know damned well what I mean. Prove it. If you’re really that big, let’s see it. Show it to me.” 
 
    “Show you?!! I… I… I can’t do that,” he gasped. The terror was there in his eyes again when he looked to Tom for help. “That’s not… I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Uh huh! Liar, liar. Pants on fire! I think he’s just bragging. And now he doesn’t want to have to back it up.” Amanda said to Tom and giggled. “Because he’s probably making it all up.” 
 
    “I… No, I’m not. Really. But… I can’t just show you my… It’s… You know what? Never mind. Let’s just forget it. Forget I said anything. Let’s just watch TV.” 
 
    For the briefest of instants, Amanda’s gaze rose to meet her husband’s. This conversation had taken a turn neither of them had foreseen, but the glint of excitement he saw in her eyes told him that she now had the kid exactly where she wanted him. 
 
    “Oh no,” she said, tightening her grip on the kid’s thigh. “No way I’m letting this slide. No, I have to see it now. You’ve got me curious. Besides, you got a good look at mine yesterday. Fair is fair.” 
 
    The mention of yesterday’s “wardrobe malfunction” made him blush even more. “But… but that was an accident. I… I didn’t mean to.” He was still hesitant, biting his lip as he pondered how to get himself out of this situation. 
 
    “Well, you certainly didn’t avert your eyes, now did you?” 
 
    “I… I… but…” 
 
    “Nooo! Not one bit! You took a good, long look, didn’t you? Just stood there in the pool ogling my boobs like some kind of sex fiend. Well, payback is a bitch, Billy. And now it’s your turn to show me what you’ve got.”  
 
    She was on a roll now, painting him into a corner with a skill that Tom hadn’t known his wife possessed. Her voice was simultaneously accusatory and friendly. 
 
    He looked at her with wide, panicky eyes, trying to process her schoolyard logic, but having no luck. Tom could practically read his thoughts: Was he really going to be forced to show her his cock? 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Amanda relented. She patted his thigh and smiled warmly. “You know I’m just teasing you. I’m not going to force you to do anything you don’t want to do.” 
 
    The tension seemed to drain from his body as he slumped back into the cushions. “Really? Oh, thank God! I thought…” 
 
    His relief was premature. When she spoke again, her voice was soft and sweet and, Tom realized, infinitely more dangerous.  
 
    “But I was serious about being curious now. I would like to see it. And if you’re really worried about being too big, you could just let me have a quick peek. I can tell you if you need to be worried or not. I… Don’t think bad of me, but I’d really like to see it.” She smiled and batted her eyes like a schoolgirl. Fuck! She knew how to play him! 
 
    “I… um… really? I mean, you really want to see it?” Her sudden shift in tone had put the totally kid off-guard. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she beamed. “I’ve never seen a really big one. Like Tom said, his is pretty much average. I’ve always wanted… I mean, I understand if you say no, but I really wish you wouldn’t.” 
 
    She had turned the tables on him. Now, instead of being forced to show her his penis, he’d actually be doing her a favor. Being a gentleman. It was brilliant, and the effect it had on young Billy was nothing sort of wondrous. 
 
    “Really?” His face lit up. 
 
    “Yes. And besides, you said you were worried about it being too big. Just let me look, and I can tell you. You can trust me. And Tom doesn’t mind.” 
 
    He blinked, then looked at Tom. “You… You really… You’d be okay with it?” he asked him. 
 
    Tom’s voice cracked when he tried to speak. He had to clear his throat to get the words to come out. “I… uh… yeah. Yeah, I don’t mind. Like she said, I’m not the jealous type.” Shit! This was really happening! 
 
    “Well, um… Okay. I guess it wouldn’t hurt anything, if Tom’s okay with it. And if you really want to see it.” 
 
    “Oh goody!” Amanda slid from the couch onto her knees in front of Billy as he began to undo his belt, flashing her panties at her husband on the other side of the room. Husband and wife both held their breath in anticipation as their young houseguest lifted his hips and pulled his pants down to his knees. 
 
    Judging by the lump in the front of his boxer shorts, the kid hadn’t been lying. But it wasn’t until he hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his underwear and slid them down as well that they could see just how big he really was. 
 
    Tom leaned forward in his chair, not quite believing the testimony of his eyes. Only half-erect, his penis dwarfed his already. It looked to be a good eight inches long in its current state, reaching halfway to the kid’s knees. 
 
    “Oh my God, Billy!” Amanda squeaked, rocking back on her heels in front of him. Her hand shot to her mouth and she half-turned to look at her husband with eyes as large as saucers. “Oh my God! Look at this thing, Tom!” 
 
    Tom could only nod in reply. His mouth was suddenly as dry as cotton. 
 
    “See what I mean? It’s terrible, isn’t it?” Billy asked.  
 
    It was all so surreal. If not for the lingering despondency in his voice, it would have almost been comical. The kid was honestly worried. To the point that he was afraid to go out with girls! Somehow, he had convinced himself that that horse cock of his was a bad thing! 
 
    There was no denying that he was hung. Fuck, he was huge! Unlike Billy, Tom had seen a lot of porn in his life, and he knew that their houseguest was probably bigger than 90% of those guys. To simply call him big would be like calling a hurricane a rain shower. 
 
    “No. It’s not terrible. Not at all,” Amanda shook her head. “I was just surprised. That’s all. But it’s not a bad thing. It’s… God! It’s amazing, William. It’s incredible.” 
 
    “She’s right, Billy!” Tom chuckled, staring in wonder at the fleshy tube protruding from William’s crotch. “I’d kill to have a tool like that.” 
 
    “Really?” Billy shook his head, unconvinced. “Naw. I don’t know. It’s not normal. I just want to be like everybody else. Just normal.” 
 
    “Normal. Pfft! Normal is boring, Billy,” Amanda gave him a reassuring smile. “What you’ve got here is special. It’s one of a kind. Trust me; you’re going to make some woman very happy.” 
 
    “I don’t know. She won’t be very happy if it won’t fit inside her.” 
 
    He had a point there, Tom thought. Some girls probably wouldn’t be able to accommodate him. He wondered if Amanda could. Shit! A sudden image of his wife struggling to fit Billy’s monster cock inside her seared itself into his brain, knocking the wind from his lungs and causing his own penis to lurch excitedly in his pants. 
 
    “Does it get much bigger than this? When it gets hard, I mean?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. It does. Quite a bit, unfortunately. So, now you see why I’m nervous about dating,” he reached for his underwear and started to tug it back up when Amanda’s hand on his wrist stopped him. 
 
    “Wait. Show me. Show me how big it gets. I want to see it. All of it. Please?” 
 
    The sense of surrealism came hurtling back to smack Tom in the face. Here was his wife of 8 years begging for this young man to show her his hard dick. And he was letting it happen. Hell, he had instigated the whole thing. It was almost more than his brain could process. 
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, to make it hard I’d have to…” 
 
    “I know. Let me. Please?” 
 
    “You mean…?” Billy’s eyes again went to Tom for permission. 
 
    Tom had been keen to watch his wife with Billy Dubois for weeks now, but now that he had seen how big the kid’s dick was, he was practically trembling with anticipation. Never in his life he wanted anything more. He nodded quickly, “Go ahead. Let her.” 
 
    That was all Amanda needed to hear. Without waiting for Billy to say another word, her small hands encircled his cock and lifted it from his thigh. “God!” She murmured. “It’s so heavy!”  
 
    Billy flinched like he’d been shocked when he felt her fingers on him, and Tom’s ears heard the sharp hiss of him sucking in a sudden lungful of air through his tightly clenched teeth. It was the first time, he knew, that a woman had ever touched his penis. 
 
    In all the time he had been with them, Tom had never seen the kid more nervous and excited, not even when Amanda’s suit had turned transparent in the pool. He looked like he was going to pass out. Not knowing what to do with his arms, the blinking, trembling young man kept them pinned tightly down at his sides. 
 
    When she turned her head to cast a last glance over her shoulder at her husband, her angelic face wore an expression of pure joy that melted his heart. All along, he’d been thinking of this as his fantasy. Now, he realized that she was just as excited as he was, maybe more.  
 
    When Amanda turned her attention back to Billy’s oversized cock, she ran the palms of her hands up and down the soft skin of his cock, stroking him gently for the better part of a minute, until he firmed a little more. Then, she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and pumped it several times, using both hands and smiling happily when it twitched and continued to swell for her.  
 
