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Chapter
1






Things were perfect.

Except I've got this little thing, you see.
Things can never be perfect. Just when things settle into an easy
happiness, I feel the need to stir shit up.

It was Friday and we had gotten into the wine
after the kids had gone down. As usual after a few glasses I
started to feel a little more amorous. Victoria seemed to take on a
special kind of glow, the kind I remembered her having before all
the normal stuff that happens to people, happened to us. The glow
seemed to hold the promise of something. A potential. Possibilities
that were endless the way they had been when we'd met and not the
way they were now.

Predictable and staid.

As was my custom I suggested that we
celebrate my hopefully nostalgic mood with some sex.

That's the first time I noticed it.
The look. Maybe it had been there for a long time and I had just
been too busy drinking wine or reminiscing to notice. It wasn't a
look of complete boredom. It wasn't a look of disgust or revulsion.
It was much more subtle than that.

It was the faintest twisting at the corners
of her smile. An arching of the brow that on its own would have
been nothing more than a twitch. The slightest inhale, sharper than
usual and followed by a breath out, as if she were trying to calm
herself down. Trying to relax.

"What?" I asked, trying not to sound wounded.
If there was one thing Victoria didn't like it was a pout.

"Nothing."

My insides tightened. The tone. That tone.
Just a semi-tone higher than her normal voice. As if she'd sat up a
little straighter. Become a little stiff.

"Oh. I thought I saw...if you don't feel like
it you can just say..."

"No, no. You're imagining things. I just had
an itch. It's fine."

Fine.

Fine.

What was fine? Was it fine that I wanted sex?
Was it fine that she had just seemingly resigned herself to
give it to me? That didn't seem fine.

It's fine didn't seem like the sort of
thing you say to the man you're about to sleep with. Did it?

Of course thinking back, I hadn't exactly
been a Romeo about the whole thing. What did it look like from her
side of the couch? A middle-aged, slightly slurring, slightly tired
man who'd had one too many and asked if she felt like a fuck before
he passed out? That certainly wasn't fine.

I put my wine glass down. Now I felt a swell
of emotions come surging from deep inside me. A longing for an "us"
that had been. Not the "us" we had now. Not the "us" that was
fine. A dangerous us. Full of promise and potential and
endless possibilities.

"Are you happy?" I asked.

Her blue eyes widened. A breath. Something
unspoken ready to be said.

"David..." The way she said it. The way she
exhaled my name with just a bit of tension on the end. Like
it was a chore just to consider what I'd asked.

"No I'm serious."

A delicate hand on her pale forehead. Fingers
tucked a stray lock of blonde hair behind her ear. A glance up at
me. Like she was looking for a way out.

"You're not, are you?" I asked, driven by the
uneasy feeling that was hollowing my stomach and making me clutch
the arm of the sofa.

"Can we talk about this tomorrow? Let's go to
bed now. Let's have a nice evening."

"So there's something to talk about?"

"There's always something to talk about."

"Just tell me what it is? Tell me why you're
not happy?"

"I never said I wasn't happy." She sidled
towards me on the couch. "You're blowing all of this out of
proportion."

"Then what is it? There's something there, I
know it."

She folded her arms across her chest and
levelled a stare at me. "Do you want to have sex with your wife
tonight or not? Because if you keep talking about this, you won't.
If you drop it till tomorrow, you will. Now what's it going to
be?"

What was it going to be, David?

What was the trouble exactly? Okay fine, I
was drunk, I could admit that much.

I had asked my wife for relations and she had
agreed. What was bothering me? It was that look. The one I'd seen
flit across her face right after the question. It was that look, a
look of...what was it? Not disinterest. Not irritation or regret.
Not a look that came with any of the dramatic feelings that brought
people together or drove them apart.

A cold and hollow feeling settled in my gut
as I put my finger on what it was. What the look was.

Duty.

It was a look of duty. My wife, with whom I'd
travelled the world and drank too much and made passionate love to
had, at the suggestion of sex, looked at me with a sense of
duty.

"Are you seriously still thinking about
this?" she asked.

Apparently I'd spent more time in my mind
than I had thought. I tried to speed up the process of thinking
about it. I tried to push aside all of the nostalgia about the past
and angst about what we'd turned into and I tried to just focus on
that look and what it meant. And why it bothered me so much.

What was it about Victoria going dutifully to
our marriage bed to please me that felt like such a knife in my
gut? Why did it matter? The end result would still be the same. I
would still get laid. She would probably have a good time, too. I
always made sure she came, even if it wasn't from intercourse. Why
did it bother me so much? Why did I need her to need me the
same way I felt I needed her?

"Okay then," she said, getting up off the
couch. "Time's up buster. Let's get this show on the road. You're
not talking so let's get to bed and do the nasty."

I couldn't help but smile. This was the new
Victoria. The seductress was gone. She'd been replaced by an
SUV-driving, sunscreen applying, plucky pragmatist who knew that
sometimes things just needed to get done.

And I loved her. I loved this Victoria as
much as I loved the Victoria I'd fallen in love with. It was a
different kind of love. A mature love, one could call it. A tested
love that had weathered things and was better for it. But it was a
good love. It was a love you could count on.

I'm of two minds as to why I followed her
into the bedroom that night. The official version, the one that fit
best into my own narrative, into the person I thought I was, is
that I followed her into the bedroom because I wanted to do the
hard work of making our marriage work along with her. I was going
to be a big boy and not let silly sentimentality spoil a perfectly
nice evening with my wife. That was my duty. That was my
contribution to making "us" work.

That wasn't the truth, though. That was just
a lie I told myself to make-believe that I, too, was in control.
The truth was that I followed her into that bedroom because my cock
wouldn't let me say no. I followed her into that bedroom because I
needed the inside of her more than I needed to know what wasn't
working for her. I needed the empty-minded bliss of becoming an
animal and fucking her more than I needed her as a person. Because
we usually only had sex once a week. On Friday's. After I'd had too
much wine.

The truth was that she was the one doing the
hard work. The dutiful work. I was just an animal that wanted to
rut.

And I did rut. I don't know if it was the
wine or my mood or the way I kept reminding myself of that look
she'd given me. Maybe it was all three. When she came out of the
bathroom I wasn't under the covers, waiting quietly for her to turn
out the light. I was standing in the center of the room waiting for
her with my clothes off.

"David!" she squealed, standing there in her
white night gown. She put a hand to her mouth and laughed into it.
She bent her knee in a bit, bending her body forward. "What are you
doing?"

"I'm going to make love to my wife!" I
declared, stepping forward. She was still giggling when I reached
her but I didn't care. I put a hand behind her neck and pulled her
close to me. I pushed her hand away from her mouth and met her lips
with mine. They were wet and warm and tasted like the oaky wine
we'd shared.

"Oh, David," she purred as I pulled away and
trailed down her neck, kissing and sucking at her tender flesh.

I grabbed her gown and hiked it up and thrust
a hand between her legs. As I found the soft folds of her tight
pussy with my fingers some of her wetness dripped out. I didn't
begin gently or slowly the way I usually did in bed. Still kissing
her neck I plunged two fingers into her wet snatch, spearing her
and making her cry out.

The feeling of Victoria letting go of her
weight and sinking down onto my hand, impaling herself onto my two
fingers made my cock harden. This wasn't the way we made love
anymore. I didn't take her like this. Now we coaxed each other into
a safe space just close enough together but far enough apart. A
space we'd carefully carved out where we knew no one would feel
uncomfortable or hurt. When you only had sex once a week, you
wanted things to work, right?

This felt so much better, though. So much
more real and raw. With my fingers inside her, I grabbed a fistful
of her hair and yanked it back, exposing her neck.

She gasped. Her blue eyes went wide. I saw a
look in those eyes I hadn't seen in a very long time. It was fear
and excitement and anticipation at what I was going to do next. It
was a look that had faded out of existence, worn out of use by
tiredness and time.

Now that I had seen it in her eyes anew, I
swore to myself I'd never let it get away again.

I pulled my fingers out of her but kept my
fist in her hair. I led her towards he bed. I made it known that I
wanted her to climb up. She did, obedient as she'd been in the past
when I'd gone a little rough. She liked it, it just wasn't normally
my style. I leaned close to her ear as I eased her down onto all
fours.

"Show me your pussy," I whispered.

Her eager obedience made me rock hard. She
clutched at the nightgown, yanking it up and over her round
ass.

The sight of her tight, puckered back hole
and her soft, pink gash, dripping already at my suddenly demanding
persona made my stiff cock lurch. I leaned close again.

"Pull yourself open. I want to see you open
your little slut pussy for me."

Little slut pussy.

A twinge of angst and lust shot through me.
Why? Had it been the word slut? Thinking of my wife as a slut? Even
if she were my slut?

There wasn't time to dissect exactly what was
going on.

Victoria moaned, actually moaned as she
reached around with both hands and pulled herself apart. The pink
gash split open with a wet smack, revealing the dark hole that led
to her insides. That act, the way she exposed herself to me, the
way she was presenting herself flipped a switch in my mind.

I no longer cared about anything but stuffing
my rock-solid cock into that velvety tunnel. I stepped forward,
cock in hand. I pushed the head of it against her soft folds. She
moaned, her ass rising up into the air as she tried to drive me
inside.

I reached out and grabbed her ass. I spread
the cheek out a little more. I held my cock and pushed into her, my
hips jutting forward as soon as I felt her warmth.