    Billy sucked in a long, shuddering breath and tossed his head back into the cushions of the couch. He closed his eyes and groaned as Amanda ran her hands up and down his plump shaft. “Oh God, that feels good,” he mumbled. Not surprisingly, his cock continued to swell and lengthen. 
 
    The harder he got in her hands, the more excited Amanda became. Tom watched, enthralled by his naughty wife, as she rose up onto her knees and shuffled closer to the object of her desire, her ass waggling seductively. As if to reward Billy’s magnificent cock for its response, she leaned forward and planted a tender kiss on its head. 
 
    Tom and Billy both groaned in unison the moment her lips touched his dick.  
 
    “It’s big all right,” she conceded with a smile. “Big and beautiful. But it’s not too big. Here, let me show you!” 
 
    Before Tom could process his wife’s words, she opened wide and took Billy’s dick in her mouth. He watched in fascination as her cheeks hollowed from the suction she was applying. Just like that, the kid was getting his first blowjob. 
 
    “Aaagh! Oh my God!” Billy gasped. “Oh! Amanda! Oh God!” 
 
    Fuck this had escalated quickly! Tom had expected her to take it slowly, to fondle him a little, maybe, then gradually work up to a little bit of oral. Maybe she was afraid he might chicken out and pull his pants back on… then again, and this thought sent a shiver of excitement down his spine, maybe she was just desperate for that huge cock of his…. 
 
    She let him slip from her lips with an audible plop. “See what I mean? It fits just fine. No problem! It’s not too big. I told you, you’ve got nothing to worry about!” 
 
    “Holy shit! I…. I had no idea,” Billy sighed. He was grinning like a kid who had just opened all his Christmas presents. 
 
    “What? You liked that?” she asked, using her schoolgirl voice again. “You liked the way it felt when I put you in my mouth like this?” 
 
    Her lips lowered over his crown, and Tom saw her jaw working. She was swabbing her tongue around the underside of his cockhead, something she often did to him. Something that always made him nearly lose his mind. 
 
     She bobbed on him several times, and Tom could see that despite her reassurances that Billy’s cock wasn’t too big for her, she was struggling. He was thick enough to fill most of her mouth.  
 
    Tom’s own cock felt like it was going to break off when she slipped her lips off him and then ran them down the length of his dick, showering him all the way with butterfly kisses until she reached the base, where she bent low and began to nuzzle and kiss his enormous balls. Holy fuck! 
 
    When she opened wide and took one of Billy’s big testicles into her mouth and then began to gently suck on it, the eroticism of the moment overwhelmed him, and he had to close his eyes for a moment to keep from cumming in his pants. God! Amanda was behaving like a total slut! And he loved it! 
 
    When his eyes opened again, they went straight to her perfect ass, wagging at him, taunting him, on full display beneath her short robe. In the flickering light of the now-forgotten television, he could see that her juices had already soaked the crotch of her underwear. He couldn’t remember the last time he had seen her so turned on. 
 
    “Oh my God!” Billy moaned. “Oh! This can’t be happening! Oh fuck!” His hands instinctively went to her hair as she worshipped his testicles, his trembling fingers running through her brown tresses while he writhed on the couch, tossing his head from side to side in disbelief. The grin on his face was priceless. “This…. oh God… can’t be happening!” 
 
    Tom knew just how he felt. The sight of his wife on her knees between the young man’s legs, lashing those enormous balls of his with her hot little tongue while her hand jacked his long erection made Tom giddy with desire.  
 
    Every sinew of his body was drawn tight as a fiddle string, his eyes bulging from their sockets. He squeezed his throbbing dick through his pants, needing to touch himself, if only for a moment. Fuck, she looked hot! 
 
    Tom could see that Billy was fully erect now and pulsing with that sensational hardness that young men took for granted. God! To be 21 again! From where he sat, the kid’s dick looked stiff enough to drive nails with it. 
 
    His hardness was remarkable, but the size of his member was staggering. Billy hadn’t been exaggerating. It was huge. Tom didn’t have a ruler, but if he had to guess, he would have said that it was at least ten inches in length. 
 
    He stared at the kid’s dick, bobbing above his wife’s face. Impressive enough while it was still flaccid, it was downright scary now. As thick as Amanda’s wrist at its base, it had a gentle taper to it and was crisscrossed by a network of veins that reminded him of the old roadmaps he had known as a child.  
 
    The purple head, leaking a steady stream of sticky, clear precum as a result of Amanda’s efforts, was as big as a ripe apricot. When she straightened up and cupped his huge testicles, they overflowed her small hand on both sides. 
 
    Amanda seemed to have forgotten all about her husband. Her full attention was directed instead toward Billy’s hard cock, towering before her like a column of masculinity. Her eyes were full of wonder and arousal as she licked her way back up his shaft to kiss the leaking tip once more. 
 
    “Should I suck it some more?” she asked him sweetly. “Would you like that?” Her hands continued their up-and-down caresses along his twitching shaft. 
 
    What a ridiculous question, Tom thought. What man in his right mind wouldn’t give a year’s wages to have her put those beautiful lips of hers over the head of his cock? He’d have to be crazy to say no. 
 
    Billy wasn’t crazy. He wasn’t about to turn down an offer like that and nodded so quickly that he looked like a bobble head doll. “Yes! Oh God, yes! Please! Please, Amanda! Put me in your mouth again!” His voice, high and strained, shuddered with barely contained emotion. 
 
    The sly grin that stole across his wife’s face told Tom that she liked the effect she was having on her young protégé, particularly hearing him beg her to suck his cock. But she didn’t let him beg long. Opening wide, she plunged her mouth down over the thick head of his throbbing penis. 
 
    This time, Tom noted, it was more difficult for her. Much more difficult. Billy was hard now, really hard, incredibly, insanely, unbelievably hard. And so thick that it strained credulity. So, when Amanda took him in her mouth, his size stopped her short with just a few inches of his dick filling her mouth. 
 
    The whole point of this exercise, at least ostensibly, had been to prove to Billy that his horse cock was a gift rather than a curse. If now she were unable to give him a proper blowjob, that would contradict that premise. So, with a determined look in her eyes, Amanda began to bob and twist her head in an attempt to slip further down on him. 
 
    Amanda had always been able to take all of her husband’s length. She simply opened up her throat and swallowed him. Though when he watched her struggling, red-faced, with Billy’s enormous member, it quickly became obvious to him that she wouldn’t be able to do that for Billy. 
 
    She worked him for some time, gagging and sputtering, trying to stuff more of that giant thing into her mouth. She sucked and jerked, tugged and pulled, but all to no avail. No matter what new trick she employed, nothing seemed to help. His dick was just too big for her to deepthroat.  
 
    It was frustrating for her, he knew, but for Thomas, it was the most arousing thing he had ever seen, made all the more erotic by the knowledge that she could (and often did) easily swallow her husband’s average cock all the way to the root.  
 
    Finally, she was forced to concede defeat. It just wasn’t going to happen. She lifted off him and took a deep breath, her hand still moving up and down his dick in long, rhythmic strokes. She shook her head with a huge grin on her face and said, “Good Lord, Billy. It’s like trying to fit a telephone pole in my mouth! I’m sorry, but I don’t know if I…” 
 
    She was interrupted mid-sentence by a sudden lash of thick, white cum slapping her square in the face. 
 
    “Oh God! Oh no! Oh fuuuuck!!” Billy cried, his hips rising up off the couch as his cock pulsed and shot another thick wad of his semen, landing this time in a white streak that laced across Amanda’s forehead and drooped down over her eyebrow to wet her cheek.  
 
    Both Tom and Amanda had been caught completely by surprise by Billy’s orgasm. He’d given no warning, and they had been so focused on her struggle to cram more of Billy’s outlandish cock into her mouth, that they hadn’t noticed the effect all of this was having on their young houseguest. They had missed the telltale trembling of his legs, his shallow breathing, his clenched fists – all the signs that should have told them that he was about to pop.  
 
    Billy was mortified by his sudden explosion. His face, beet-red and straining, stared at Amanda with a look of total horror throughout. Unable to stop what was happening, he tried breathlessly to apologize while spasms of ecstasy shook his frame. “I… ungh! … oh God!... NO!... aargh!... I… I’m… so… sorry!... Aagh!” 
 