Her pussy was still tight and the lips looked
like a mouth trying to swallow my cock whole. I stared at the
beautiful sight, the sight of me disappearing into my wife. She
took her hands away from her ass and clutched the sheets, crumpling
them with her fists.

As I started to rock against her, staring at
my stiff cock, now slathered in her wetness, pumping over and over
into her cunt, I felt her start to clench around me.

"Oh, David!" she moaned, "Fuck!"

Fuck.

The word sent a surge of lust through me. I
felt the hot cum start to leave my balls. Victoria never swore
anymore. Victoria made sandwiches and pot roasts and pies. This was
the old Victoria, the one that had given me that look. The one who
used to scream "fuck!" when we fucked.

I started pounding against her body, slamming
her into the bed. My whole being was consumed with just one thing.
To fuck all of my hot load into her waiting, wanting cunt. I stared
at my hot column of flesh, piling into her tightness. I felt my
balls go tight. I felt the first hot splash of spunk race through
my aching shaft.

"Fuck David!" she screamed. "You're gonna
make me fucking come!"

I answered her with a grunt. I felt her pussy
tighten around my cock just as I started to come.

We rode the wave of a shared orgasm up to the
heights of bliss where time stretched out so much it almost stood
still. I kept fucking her as her pussy milked and sucked my pulsing
cock. I felt myself spewing splash after splash of white-hot seed
into her, driving it towards her womb with the head of my cock.

And then it ebbed and we were both sailing
back down.

Just a few more thrusts, slowing my sawing
into her. Then I fell out. I staggered back. I was breathing
heavily, trying to catch the breath I'd lost fucking. I gasped at
the beautiful sight.

I guess I'd never seen it before. Not that
close. Even when we'd had wild sex it was usually in the dark. Now,
with the lights on, it was in plain view.

Her pussy was still split from the girth of
my cock. The pink lips were slowly closing, like petals of a flower
folding shut. At the center of the crevice of soft flesh there was
a creamy trickle of white. I was mesmerized, transfixed. When she
went to roll around I reached out. I grabbed her ass to hold her in
place.

"David? What are you doing?"

Maybe I was still drunk. I don't know. I just
couldn't look away.

I let my hand slide between the cleft of her
ass, then down further until my fingers were at the entrance to her
cunt.

She gasped. She tried to turn and look. I let
her this time. I let her roll over but as she did, I spread her
legs. She didn't resist. She craned her neck, to look down her body
and see what I was seeing.

So we both just stared at it for a while.
Stared at my sticky white seed drooling out of her soft puss. Then
I pressed my fingers to her pussy and let some of it dribble down
and onto them.

She looked uncertain. I brought my fingers to
her lips. She frowned. "David, you know I don't..."

Like the taste of my cum?

I knew that. I didn't care. Something gave me
courage. I pulled her hair back with my fist. She gasped. I stood
up. I brought my fingers to her ruby lips and waited.

She pushed out her tongue. Then she licked
the spunk off. Staring into my eyes she let it linger on the tip of
her tongue before it slipped into her mouth.

Then I bent down and kissed her on the lips.
I kissed her and she shared what I'd given her and it was weird and
new and hot all at the same time.

And I felt in control again. I felt like a
little bit of the old Victoria had returned.
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"Not this again, David. I thought we had a
nice night last night?"

We had. I just needed to ruin things
sometimes.

"We did have a nice night and you said we
could talk about it today."

"Talk about what?"

"Talk about why you're unhappy with our sex
life."

Victoria shook her head and rolled her eyes.
"But I'm not, David. I'm not unhappy with our sex life! You're
putting words into my mouth!" She did her best to stomp around the
island in the center of the kitchen and look mad.

Trouble was, porcelain doesn't really
stomp.

"I'm not, I'm just saying that I saw you look
a certain way when I suggested sex last night and I just want to
know what it meant? I just want you to be happy."

That stopped her. She stood up from putting
the dish soap into a cupboard and set it down on the counter. Her
shoulders sagged and her cheeks did, too as she circled the island
again and gave me a hug. She hugged me and held me for longer than
"I love you." Longer than "I'm sorry." Longer than "It's going to
be okay." When she pulled away, there were tears in her eyes.

"I'm sorry."

"You don't have to be sorry," I replied.

"Well I am sorry. Here you are trying
to reach out and do the good work of being open and honest and have
a good relationship and I'm just pushing you away because I'm busy
putting away groceries or too tired to talk about it at night.
That's what I'm sorry for. You deserve better than that."

Well it wasn't why I was bringing it up but
it was nice to hear anyways. It fit in nicely into my narrative,
too. I was being dutiful. Not just nostalgic and trying to break
things so I could fix them again. "Look, I just want to know what's
up. That's all."