    For her part, Amanda seemed too dumbfounded to react at all. She never blinked, never moved away, just knelt there open-mouthed and wide-eyed, staring and absently pumping the kid’s pulsing dick with her hand while he painted her face with his warm seed. 
 
    Tom was mesmerized by the scene in front of him. It was the hottest, most perverse thing he had ever seen. Again and again, Billy’s huge cock jerked in his wife’s hand, spitting its tribute across her lovely face. And there was so much of it! How was this possible? How the fuck could anyone cum so much? It seemed to go on forever!  
 
    He forced himself to blink, thinking that he was imagining things, but when he opened them again, the proof was right in front of him, hard and huge and spurting forth another thick rope of semen. 
 
    When it was finally over, there was cum everywhere. All over Billy’s shirt, all over his cock, and all over Amanda’s pretty face. It looked like a mayonnaise jar had exploded in her hand. Tom had never seen anyone cum so much. Not even in the darkest corners of the internet. If he hadn’t just seen it with his own two eyes, he wouldn’t have thought it possible. 
 
    Billy threw his head back with a groan and put his hands over his face. “Oh my God!”  
 
    Amanda released his spent cock and turned her face to look at her husband. Still reeling from the shock of what had just taken place, she shot him an impish smile, one eye closed from the glazing Billy had just given her. “I… Um… Honey, would you mind bringing me a wet washcloth. We kind of made a mess!”  
 
    “Uh, sure. Be right back!” 
 
    Billy was apologizing profusely when Tom came back with the washcloth. “Oh God! I’m so sorry, Amanda! I didn’t mean to. I’m so, so sorry!” 
 
    “Thank you, dear,” she whispered as she took the dripping cloth from her husband and started to swab the young man’s semen from her face. “It’s okay, Billy. Honest. It happens. It’s no big deal. It’s just a little cum. Well…” she chuckled, “I guess it’s more than just a little!” 
 
    Billy blushed even more. “Oh God! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she smiled at him and gave his leg a reassuring pat. “Although, the next time you’re in this situation, you should give the poor girl a little warning.” 
 
    “I am so sorry! Shit! This is so embarrassing.” 
 
    Amanda giggled. “No, it’s not. It’s not embarrassing, and it’s not the first time it’s happened to me. So stop apologizing. Please. I was just teasing you. Here, let’s get your shirt off and get you cleaned up, too.” 
 
    The television, which had been blaring in the background the whole time, was now suddenly terribly annoying. Thomas reached for the remote and switched it off, leaving the living room as quiet as a tomb, except for the soft wet sound of the rag when Amanda began to drag it slowly across the young man’s stomach. 
 
    Even after what he had just witnessed, there was something strangely and uncomfortably intimate about watching his wife gently clean away the cum from Billy’s young body. 
 
    He felt like an interloper, like he was intruding on a private moment between the two, and the fact that he even felt that way in the first place made him feel even more uncomfortable. After all, she was his wife. 
 
    “I… uh… I’m gonna grab another beer,” he muttered beneath his breath. He turned back to the kitchen.  
 
    He’d give them a few moments alone, to talk over what had just happened and get cleaned up. Billy was obviously a little freaked out by what just happened, but he had every confidence that Amanda would be able to smooth things over. 
 
    As he popped the top on a can of beer, he found himself wondering if the night was over. Just what was going to happen now? As embarrassed as Billy was, he wouldn’t be surprised if the poor kid were to just run upstairs and hide in his bedroom.  
 
    He sincerely hoped that was not what was going to happen. 
 
    His eyes went to the clock on the stove. Five minutes had passed. A lot could happen in five minutes. He took another sip. It was time he made his way back to the living room. 
 
    The moment he rounded the corner, his worries about the evening being over evaporated. Amanda’s kimono lay in a heap in the middle of the floor, and she was kneeling between Billy’s knees wearing nothing but her heels, stockings, and lace panties. His dick was in her mouth again, and from the blissful expression on his face, he seemed to have gotten over his embarrassment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Thomas stopped and stared, watching while his wife fellated their houseguest. In addition to her delicate, feminine perfume and the kid’s aftershave, his nostrils detected the faint scent of warm sex in the air. 
 
    If Billy’s dick had gone soft in his absence, Tom certainly couldn’t tell it now. The thing was as hard as a fucking rock. Watching from the shadows while his wife licked and suckled its angry purple tip, he was struck once more by just how big and hard it really was.  
 
    It was mind-boggling to think that the kid had orgasmed no more than ten minutes ago, and already he was ready to go again. Once more, Tom found himself envious of the 21-year-old’s youthful vigor. 
 
    Amanda was treating Billy’s member like a delicious lollipop, sliding her tongue up and down him with languid, sensual licks that had Tom gritting his teeth in arousal. The eager fire burning in her emerald eyes when she sucked its thick head into her mouth sent another icy twinge of jealousy racing through his heart. 
 
    Billy was in heaven. Unsurprisingly, he only had eyes for Amanda, and he held her hair in one hand and watched her gorgeous lips wrapped around his knob. Occasionally, Tom saw his eyes stray to her plump breasts, which bobbed enticingly with every movement of her body. 
 
    Thomas tried to walk on tiptoes past them, but Amanda saw him out of the corner of her eye and came off Billy’s cock long enough to greet him with a smile. “Hey, baby! Are you ready to watch this?” 
 
    “Watch… Watch what?” Billy asked, confusion clouding his face as he looked from one of them to the other. 
 
    She and Tom shared a silent nod, and then she turned her attention back to the young man on the couch. Tom held his breath as she opened her mouth to speak. This was it. 
 
    For a fleeting instant, it occurred to him that Billy might actually say no, that he might just think they had both lost their minds. Though, deep down, he knew there was no way that was going to happen. 
 
    Amanda, apparently suffering no such misgivings, announced in a clear, loud voice, “I have a little confession to make.” 
 
    “A confession?” 
 
    She bit her lower lip and batted her eyes at him. “Mm hmm. You see, my husband and I have been talking. About your little problem.” 
 
    “My problem? What problem?” 
 
    “You know: your… lack of experience. Anyway,” she waved her hand, dismissing his interruption and effectively forestalling any further questions, “we thought I might help you out. Show you the ropes, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “I… I mean… are you talking about…?” 
 
    “We were thinking you might want to fuck me,” she said, going for the direct, brutally honest approach once more. “That is, unless you’re not interested.” 
 
    Billy stared at her for a moment, but whether he was unsure he had heard her correctly or whether his mind simply refused to believe that Amanda was offering what she seemed to be, Thomas couldn’t say. But the kid wasn’t an idiot. He recovered quickly. 
 
    “Really? You’d do that?” He lifted his hopeful eyes to Tom. “And you’d be okay with it?” 
 
    Amanda turned her head to look at her husband as well, waiting. Technically, he could have put a stop to it right then. It was his last chance. If he’d said no, that would have been it. Deep down, however, Tom knew they’d already come much too far for that.  
 
    He smiled and shrugged, trying to seem more cool and nonchalant than he really felt, “Hey, it’s just sex, right? And we’re all grownups here. Besides,” he winked at Amanda, “I’m kind of curious now.” 
 
    “Curious?” Billy asked. 
 
    “Sure. Now that I’ve seen it, I’m not so sure she really can take that big dick of yours!” he chuckled 
 
    “Nice, Tom! Really classy! Don’t listen to him, Billy. Tom is just jealous because you’re bigger than he is,” Amanda stuck her tongue out at him. 
 
    He knew she was just kidding, but her words still stung a little. Probably because they were so obviously true. The kid wasn’t quite twice his size, but he didn’t lack much! 
 
    “I… okay,” Billy said. 
 
    “Okay!” Amanda parroted. 
 
    The kid grinned when Amanda rose to her feet and climbed onto his lap, placing a stockinged leg on either side of his hips. “All right… so… what… um… what do I do?” 
 
    “Tell you what,” she said, kissing his lips, “why don’t you just sit back and relax? Let me do the work for your first time.” 
 
    Amanda reached around and pulled her panties to the side, then rose up on her knees. She reached down between them and took hold of Billy’s cock, rubbing the plump head against her slick lips, getting him ready for penetration. 
 
    Without the light from the TV, it was too dark for Tom to see more than vague outlines on the couch across from him. That would never do. He needed to see this. Needed to! His trembling hand reached out and switched on the lamp on the side table next to him, instantly filling the living room with light. 
 
    Oh shit! His wife’s ass looked fantastic in the soft glow of the lamp, even more so with the lace of her panties stretched diagonally across one cheek. Further down, he could see her swiping the tip of Billy’s cock through her slick folds like a paintbrush, could see its swollen head glistening with a mixture of her juices and his own precum. 
 
    Tom could scarcely breathe as he watched his wife tilt her pelvis and press down against Billy’s erect organ. This was it. The moment he had been waiting for.  
 
    At first, nothing happened, and Tom wondered if the kid’s concerns about being too large for penetrative sex might have some merit after all. Maybe Amanda wouldn’t be able to accommodate him. The head mashed against her wetness, so big it seemed to cover her tiny hole completely.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re big!” Tom heard her whisper. 
 
    But Amanda was persistent, and slowly, he saw her lips begin to stretch and blossom around Billy’s invading member until, with a sudden jolt, he popped inside her. 
 
    “Unngh!” Amanda grunted. The sound was a delectable mixture of surprise and excitement with just a hint of discomfort. 
 
    It was strange, Tom thought, the places one’s mind went sometimes. Take now, for instance: Now that Billy had begun to penetrate his wife, did that mean he was no longer a virgin? Or did one have to reach orgasm? Maybe just for penetration? What exactly were the criteria? What was the cutoff point? He didn’t know.  
 
    Of one thing he was certain, however. This was an idiotic time for an internal debate on the philosophical aspects of losing one’s virginity! Focus, damn it! Rolling his eyes at his own weirdness, he shook his head and returned his attention to the highly erotic scene unfolding in front of him. 
 
    Scarcely more than the head of Billy’s long cock was inside Amanda’s body, and already she looked to Tom like she was being pried apart. He’d looked down and seen himself penetrate his wife a thousand times over the years of their marriage. It had never looked anything like this. This was mindboggling. Again, he found himself entertaining the thought that perhaps Billy’s cock really was too big for her.  
 
    “Oh my God!” the young man groaned. “It’s so warm. Oh! I… I… Holy fuck! Oh, Amanda, that feels amazing!” 
 
    A smiling Amanda put her hand behind his head and pulled his lips to hers, kissing him passionately as she hovered over him, letting the first 2 inches of his enormous cock stretch her. Thomas could see her jaw move as her tongue snaked into Billy’s mouth and groaned inwardly at his wife's obvious hunger.  
 
    Strangely, after all that he had witnessed, it was this fiery, urgent kiss that caused an icy ball of jealousy to form in Thomas’s stomach.  
 
    It was baffling, the way it hit him at inopportune moments. He couldn’t understand what triggered it. Hell, she’d just sucked the guy’s cock, taken a face full of his cum. And now, watching her kiss him made him feel all squirmy inside? Why? What was it about this kiss that seemed so much more intimate than watching her blow him? Talk about weird! Then again, he considered, what part of wanting to see your wife fuck another man wasn’t weird? 
 
    The jealousy wasn’t the only thing he felt, however. The insistent throbbing between his legs was a stark reminder of just how hard his cock was, watching his wife make out with her new lover. So, if the jealousy wasn’t killing his arousal, perhaps jealousy was simply part of it. Maybe, on some level, his longing for her to be unfaithful was a longing for the bittersweet pain that now coursed through his veins. Maybe… 
 
    A sudden gasp from his wife snapped him out of his reverie. Billy, understandably worked up by what was happening, had begun to reflexively curl his hips upward, each movement forcing more of his thick member up Amanda’s overstuffed cunt while they kissed. 
 
    “Oh God, Billy!” she said, tearing her lips away from his and putting a hand on his chest. “Wait! I… I… Oh fuck! Go slow! Give me… Give me a chance to get used to your size! I’ve never… You’re… Oh God! You’re so big!” 
 
    If she’d taken a week to script the perfect words to drive a stake of searing hot envy through her husband’s heart, she couldn’t have come up with anything better. She hadn’t come right out and mentioned the fact that her husband was smaller, but the implication was there for everyone to see. Tom felt his heart skip a beat and his dick lurch in his pants. 
 
    As soon as she spoke, Billy stopped moving, and Amanda gave a shuddering sigh of relief. They kissed again, and Tom saw her take Billy’s hands and bring them to her breasts. When his fingers found her nipples, she moaned into his mouth and arched her back, thrusting her chest out for him. 
 
    While they kissed and Billy rolled her sensitive nipples gently between his fingers, her ass began to wiggle and squirm on his cock. A shudder ran through her body. The kid might not have known what he was doing, but his instincts were good. Amanda’s nipples had always been a major erogenous zone, and she was obviously enjoying what he was doing. 
 
    She rocked back and forth, growing more excited by the minute, then finally lifted herself until only the tip of his dick remained inside her before letting herself down again. Her inner thighs trembled with the effort, and she gasped when his girth arrested her progress. A dozen times she repeated the process, mewling excitedly as she slowly, tortuously took another two inches of Billy’s cock.  
 
    It was the dirtiest, most amazing thing Tom had ever seen. Each time her ass moved upwards, he could see the pink lips of her pussy clinging to the kid’s thick shaft as though reluctant to relinquish their hold on him, before folding inwards once more on the downstroke. And still, she had taken no more than half of his length. 
 
    She reached for the back of his head and pressed his eager young lips to her tits as she continued to slide up and down on him. Tom’s ears caught her sharp gasp, raw, excited, and oh so familiar, when Billy began to carefully suck and chew on her sensitive little buds. 
 
    Now her movements were faster, more urgent. Her breath came in rapid pants, and with each bounce, she slid a little further down his pole. When she rose up in preparation for another determined plunge, his veined shaft gleamed, soaked with her nectar. 
 
    This time, something seemed to give inside her, and she slipped down within a couple of inches of his curly pubes. God! She was going to do it! Her lips were stretched tight around his manhood, but still she ground herself down on him. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s good!” she gasped. “God, Billy! Oooh! You’re… you’re… sooo biiig! Aargh!” 
 
    She bounced up and down with short, frantic motions, grunting in aroused frustration, until she finally managed to accommodate his full length. She sat there for just a moment, savoring the moment and smiling with satisfaction at the feat she had accomplished. Then Amanda rose slowly, gliding all the way up his shaft, giving Thomas a heart-stopping view of her lover’s enormous tool, slick and shiny with her juices, before suddenly letting herself drop all the way down on him and taking everything but Billy’s huge balls inside her. 
 
    Holy fuck! Tom felt his cock throbbing in time with the rapid beating of his heart, unable to tear his eyes from the sight of his wife impaled on their houseguest’s giant dick like some pagan sacrifice. It looked painful, the way his thick manhood stretched her, like it might tear her apart at any moment, but her quick breathing and wild eyes told him that the sensations rippling through Amanda’s slender body were anything but unpleasant. 
 
     She began to methodically move up and down on him, establishing a steady rhythm. Almost immediately, she began to pant with excitement. Fuck! She was going to cum already! 
 
    Then, just when things were getting interesting, the crotch of her lace panties slipped back into the crack of her ass. Billy’s thick cock dragged the rough, bumpy edge of the embroidered fabric inside her, spoiling the moment. Amanda winced and put a hand on his chest to stop him. 
 
    “OW! OW!” she screeched. “Wait! Wait a minute, Billy. Stop. This isn’t working. I need to make an adjustment.” 
 
    When she climbed off his lap, Billy looked like his heart would break. But a moment later, when Amanda turned around and bent over with her legs straight to slip off her panties, his face lit up like he had just won the lottery.  
 
    His leering brown eyes were those of a hungry wolf as he licked his lips and stared at Amanda, sliding the lacy scrap of fabric down her long legs with her shapely, bare ass wiggling just a foot in front of his leering face. His big cock, still wet from Amanda’s pussy, bobbed excitedly, eager to sink once more into her molten depths. 
 
    “Here, sweetie,” she said to Tom with a smirk when she straightened up once more. “Take care of these, would you?” With that, she hooked her finger into the waistband of the panties, pulled them back like a rubber band, and slingshotted them across the room to land in her husband’s lap. 
 
    “Nice catch!” she giggled. 
 