She sighed. She looked up at the time. "The
kids are going to be home from Janie's place soon."

"So? We'll put them in front of the TV if we
have to. We should make time for this." Why did I like it so much?
Why couldn't I just let things be? Why did I need to pick at them
just so I could re-treat an old wound once the scab fell off?

"Okay. You're right." She pulled me over to
the table where we sat down. "Look it's not anything huge.
Everything's fine, really. I just haven't been feeling that
into it lately."

"Lately? For how long?"

She shrugged. "I don't know. A few
months?"

A few months? A few months?!? "You haven't
been feeling into it for a few months? But we've been having sex
once, sometimes twice a week."

"I know. I know how much it means to you. I
wanted you to be happy."

Well that stung. Of course it was partly that
Victoria hadn't been enjoying herself that was bothering me. But
mostly not. Mostly it was that she hadn't been enjoying herself
with me that I didn't like.

"You haven't been enjoying sex for months and
you didn't tell me about it?"

She shook her head. "I didn't say I haven't
been enjoying it. I just...haven't been feeling that into it,
that's all. It's always nice after we do it."

Not exactly the kind of thing that helps a
fella's ego, you know? "Well...what, I mean, what is it that you're
not into?" I couldn't help that I felt a bit betrayed.

"I don't know. Just the whole thing. You know
how it is, it goes in phases. I'm sure it'll pass."

That was not any consolation at all. I didn't
want to just sit around and wait for it to pass. That wasn't how I
worked. I took the bull by the horns. I got up and got things done.
I took control and command, like I had last night. "What about last
night?"

"What about it?" she asked.

"Were you into it last night?"

"It was fun."

Fun.

Fun.

Not hot. Not amazing. Fun. About as exciting
as a dull thud, more or less. Oh no. This was not going to just
pass. I was going to chase it screaming from our lives.

"We're going for dinner."

"What?"

"Tonight."

"But I've already thawed pork chops
and..."

"We can eat them tomorrow," I commanded,
standing up. We were going to spice up this marriage and I was
going to put my foot down about it if I had to.

Victoria must have sensed my determination
because she didn't put up her usual fight. "David, it's not..."

"I'm not taking 'no' for an answer, my love,"
I said, leaning in and kissing her.

She giggled and shook her head. Then the kids
burst in through the door demanding lunch.

I raised an eye, exaggerating as if I were
about to put in a monocle.

She smiled and shook her head in a way that
meant I'd won. "Fine. But it's your job to find a sitter."

"Fine." I kissed her again and then she was
off, listening to stories of what had happened at Janie's from the
boys and spreading peanut butter onto slices of bread.

I snuck away that afternoon. The boys were
watching TV and Victoria sat down to read a book and under the
pretense of checking our P.O. box I stole away in the car. I wasn't
sure where I was going or why, I just knew that I needed to move.
Motion often softened my hardened mind and it did that day,
too.

I drove on the freeway for a while. Then I
turned back and drove the way home but got off a few exits before
mine. I drove through town, lost in my thoughts as I passed strip
malls and Saturday shoppers. I don't know what made me pull into
the parking lot of "Adult Accessories." It had been a store I'd
passed many times and never thought I would walk into but that day
something was up. There was an energy buzzing inside me that
wouldn't relent. A craving I had to re-ignite the spark in our
relationship that seemed like it had been extinguished.

Of course it hadn't been extinguished,
really. It was all probably just a figment of my imagination. We'd
made passionate love the night before. As soon as I'd taken charge
of the situation in the bedroom my worries about our sex life and
its staleness had ebbed. But true to my own form I couldn't just
let sleeping dogs lie. I had to poke them with sticks until they
woke. So that I could soothe them and comfort them and tell them
that really the best thing was to go back to sleep again.

The large woman behind the counter began to
eye me with suspicion as soon as I stepped into the place. A purple
streak in her hair, a tattoo on her arm, every so often she peered
over the issue of Q Magazine she was reading to eye me with a
strange mixture of curiosity and contempt.

I ignored her, for the most part. I waded
through the aisles of sex toys and adult movies, lingerie and books
about sex, hoping to find something that would light our fire once
again. There was some strange shit in there.

Of course there were all the expected whips
and handcuffs and paddles at the front. Along the left wall there
was a rack of leather outfits in different sizes. There were all
kinds of metal implements I had no idea what they did. Nothing
caught my eye thought. Sure, Victoria liked it rough sometimes but
I was pretty sure she would never be into anything that
rough.

I started feeling like I wasn't going to find
anything there that would pique my interest, or hers, until I got
to a small shelf at the back. That's when I saw the cage.