    Billy joined in. Why wouldn’t he? It was funny, after all. Just a harmless little joke. But something about it made Tom uncomfortable. Why did it feel like they were laughing at him? His wife and her lover. Deep down, he knew it was petty and ridiculous, but he couldn’t help the searing jealousy that came surging up inside him again like a geyser of hot pain.  
 
    “Now, where were we?” she asked Billy over her shoulder. Her hips waggled seductively as she backed up and swung a leg on either side of his. She took his thick shaft in her hand and locked eyes with Tom. She gave him a brilliant smile and a wink. “Ah, yes. Now, I remember.” 
 
    As intense as it had been, Tom’s jealousy was short-lived, dying away almost as quickly as it had arisen. The eroticism of what was about to happen quickly banished it to the farthest recesses of his mind. Now, he watched with his heart pounding against his ribs while Amanda rose up on her tiptoes and placed Billy’s prick at her entrance.  
 
    Billy was beginning to get over his hesitance, though his face still held an expression of wonder when presented with this close-up view of Amanda’s enticing backside. “Oh my God! This can’t be happening,” he whispered. He took her butt cheeks in both hands as though receiving some sacred object and helped her to ease down on him. “Oh fuck, yes!” 
 
    Tom smiled to himself. The kid certainly seemed to be enjoying his first taste of pussy! How many virgins got a first time like this? With a woman as gorgeous and energetic as Amanda? And from the way her inner thighs glistened with her own arousal, he was pretty sure that his wife was enjoying it, too. 
 
    When Billy slid inside her, they all three sighed in unison. There was a wet, sticky squelching sound as she sank onto his prick, but this time, she was looser, wetter. She had no trouble taking him all the way to his huge balls. 
 
    Rising up, Amanda gave her husband a playful grin and then let herself drop, sliding her tightly stretched snatch along the full length of Billy’s member. She closed her eyes and shivered when her round little butt bounced against her lover’s pelvis. A low hum of satisfaction came from between her pursed lips. 
 
    Tom stared at the juncture of their bodies, unable to look away from the sight of his wife’s pussy being penetrated by Billy’s big dick. This time, he could see everything. When she rose all the way up again and let herself slide down onto her lover’s cock, he slid a hand in his pocket and rubbed his own aching erection. 
 
    He still couldn’t believe it was happening! After all their pillow talk, all their fantasies, it was finally happening! Amanda was fucking another man! It was everything he had hoped it would be… and more! 
 
    “Mmm! That’s so good, Billy! Your dick feels amazing! Aaah! So big… I’ve never been stretched like this before.” 
 
    Her words were another dagger plunged straight through her husband’s heart, but he couldn’t resist giving his throbbing cock another furtive squeeze. There was something so deliciously nasty about her telling him such a private thing, made even more dirty by the fact that he knew it was true. 
 
    Amanda kept her eyes tightly closed, concentrating on the pleasure. The corners of her lips were drawn up into a satisfied smile. She bounced a couple of times, then swiveled her hips like a hula dancer, grinding her way down on those last few, precious inches and mashing his balls into the couch beneath them. Her mouth flew open in a sharp gasp of intense arousal when his cockhead bumped her cervix. 
 
     “Oh my God! Oh my God!” Billy said again, sounding like a broken record.  
 
    Amanda’s slender, bouncing body hid the kid’s face from Tom’s view most of the time, but he could clearly see Billy’s hands, clutching her gyrating hips while he pushed back up against her as though trying to stuff his whole body inside her hot, wet pussy. His voice was strained and tight, vibrating with white-hot emotion in the relative stillness of the living room.  
 
    “Oh, that’s so hot! Oh fuck, Amanda. God, that’s hot!” 
 
    The kid wasn’t wrong. It was hot. It was blazing, searing, smoking hot! She swiveled on him again and then bounced rapidly up and down in his lap, grinning like the cat that ate the canary at the shuddering moan of pure delight that her gyrations ripped from her young lover’s throat. 
 
    All the porn Thomas had watched in his life paled in comparison with what he was seeing now. Amanda was a sex goddess, blowing not only Billy’s mind, but her husband’s as well. He still couldn’t see how that tight little pussy of hers was able to take that big dick, but the fact that she could was terribly arousing. 
 
    “Aaaah fuuuck!” the kid groaned. “Oh! Holy shit! Aaaah! Fuuuuck! Mmmh! Uh… Oh God! Aaargh!” 
 
    Along with his capacity for coherent speech, Billy had long since lost the ability to simply hold still and let Amanda do her thing. Instinct took over, and his hands gripped her trim waist tightly, pulling her down as his hips rose up to meet hers on each stroke. When Tom caught a glimpse of the kid’s face, his lips were curled into a desperate snarl as he hammered her pussy.  
 
    It was impossible to tell just who was fucking whom. Tom watched in wonder as Billy’s prick sailed in and out of his wife. Growling and moaning, they mauled and groped each other with a ferocity that made them look less like lovers and more like grim warriors locked in some strange sort of mortal combat, each vying for the upper hand. 
 
    They slammed into each other faster and faster, and a wet, slapping sound now accompanied each frenzied meeting of their bodies. Smack. Smack. Smack. The kind of sound that only comes from two people fucking each other’s brains out. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she egged him on. “That’s it! Oooh! Fuck me, Billy. Aaargh! F… F… FUCK ME!” 
 
    Even without her constant moans, Tom could tell from the expression on his wife’s face that she was getting close. It was a look he had seen a thousand times. When her eyes snapped open, they danced with an unholy fire, teasing and tormenting him. There was a wanton, defiant fierceness there, an animalistic hunger that stole his breath away. Amanda was going to cum and cum hard, and it wouldn’t be long now! 
 
    Once again, fate intervened to spoil Amanda’s orgasm. 
 
    Just as she was nearing the summit, Billy beat her to it. With a strangled growl, he pulled her hips down on him and threw his head back into the cushions of the couch. Through his gritted teeth he hissed, “Oh God, Amanda! I’m… I’m… gonna… cuuuuummm!” 
 
    “Noooo!” she wailed. “Not yet! W… wait… for… me.” 
 
    But he couldn’t. It was far too late for him to hold back the flood that was boiling inside his nuts. Instead, he started to twitch and writhe beneath her like he was having a seizure.  
 
    Tom’s eyes leapt to where the two lover’s bodies were joined, and he saw the kid’s enormous balls lift in their sack and begin to throb as he pumped his seed into his wife. A shiver that was equal parts arousal and dread skittered through him as he remembered how much semen Billy had produced earlier.  
 
    This time, he wasn’t wasting it on Amanda’s face; this time it was all going into her waiting womb. He felt his stomach do a flip. Sure, she was on the pill. She was safe. There was no way Billy could impregnate her. Tom knew that, at least in the rational part of his brain, but the fact that she was being filled with so much sperm still hit a raw nerve in his subconscious. 
 
    “I… I’m… sorry! I can’t… can’t stop,” Billy said, still jerking and twitching. 
 
    Realizing, perhaps, the inevitability of what was taking place, Amanda swallowed her disappointment and resumed her role as the mentor, concentrating on making Billy’s first experience a memorable one. Though the need to climax burned in her like a torch, she bit her lip and murmured words of encouragement to Billy.  
 
    “It’s okay. Just do it. Mmm! Yes! That’s it, baby. Give… give it to me. Give me… all of it!” She leaned back against his chest and ground her hips on him, milking his throbbing cock for every last drop of his precious, virgin seed. “Oh yeah. Just like that.” 
 
    Amanda hadn’t gotten hers, that much Tom knew. In his inexperience, Billy hadn’t paced himself. He had cum too soon, leaving her hanging. When she gave him a wistful smile, Tom could see it in her eyes. They were filled with frustrated arousal, staring at him without blinking while their houseguest filled her. 
 
    Billy Dubois, on the other hand, was enjoying what looked to be the orgasm of a lifetime. He writhed and groaned, the base of his big dick twitching and flexing as he unloaded inside Amanda. It seemed to take forever, reminding Thomas once again just how much semen those huge balls of his produced.  
 
    One thing was certain: the kid was definitely no virgin now! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Just like that, it was over. Where moments before the air had been alive with the sounds of passion, an eerie silence now settled over the room. 
 
    Amanda, still impaled on Billy’s thick organ, twisted her head around to kiss him once more, before slowly rising off him. When the big head of his cock popped free, Tom saw a gush of the kid’s semen spill out of her gaping hole to run in a thick rivulet down her thigh. 
 