It was tiny. A little cylindrical shaped
thing made of metal with a little lock at the base and a pair of
keys tied to it. I had a vague sense of how it might be used. I
don't know what compelled me to pick it up. I guess I wanted to
feel the weight of it. I wanted to know what it would feel like,
hanging off of the appendage I suspected it was meant for.

"Can I help you with something?" Her voice
was deep and a little gravelly. A smoker's voice, for sure.

"Uh, just kind of looking around," I replied,
turning to face her.

She looked down at the shiny object I was
holding.

It made me blush. It was an admission of at
least a curiosity, to a stranger. What did I care? I did, though. I
cared. I wondered what kind of middle-aged men came into shops like
this. Did she think I was a pervert? How could she? She worked here
for fuck's sake. Still, it was a little out of my comfort zone.

"You know what that is?" she asked with a
skeptical eye. Maybe I just didn't look like the type.

"Um, yeah. No. Not really."

"Cage for your cock."

It was the strangest thing, having a fat
lesbian explaining you were holding a cock cage. "Oh?" What the
hell else was I supposed to say?

"You into the lifestyle?"

"Lifestyle?" I asked.

"Yeah. The cuckold thing."

My answer was an awkward guffaw. I'd heard
the word cuckold before. I knew what it meant. I didn't realize it
could be a lifestyle. "Uh, yeah. No. Not really."

"Hm." That was it. That was all she said. As
if she got this all the time. Guys wandering in, pretending to be
looking for something then, when caught red-handed, pretending like
they had been looking for something else.

"That's the nicest one we've got. Actually
I'm surprised there's still one left. Those usually sell out
fast."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah. Those things go fast. Way better
than the cheap plastic shit."

Of course they were. The thing felt heavy in
my hand. It was obviously well constructed. The metal was smooth
and hard. I couldn't imagine why the hell anyone would stick their
cock in one, though. "Is that right?"

"Sure is."

I could feel her staring at me. The whole
time I'd been eyeing the thing as she talked. Pretending to weigh
it with my hand, as if I were somehow testing the quality of it. As
if I even knew what the fuck it was for.

"You have no idea what the fuck you want in
here do you?"

I have to admit the question caught me
somewhat off guard. I didn't feel like lying though. After all, who
was this person? I'd never even see her again. She was just some
overweight clerk. Why should I worry about what I said or admitted
around her. "Okay. What the fuck is this about?"

Smirk. It didn't seem mean-spirited. It
seemed like she genuinely got a kick out of the question.

I couldn't help a smile. "Okay. You got me. I
don't know what the fuck I want."

The admission elicited another smug smile.
"Most of the guys who come in here lookin' like you don't, you
know?"

"Oh yeah?" I asked.

"Yup. I mean, the pink shirt kind of gives it
away but honestly it's more than that. There's just a look.
Straight-laced just looks a certain way. You know?"

"Not really."

"That there? That's a bird cage."

"A bird cage?"

"A bird cage. Fits around your dick so you
can't get hard."

What? The actual? Fuck? "Really?"

"Really." She was smiling. My ignorance was
obviously a source of great amusement.

"Okay." This was kind of fun. Talking to a
complete stranger about...cock cages. "So? You gonna tell me what
this is about?"

Smirk. A little wider grin this time. She was
definitely having fun. "Some guys like it. They get their wives or
their girlfriends to lock them up."

I nodded. Of course they did. "Why?"

"Get off on it. It's kind of a domination
thing. Although it's kind of on the extreme end of the spectrum.
Most guys don't start out with that."

"Huh. What do most guys start out with then?"
I asked.

She shrugged. "Something a little lighter.
Getting their wife to flirt with other guys. Maybe whore her out a
little bit."

"Whore her out?" I balked.

"Sure. Get another guy to sleep with her
while they watch."

Get another guy to sleep with her while they
watch.

The thought made my blood run cold and hot at
the same time. Really? Guys liked that?

And then it came. The vivid, lucid burst of
imagination. The vision of my wife doing that. Of Victoria
doing that. I saw her, in my mind's eye, clear as day, wrapped in
some other man's arms.

A genuine smile of amusement sprouted on the
large lesbian's face. "Uh-huh. Just like that."

And just like that, I was reeling. One half
of my mind was still grappling with how on earth a man could live
with himself, watching his wife have sex with someone else. The
other half? It was draining blood into my cock making it lurch and
rise in my jeans at the thought. "What the fuck?" I actually said
it out loud this time.

Smirk. "Kind of fucked up, huh?"

"I...uh...I guess everyone's got their
thing."

Shrug. "Yeah. They do. It's actually pretty
hot. I used to do it with an old boyfriend of mine."

"Boyfriend?" The word came out before I had a
chance to think it through.

Another smirk. "Yeah. I'm bi. Holy shit that
guy was a real sub. He wanted the whole nine yards. He wanted to
fucking kneel by the bed, his cock in a cage and watch while I got
stuffed full of black cock."