    For a second, it looked like she was going to sit down on the couch next to him, then she looked down and saw the mess between her legs and clapped a hand over her crotch. “I… uh…” she muttered, jerking her head toward the bathroom down the hall. “I need to go get cleaned up.” 
 
    Tom watched her beautiful ass sway with each halting step as she shuffled along awkwardly on her ridiculously high heels, trying valiantly to catch with her cupped hand the mess that threatened to drip all over the carpet at any moment. When she sidestepped into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, the two men were left alone. 
 
    No way this won’t get awkward, Tom said to himself as he turned his gaze on the young man who had just fucked his wife. 
 
    He wasn’t wrong. In the afterglow of his first sexual experience, Billy turned suddenly and intensely bashful. His hands came to his crotch, in a semi-successful effort to conceal his deflating penis from Tom’s gaze, but his hands were too small to really cover the thing. Though his cheeks were bright red with embarrassment, he couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered, looking around for his clothing. “I guess I better… um…” 
 
    “Go on,” Tom told him with a wave of his hand. “Take a shower and go to bed. We’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    “You sure? Maybe I should wait. I mean, Amanda won’t be… It won’t hurt her feelings if I… Because I don’t want to upset her. You know, after what just happened… If you think…” 
 
    Nice. Amanda’s etiquette training really was starting to make a difference. At least the kid had the common sense to know that you didn’t just fuck a girl and then skedaddle. 
 
    “Naw. It’s okay. Take off. Everything’s cool. It’s been an eventful evening for all of us. Just go get some sleep. There’ll be time to talk about things tomorrow.”  
 
    Tom was too emotionally drained for any more drama tonight. Now that he had seen his fantasy fulfilled, he wanted nothing more than for the kid to go away and let him reconnect with his wife. It sort of made him feel like an asshole, and maybe he was one, but that was how he felt. 
 
    “You’re certain? Because, I… well…” 
 
    “Tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay, then. But… um… Would you tell her… I guess just tell her thanks for me?”  
 
    Biting back an embarrassed grin, the kid blushed bright red, and the older man had to chuckle at the absurdity of it all. Billy Dubois was actually asking him to thank his wife for taking his virginity. What a crazy, fucked up situation! 
 
    “Yeah. Sure thing, Billy. I’ll tell her. Now get out of here.” 
 
    “All right,” he said, hurriedly tucking his still-swollen cock into his pants and wadding up the rest of his clothing under his arm. “Tomorrow, then. Oh… and… um… thanks. You know… just… well… thanks for everything.” 
 
    Tom nodded indulgently, starting to dread the possibility that Billy was going to feel compelled to talk this thing to death, but to his relief, the kid shot him a final, happy, though somewhat awkward grin before scurrying like a scalded dog up the stairs, apparently as eager to escape what was rapidly becoming an uncomfortable situation as Tom was to have him gone. 
 
    Finally alone with his thoughts, Tom took a sip of his forgotten beer. Had he been holding it in his hand the whole time? How long had it been, anyway? A glance at his phone showed that no more than 15 minutes had passed since he had left the kitchen. Was that possible? Had it all really happened so quickly? To him, it seemed like a lifetime had passed in those 15 minutes. 
 
    A quarter hour. Not long, if you thought about it. Although a lot, apparently, could happen in that time. He snorted and took another drink. Anyway, it had in this case. He ran through a quick summary in his head: Amanda was now an adulteress, Tom a cuckold, and Billy a grinning, exuberant former virgin. All in the span of a quarter hour. 
 
    Through the fog of his contemplations, his ears caught the sharp click of the bathroom door in the hallway. Amanda was returning. 
 
    When she came back to the living room, Tom was surprised to see that she was naked. Then, his eyes fell on her discarded robe, still lying in a jumbled heap on the floor beside the couch, where she had left it when she laid her married body bare for young Billy.  
 
    He stooped to pick it up and passed it to her, along with the lace panties he discovered he was still clutching. 
 
    “Thanks,” she whispered, slipping into the sleeves of the kimono and knotting the sash tightly around her waist. Her gaze darted left and right before coming to rest on her husband. “Where’s Billy? Is he gone?”  
 
    Tom nodded and pointed a finger toward the ceiling. “Upstairs taking a shower. I told him we’d talk about all this,” his hand made a tight, circular gesture in the direction of the couch, “in the morning.” 
 
    “Oh. Yes. I guess that’s probably for the best.” She nodded her understanding, but the flicker of disappointment that flashed through her eyes brought Tom’s jealousy to the surface again. Had she planned to fuck the kid again? Before he could dwell on it, she switched off the lamp and took him by the hand. “Because right now, I need you to finish what he started.” 
 
    “Right here?” 
 
    He saw the flash of her perfect white teeth in the darkness as she shook her head and pulled him in the direction of the stairs. “Tempting, but no. Let’s go to upstairs to the bedroom instead. It’s more comfortable.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Whew! Holy fuck!” Tom said, flopping onto his back. He ran his fingers through his damp hair, trying to catch his breath.  
 
    The moment the door of the bedroom had closed behind them, they had been on each other like wild animals. There had been neither time nor need for foreplay. Tom had been hard for hours at that point, and Amanda’s pussy, despite her efforts in the downstairs bathroom earlier, had been absolutely soaked with young Billy’s cum. When her back hit the mattress, he was inside her. 
 
    “Sloppy seconds” his brain had screamed when he felt how wet her pussy had been. It was something he had read about, but never really thought he would ever experience. In his mind, it had always seemed so sordid and dirty. In reality, it was all of that and more, and Tom had enjoyed it immensely. 
 
    The knowledge that Amanda had just been fucked by another man burned like a torch in both their minds, so naughty and sexy and unbearably hot. They orgasmed together five minutes after they started in a glorious release of passion that left them both groaning and shuddering. And though it had been quick, it had also been perhaps the most intense sexual experience of their lives. 
 
    “So, was it everything you had hoped?” Amanda asked him. Like her husband, she was panting. “You know, what happened on the couch earlier?” 
 
    “Oh God yes, baby! Couldn’t you tell? I’ve never been so turned on in my life. Honestly, it was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    She smiled. “Good. I’m glad. So, no regrets?” 
 
    “Hell, no! It was amazing! How about you? I know you were looking forward to being his first. Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “Oh yes. Although, to be honest, I kind of forgot about that aspect of it. You know, the fact that I was the first woman he had ever been with.” 
 
    “Really? I thought that was the big turn-on for you.” 
 
    “It was. At first.” 
 
    “What changed?” 
 
    “Well, you know, his… his size.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    She nodded. “Mm hmm. It was… frightening almost. So big and dangerous looking, so impressive. So… I don’t know… so manly. It kind of wiped everything else from my mind. And then, when we did it…. Well, it was an eye-opening experience. I’ve never been with anyone that big before. He hit places I didn’t even know I had. It felt amazing. I forgot all about it being his first time until he began to cum.” 
 
    “And yet he wasn’t able to make you cum!” Tom said stiffly. “Hah! I guess a big dick isn’t everything, huh?” 
 
    “Where did that come from?” Amanda turned her head and looked at him. Her eyebrows furrowed and her eyes moved slowly back and forth, searching his face. Then she laughed out loud and poked his ribs with her finger. “Holy shit! Somebody’s jealous!” 
 
    “I am not!” he insisted, perhaps a little too quickly. He wasn’t jealous! Why should he be jealous? She didn’t know what she was talking about. 
 
    “Yes, you are.” 
 
    “Am not!” 
 
    “Mm hmm. Sure, you’re not. So you’re telling me that big, beautiful slab of man-meat down the hall doesn’t intimidate you at all?” 
 
    He felt himself blush at her graphic description of Billy’s cock. Did she have to talk about his dick in such glowing terms? “I… I was just saying…” 
 
    “You were just reminding your wife, who just had sex with an immensely well-hung and very good-looking younger man, that you still have what it takes to bring her to orgasm. And that he doesn’t.” 
 
    “Well, when you put it like that… I mean, you’re making it sound almost like I…” 
 
    “You’re right.” 
 
    “But that’s just it. I… wait. What?” 
 
    “I said, you’re right. You’re absolutely correct. I can’t argue about you being better than he was.” 
 
    “Okaaay…” 
 
    “Sure. He’s inexperienced. He’s young. He has no stamina, no technique. Of course. Like the rest of us, his first time was sort of awkward. And no, he didn’t get me off.” 
 
    Tom said nothing, but his heart started to beat faster. He didn’t really know where this conversation was going, but a sudden feeling of discomfort began to gnaw at the back of his brain. He waited for the other shoe to drop. 
 
    Amanda rolled onto her side and propped herself up on an elbow. “But here’s the thing, baby. As you’ve so astutely pointed out, nature has endowed the young Mr. Dubois with a penis that would make a donkey envious. He won the genetic lottery. Now, like you said, size isn’t everything, but once he learns how to use that magnificent thing…”  
 
    “Once he learns to use it…?” Tom’s mouth was suddenly as dry as cotton and his stomach quivered at the thought of how that sentence might end.  
 
    The smile that crept across his wife’s beautiful face was like nothing he had seen in all their time together, so bright and brilliant and simultaneously taunting. It sent a shiver of erotic dread down his spine. “Well, let’s just say, I’m not so sure you’ll be able to keep up with him. I’m afraid he’ll have no trouble giving me all the orgasms I want. And you may find that he can do things you can’t…” 
 
    “Um…” Shit! What the fuck was he supposed to say to that? And why was her ominous prediction making his dick stiffen again? “So… does this mean that you’re going to have sex with him again?” 
 
     “Oh sweetie, I don’t think either of us ever really believed that this would be a one-time thing.” 
 
    He swallowed. “No. No, I guess not. Then, you’re going to keep on…?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I am. I’m going to teach him how to please a woman. How to use what he’s been given. I’ll stop if you tell me to. You know I will, but after all our fantasies, can you really say you’ve had enough? I think you want to see where this goes as much as I do. I think you want to watch me teach him how to be a good lover.” 
 
    He took a shuddering breath, her words ringing in his ears, and made himself pause, but he didn’t really have to think about how he would answer. “Yeah,” he said at last. “That’s what I want.” 
 
    Amanda beamed. “I’m glad.” 
 
    They lay next to each other for a long time, neither one talking. Both of them were thinking about the young man down the hall and the possibilities that the coming days held. At last, Tom got up and switched off the light, then crawled under the sheets next to his wife. 
 
    “Do you really think he’ll be a better lover than I am?” he whispered a few minutes later. 
 
    So much time passed before Amanda spoke, that he had almost convinced himself that she had fallen asleep. When she did finally reply, her words turned his blood to ice water. 
 
    “I guess we’re about to find out.” 
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    Dawn of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    The jungle is about to get a whole lot hotter… 
 
    Respected college professors, Julius Stevenson and his sexy young wife Natalia have a dream: to be the first scientists to mount an expedition to study the natives on the unexplored island of Molonga. But money doesn’t grow on trees. They had almost given up their dream when a mysterious conglomerate unexpectedly approves their funding.  
 
    When unforeseen events leave them stranded in the jungle, Julius finds his beautiful wife impersonating the natives’ deity to save his life. But what seems like the perfect solution quickly turns into the stickiest of situations. The goddess she pretends to be is no ordinary immortal, but a vengeful cuckoldress, come to earth to get even with her philandering spouse. 
 
    With their lives on the line, will Natalia be able to play the role that the Molongans expect of her? Or will the couple confess their deception in order to preserve their marriage vows? One thing is certain, their lives will never be the same again! 
 
      
 
    Return of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    Sometimes, the unexpected discoveries have the deepest impact… 
 
    Professor Julius Stevenson and his beautiful wife Natalia are stuck on the island of Molonga. As far as the amorous natives are concerned, the two are divine beings, come to earth to fulfill a centuries-old prophecy, in which the pale and sensual goddess makes a cuckold of her unfaithful husband.  
 
    Now that they have impersonated the Molongan deities and broken their marriage vows, their continued existence hinges completely on their ability to keep up this ruse. Luckily for them, they discover to their mutual surprise that they actually both enjoy their new roles as cuckold and cuckoldress. 
 
    Everything seems to be going well for the shameless couple until, on the eve of a sacred ceremony, Natalia uncovers a scroll that fills the pair with horror. There is another, far darker form of vengeance in store for the goddess’s husband. A fate of barbaric cruelty. Now, with time running out, they must find a way to save him from the vengeful natives before it’s too late. 
 
    Will Natalia be able to convince the Molongans to spare her husband? Or will her pleas fall on deaf ears? Just how much is Julius willing to sacrifice to their newfound kink? And will their marriage survive the strain? 
 
      
 
    Passion of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    He doesn’t want to watch, and yet he can’t look away… 
 
    Professor Julius Stevenson has a problem. Several, to be exact. Not only is he being held prisoner in a native temple on the remote, uncharted island of Molonga, but he has also been replaced in his wife’s bed by an enormous native man named Boda. And if that weren’t bad enough, that bed is separated from his own by nothing more than an iron grate.  
 
    Try as he might, the fledgling cuckold just can’t resist the urge to spy on the smoldering action next door, and the conflicting emotions he experiences shake his self-image to the core. Night after lonely night, he is treated to a front row seat as his enthusiastic, surprisingly adventurous wife sinks further and further into her role as the Molongans’ cuckolding goddess, Tara’ana, discovering proclivities of her own along the way. 
 
    The couple’s journey of self-examination takes an unexpected turn when Natalia takes her husband to the village’s witch doctor for a checkup. There, a golden bauble from another time, an unbelievable tale, and a mysterious gift will change their lives forever.  
 
    Will Julius be able to make peace with his own aberrant desires? Will Natalia halt her descent toward debauchery in time to salvage their marriage? And will they be able to unravel the mystery that seems to haunt this savage island? Find out in Book 3 of the Jungle Goddess Series. 
 
      
 
    Descent of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    When you play with fire, eventually you’re going to get burned… 
 
    Professor Stevenson has grudgingly come to accept the fact that he is a voyeur. And a cuckold voyeur at that. His wife’s antics with her Molongan lover hold an unholy fascination for him, and he can’t get enough of watching them through the iron bars of the grating that separates their two rooms. 
 
    So, when his wife Natalia gives him the chance to indulge his voyeuristic urges up close and personal, he jumps at the chance. After all, who wouldn’t want a ringside seat for all that steamy action?  
 
    But there’s a catch. Natalia has something to tell him. Something he’s been avoiding, but that has been gnawing at the back of his mind since their arrival. Once the words are spoken, there’ll be no turning a blind eye to the chilling reality that they face. 
 
    Will Julius be able to bear his wife’s revelation? Will it add to the excitement of their island debauchery? Or will he be ultimately crushed beneath the weight of their ever-changing marriage? Find out in Book 4 of the Jungle Goddess Series. 
 
      
 
    Flight of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    The darkest hour is just before the dawn… 
 
    With his wife likely pregnant to her lover, Boda, Professor Julius Stevenson has just about given up on ever returning to his previous life, when the return of their long-lost companion, the mysterious Mr. Albert, ignites in him a spark of hope that he and Natalia might finally escape from the island of Molonga. But when an old adversary makes a surprise appearance, that hope is dashed in an instant. 
 
    Now, with an army of mercenaries hot on their heels and baying for blood, Mr. Albert leads the two professors on a mad dash through the jungle, a desperate race to reach the safety of the coast. 
 
    Will they reach the ocean in time? Or will they be cut down by their relentless pursuers, leaving their bones to bleach in the tropical sun? And will the budding friendship between Mr. Albert and Julius’s wife blossom into something more? Find out in Book 5 of the Jungle Goddess Series. 
 
      
 
    Anny Awakened, Volume 1 
 
    Some fantasies are too hot to remain in the shadows… 
 
    Jim and Annie have been married for 10 years. They have a storybook, white-picket-fence life with a house and two little ones. They also have a secret fantasy that would shock the daylights out of their respectable, suburban neighbors. 
 
    For some time now, they’ve both been obsessed with the idea of Annie seducing another man. It’s a deliciously naughty idea that has resulted in some pretty steamy nights behind the bedroom door. But it’s just a game, something to spice up their love life. It’s not real. Until Annie’s boss begins to flirt with her at work...  
 