There it was again. The most arousing
confusion I'd ever felt. This was not what I'd come in here for.
When I'd pulled into the parking lot I was thinking of maybe a
dildo. Maybe some lingerie. Now I couldn't think of anything else
but that little cage.

"So he, like, got off on you fucking other
guys?"

"Yup." She nodded. "But it was more like
other guys fucking me. Couldn't fucking get enough of it. Fuck I
got stuffed so full of cock with that guy." She let out a chortle.
"Maybe that's what turned me off."

I furrowed my brow. "Turned you off?"

"Yeah," she replied. "Of cock. You know?"

Right.

"Hey what's your deal anyways? You don't seem
like the kind of guy that would be into something like that."

"Uh..." I wasn't sure what to say. Who
cares? She's a stranger. You'll never see her again. "I'm...I'm
not." Was I?

She shrugged again. "Marriage on the
rocks?"

"What?!?"

"Is your marriage on the rocks? A lot of guys
come in here when things are going south. You know, hoping some
toys might help them out."

A sudden shame welled up from deep in my
insides. Was I that guy? Was that the reason I was here? No fucking
way! I was here because...because...I just wanted to spice things
up.

"Just lookin' to spice things up, huh?"

I put the cage down and took a step back.
Suddenly baring my soul to this lesbian stranger felt more than a
little weird. I didn't owe her anything. She had no idea who I was!
"Look, I was just looking for..."

"...something to spice things up?"

I didn't really know what to say to that.
That was why I was there, after all. "I thought...I thought maybe
some nice lingerie or something..." I stammered.

"Hm," she said, glancing down at the cage
again. "Yeah. That might work. But you know what? Every time I've
had a relationship that was on the rocks you know what worked
best?"

I couldn't resist. Suddenly she was the
mermaid with the perfect answer, drawing me down into the murky
depths. "What?" I whispered.

"Every fucking time shit goes south, the only
thing that brings it back is some serious kink."

Fuck. This was fucked. But it felt like she
was right.
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Dinner was fabulous. We went to this little
Italian place that had just opened. We were lucky to get in. It was
tiny and hot and tight and packed full of people. Victoria, despite
her earlier protest, seemed quite charmed by the whole thing. I got
a bottle of their best Cab and we drank the whole thing with
appetizers. By the time dinner arrived, veal for me and a pasta
Calabrese for her, we were pretty drunk. I ordered another bottle
of wine. We drank. We laughed. It felt like us again.

But through all of dinner, as Victoria talked
and laughed, I couldn't push the memory of what had happened that
day out of my mind.

It was the memory of that fucking cage and
what she'd said. I was just so fascinated by the whole thing. I
wanted to know more about it. I wanted to learn about the weird
kink and how people got off on it.

I hadn't actually bought anything. I'd felt
too embarrassed and scared off by my conversation with the
clerk.

But that goddamned cage that just kept
floating around in my mind. More than anything, I wanted to go home
and get on the internet and figure out what the fuck it was all
about. A slice of tiramisu and a glass of champagne after our meal
gave me the courage to speak.

"Victoria, my love," I began, reaching a hand
across the table.

She took it, blushing, red-faced from all the
wine.

"Do you ever think about being with other
men?" Even just posing the question sent a swell of jealous arousal
through me. I'd been thinking of this moment since my conversation
in the shop. I'd been twisting words and trying out different ways
of asking the question in my head. Now it was here. And that's how
it came out.

Victoria's eyes went a little wide. "David!"
she chided, looking down at the ground. A few of the patrons around
us turned at her little outburst.

I leaned closer, trying to calm her down.
"What? I'm just wondering."

When she looked back up at me she was even
more flushed. Her face was burning red from wine and embarrassment
and shame. I realized then I'd fucked up. This was the wrong time.
The wrong place. I should have waited until we were in the cab on
the way home or better yet, at home in the bedroom. There was
nothing to do but find a way out.

The waitress, possibly having noticed our
discomfort stepped over a moment later. "Will there be anything
else?" she asked.

I shook my head and she immediately produced
the bill along with the debit machine. A few moments later and I
was whisking Victoria out the door as she tried to hide behind her
palm. She didn't very much like attention.

"Victoria, I'm sorry," I began, almost having
to run as I tried to keep up with her long stride.

She stopped. She turned to face me. All that
redness had drained from her face, replaced with a cold, white
fury.

I was fucked.

"What on earth has gotten into you?!?" she
seethed.

I took a deep breath. I held out my hands,
offering them as a sign of peace. The evening seemed sexually
unsalvageable but maybe there was a way we could not go to bed mad.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry I brought that up in there. I should have
waited. I just..."

"You just what?"