    When Jim encourages her to flirt back, the wheels are set in motion. Annie soon realizes that reality can be even more exciting than fantasy. After all, there’s no bigger boost to a married woman’s ego than the desire in a strange man’s eyes. She soon finds herself wondering just what it would be like, if she were to take that final, forbidden step. 
 
    Will Annie be content to keep flirting with her boss, or will she tempt the fates and seize the opportunity to live out their mutual fantasy? Does she dare? And once that line has been crossed, what then? 
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 2 
 
    The path of self-discovery is never a straight line… 
 
    When Jim’s wife allows her boss to seduce her on their most recent business trip, Jim isn’t surprised, and he certainly isn’t angry. After all, he has been encouraging her to be more adventurous for some time now. As he listens to all the juicy details of her encounter, he finds himself wishing more than anything that he could have been there to see it. In fact, the more he thinks about it, the more he finds himself warming to the idea of watching his wife’s dalliances firsthand. 
 
    Now that Annie has actually tasted that first delicious bite of forbidden fruit, she realizes that she isn’t quite the woman she thought she was. Beneath her carefully maintained façade of domestic normalcy, there lurks a voracious, carnal beast just waiting to break free and run amok. As her office romance progresses, she begins to recognize an uncomfortable fact about herself: she secretly longs to be dominated by a strong and virile man like her boss. 
 
    As the wayward couple travels deeper into the world of wife sharing, will they be able to chart a course that satisfies both of them? Can Jim come to grips with Annie’s emerging submissive side? And will Annie be comfortable with her husband’s budding voyeurism?  
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 3 
 
    Seeing is believing… 
 
    From the moment his sweet wife Annie first succumbed to the advances of her boss, Jim has been dying to see them together. Despite her very juicy and detailed descriptions of her seduction and all her ensuing extramarital adventures, he knows that there’s nothing quite like experiencing something firsthand. The only catch is that her boss doesn’t know that he knows. But now, Jim has hatched a foolproof plan that he is certain will finally give the would-be voyeur what he wants more than anything – a front row seat for all the action. 
 
    As much as the idea of having an audience excites her, Annie still has a few lingering doubts about letting her husband watch. Hearing about something and seeing it for yourself, she knows, are sometimes two totally different things. As a newly minted hotwife, she has begun to explore a dark and twisted side of herself that she’s still struggling to fully understand. Pulling back the curtain and putting that all on display for her husband is a terrifying thought – even if it does cause her pulse to race. 
 
    Will Jim’s master plan work out like he hopes? And if it does, will he really enjoy it as much as he thinks? Or will Annie’s fears come true? Will her husband be shocked to the core by the things he sees? 
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 1 
 
    Ken is a successful professional with a naughty secret. From the day he first met his beautiful wife, Jenny, he has gotten a secret thrill from watching her interact with other men, imagining things going further. Nothing excites him quite as much as the thought of her in the arms of another. Naturally, he has never breathed a word of this to her.  
 
    When the couple decides to take a long-overdue vacation in Florida, neither of them suspect that this will be a trip that changes their lives forever. Far away from family and friends, a series of events leads Jenny to suspect her husband’s hidden desires, culminating in a late-night confession that shakes the very foundations of their domestic world.  
 
    Once the cat is out of the bag, where do they go from there? Should Ken try to convince her to forget everything? Chalk it up to temporary insanity? Or will they dare to take the plunge and explore the forbidden world of hotwifing together? 
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 2 
 
    Things in Florida are heating up. Ken Wilson’s fantasy of watching his beautiful, raven-haired wife, Jenny, with another man has led them down an unexpected path, one that ended in her being taken by not just one, but two men. And in the cold light of day, he realizes that she seems oddly at ease with everything that has happened. Almost as if this isn’t her first time being shared… 
 
    When he presses her further, he soon finds out that he is not the only one who has been harboring a secret. His wife reluctantly bares her soul and confesses to an adventurous past that she has kept hidden from him all these years. The shocking tale she tells him of her college days takes his breath away and leaves him reeling, trying to reconcile the Jenny he knows with the one she has just described. As crazy as her story is, it only heaps fuel on his already white-hot obsession with exploring her naughty side. 
 
    When Jenny gets a text from her new ‘friends’, requesting a repeat, Ken is eager for her to accept. Will Jenny finally turn loose and show Ken the full extent of her wild side, the one she has carefully kept in check this whole time? Exciting as their first experience was, will Ken be able to handle the reality of his wife’s newfound liberation? And when an unforeseen phone call threatens to derail their plan, what will the couple do? 
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 3 
 
    Sometimes trying to relive a special moment can lead to something even more exceptional… 
 
    Of all the wild and crazy things that have happened on their vacation, the only thing Ken regrets is that he couldn’t be there to watch when Jenny’s last hotwife date turned into a group thing. So, when she gets a text from the guys asking about a repeat, he is more than willing. 
 
    Once they get there and the introductions are made, he soon finds that his wife has invited a few extra ‘friends’. Monique, he has already met, and he finds the unexpected presence of the buxom, blonde Frenchwoman anything but unpleasant, even if she has received some rather odd instructions from Jenny. The mysterious Bryce and his beautiful, if eccentric, girlfriend Willow, however, are something of an enigma. Just who are they? And why are they here? 
 
    Will lightning strike twice for Jenny and her admirers? Will Ken finally get to see her in all her mischievous glory? What role will the odd new strangers play as the married couple travels further down the path of illicit pleasure? And what’s up with Jenny’s new rules? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2 
 
    Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?  
 
    No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3 
 
    In yet another first for the kinky couple, Bill’s wife decides to spend the weekend with her wealthy, new, cowboy lover, Lance. Too late, they realize that her timing could have been better! 
 
    Now, Bill and Elizabeth find themselves swept up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as they are forced to face the reality that she may have come home from her illicit liaison with one souvenir too many. And as they wait to see if Lizzie is indeed pregnant, they realize that through the clouds of worry and dread, what began as a flickering spark of nervous excitement is steadily growing into a bright flame of perverse arousal. 
 
    Can Bill accept the thought of his wife carrying another man’s lovechild? Can Lizzie? And will this experience tear their marriage apart or make them closer than ever? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, The Complete Series 
 
    All three cowgirl hotwife volumes together for the first time in a single collection! 
 
    Follow the naughty adventures of Bill and Lizzie, a happily married ranching couple, as they delve into the exciting and taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail. 
 
    Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life! 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set 
 
    Both volumes together in a single collection! 
 
    The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!  
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends! 
 
    Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst 
 
    Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is. 
 
    Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies. 
 
    Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 1 
 
    John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life! 
 
    Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide! 
 
    Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?  
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 2 
 
    For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it? 
 
    Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.  
 
    Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there! 
 
    What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 3 
 
    John and Erica have just had a very eventful weekend. Three days ago, the thought of his beautiful, blonde wife in the arms of a black man had just been a naughty fantasy. Now, John’s wife is a full-fledged hotwife, and he’s a confirmed voyeur. 
 
    When John’s busy job threatens to limit their extramarital adventures, he makes a risky proposal: What if Erica were to play without him and tell him about it later? 
 
    It seems like the perfect solution. But, what happens when Erica strays outside their comfort zone? Can the couple find their way in the complicated maze of hotwife dating, or will this dangerous game of theirs destroy their marriage? And how will John feel, when a chance date with a rough stranger reveals a side of his wife he never knew existed? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, The Complete Series (Volumes 1-3) 
 
    Get all three of Erica’s adventures in one collection for the first time! 
 
    When John and Erica discover that their friend Alice has a thing for black men and that her husband Steve actively encourages it, they are shocked, but at the same time fascinated. Unable to resist their curiosity, they press their friends for details. What they hear takes their breath away, leading them to contemplate something they never could have dreamed of: What if Erica were to take a lover? 
 
    Steve and Alice are more than happy to give the young married couple the nudge they need, as well as to guide them on their journey as Erica becomes a hotwife. As fantasies become reality and hidden desires are laid bare, John and Erica hurtle down a pathway of pure eroticism, never knowing where the next turn will take them, with only their love for each other to anchor them as their marriage is put to the ultimate test. 
 
    Will Erica’s extramarital adventures lead her to new heights of pleasure or leave her wishing she had ignored the temptation of the hotwife lifestyle? How will John deal with the changing dynamics of their marriage?  
 
    One thing is certain: life will never be the same for this couple! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Lessons

A Hotwife Adventure ——