"I just...I've been thinking about it all
day," I blurted. There. It was out there. Like I'd needed to get
red of it. Now there was no taking it back.

A bus rumbled by on the street, bathing
Victoria in the light from inside. I thought I saw her face soften
a little.

"You've been thinking about it? About that?
About whether I think of being with other men?"

Ugh. "Yes."

"David. Why?!?"

This had gone exactly the wrong way. Maybe I
shouldn't have gotten drunk. Maybe I shouldn't have even gone to
that damn shop. A pulse of adrenaline as I realized that I'd put
the box with the cock cage in my sock drawer. If I wasn't careful
when we got home she could easily find it.

"David? Are you listening to me?"

"Yes. Sorry," I muttered, heaving myself back
into the conversation. "I was thinking about something else."

"Something else?" She pressed a hand to my
head. "Are you feeling alright? Where on earth is all of this
coming from?"

I looked around. Passersby were staring. We
were in the middle of the sidewalk and people had to walk around us
to get by. This was not the place to talk. But I didn't want to go
home. I didn't want all the baggage that home had. "Let's go to the
park," I offered.

"The park?"

"The park. We can sit on a bench. And
talk."

She shook her head.

I gazed at the one dimple on her chin, then
looked up at her eyes. They were worried and confused.

"Fine," she said, finally.

We walked side by side but didn't hold hands.
It seemed like the entire buzz we'd worked up had worn off in an
instant, evaporated by Victoria's shame. We found a bench under a
light and sat down.

"Alright look," she said, putting her purse
down and turning to me. "I want to know where all of this is coming
from? Where did this start?"

"It started last night," I said, putting a
hand over hers.

"This again? That look? Is that what you're
talking about? Oh God David, I swear it is so irritating being
married to you sometimes! It was one tiny moment where I didn't
react exactly the way you wanted and you have to spin it up into
this grotesque thing like it's going to break our marriage. I hate
it when you do this!"

"What do you mean 'when you do this?' It's
not like I do this all the time!"

Teensy lie.

She narrowed her eyes. "You know what, David?
You think you're so smart? You think I don't know that you like to
walk around pushing people's buttons?"

"What?!?"

"Don't be like that. You know this whole
thing is about nothing. How long have we known each other?"

Uh...

"How long?"

"Fifteen yea..."

"Seventeen years. You think that after
seventeen years I haven't picked up on your shit?"

That made my jaw drop. "Shit? Victoria what
are you..."

"Everything is fine, David. We have a
wonderful life. We have a nice house and two great kids and you
have a good job and I'm not on Valium. Everything is fucking
fine." She paused. She leaned back. "Wait a second. Is that
it? Is that why you feel the need to mess things up? Is this some
sort of mid-life crisis?"

See, this wasn't part of my plan. My plan was
to make her a little uncomfortable then rush in to save the day. To
be her hero again. I didn't expect to be called out on my shit.

"Okay. What is it you want then?" she went on
when I didn't answer. "You want me to tell you that I think about
fucking other men? You want to hear that I think about it
all the time and that I masturbate to the thought while
you're asleep? And that when you're fucking me I think of other
guys? Sure. I do. How do you like that? I'm usually thinking about
some other guy. And you know what? He's usually built like a truck
and has a cock the size of my arm. Does that do it for you?!?"

I just sat there staring at her with my mouth
open. It was all I could do. I was reeling. I had never heard
Victoria talk like that. I had never in my wildest imaginations
even considered that this is how she would react. I didn't really
know how she'd react but it wasn't like this. This was...madness.
This was fucked.

Even then, even after that outburst, she
didn't turn back into normal Victoria. It made me wonder if she
walked around with all that bottled up. How could someone be so
different? Someone I'd known for seventeen years? She folded her
arms across her chest. "So? What next? It's your move, David."

"Victoria, I..."

She raised her eyes and tilted her head to
one side. As if she were already mocking what I was about to say.
"I just thought..." What did I think? What had I been thinking,
really, when I decided to bring this up.

She was right. I was a shit. Sometimes I got
bored and started being a manipulative shit to people. No one ever
called me on it because who wanted to deal with that? Most people
just moved away slowly. They just thought I was a jerk, I guess. To
be honest, I thought Victoria had no idea about it either. Not
until now.

She didn't move. Just sat there staring at
me, waiting for me to say something.

"You're right." It seemed like the only
logical thing to say. And it made her eyes soften. Just a bit.

Then a smile sprouted across her lips as she
shook her head. "That's still a play, isn't it, David? It's just a
game to you."

Now it felt like she was slipping farther
away. As if the outburst and my admission had loosened my grip on
the two of us. "Okay, wait," I said, holding a hand up. "I'm being
serious now. I was a dick. You're right. I overreacted about the
look."

"You overreacted," she explained, "so you
could make me feel bad then be a hero and save me from myself,
right?"

I'd painted myself into quite a corner here.
Or I guess she had. "Yes. That's why I did it."

"Why, David? Why? What do you want?"

I looked at the ground. I hadn't expected to
be confronted with that question. Not so directly.

"You want more sex?"

I don't know why the question itself made me
feel bad. I guess there was something detached about it. I didn't
want her to just dutifully have more sex with me. I wanted her to
want the sex, too. "It's not just that."

"Then what?" she asked.

"Well...don't you miss it?"

"Miss what?"

"Miss what we had?"

She raised one eyebrow and shook her head.
"What? What 'what we had?' David we have everything we could want!
Life is great! Why can't you just be happy with that?!?"

I want you to want me more.

Why couldn't I just say that? That was what I
really wanted. That was at the bottom of all of this.

"I am happy. I am. I just...I want you to be
happy too. I..."

Just say it.

"I..."

Her eyes softened as if she knew how hard it
was for me to get it out. "What, David? Just say it."

"I want you to want me more."

A sigh. A soft and tired sigh. "David, I want
you to be happy. I love you. But I'm a woman. I'm never going to
want to have as much sex as you. That's what you're talking about,
right? Do you want to have sex twice a week? We can do it twice a
week. I just want you to be happy. I really do."

Of course I wanted to have sex twice a week.
But more than that I wanted her to want to have sex twice a
week. I just didn't know how else to put it. I felt her fingers on
my cheek.

"David?"

I looked up into her blue eyes.

"Let's go home. Let's try and salvage this
evening that was going so well. Let's have some more wine and see
what happens. I love you. I want you to know that."

I told her I loved her too and that I thought
it was a good idea. It still felt vaguely satisfying, getting a
reaction out of her, though the outcome hadn't been what I
expected. I told myself the story that I was going home to work on
our marriage.

The truth was, I was following my cock home.
And she owned my cock.
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Then something strange happened. When we got
home, Victoria was the one to go to the liquor cabinet and get a
bottle of wine. She brought out glasses and uncorked it and poured
it into the carafe. She told me to sit on the couch and make myself
comfortable. She went into the kitchen and came back with some
cheese to go with the wine. Then she sat down close to me on the
couch. Not on the other side like she normally did. Up close. With
her feet tucked under her thighs.

"Now," she whispered, "where were we?" She
trailed a finger down the front of my shirt, lingering on each of
the buttons until she reached my belt. By the time she did my cock
was half-hard.

It felt good and it felt bad. It felt bad
because I knew it was just an act. This was just Victoria working
harder to make things work. It felt good because I hadn't seen her
like this in a good long while.

"Shouldn't we go to the bedroom?" I asked
quietly, worried what would happen if one of the kids came
down.

"What's the matter?" she asked with a wry
smile. "Don't like a little danger with your fun?"

I let her pull the buckle open, staring into
her eyes to try and see if there was any hint there if all of this
was just an act or genuine. As she pulled my cock free, it lurched
out and sprang to attention.

Victoria looked at it, smiling and wrapped
her fist around it.

At that moment I sort of stopped caring
whether it was an act or not. She seemed happy. She was smiling as
she stroked my cock. I figured I might as well just enjoy the
moment instead of worrying about her motives.

She wasn't gripping it very hard. Just enough
for me to feel the warmth of her palm as it slid along my shaft.
She stroked it, up and down, smiling a little wider every time it
flexed in her hand. When she had me good and hard, she slipped off
the couch and in between my knees. Tucking a strand of hair behind
her ear, she settled onto my cock with her hot, wet mouth.

Pleasure pulsed up my spine from in between
my legs. She lowered her head down onto my shaft, taking half of it
into her mouth. Then she started sucking as she pulled herself off,
finally popping off with a noisy slurp.

I gasped. It wasn't like Victoria to be that
lewd. My cock hardened and bounced.

"Yeah? You like that?"

She did it again. She put her mouth onto me
and bobbed up and down a few times before hollowing her cheeks and
pulling of with another wet slop.

I groaned this time. It was lewd and
seeing prim and proper Victoria, a true MILF, acting like a slut
was really hot.

She smiled. She pushed out her pink tongue.
She tilted her head to one side and let go of me with her hand.
Then she ran her wet tongue up my cock, flicking the head and
making it bounce.

"Come here and fuck me," I whispered, trying
to pull her to her feet.

She just shook her head. "Unh-uh," she said.
"This is fun."

So I sat and stared as she continued playing
with my cock. She licked the base of it a few more times. Then I
felt her tongue sink lower, until she was on my ball sack. I tensed
a bit and sat up. My balls had always been pretty sensitive and I
didn't really like having them touched. "Gentle baby," I whispered,
"gentle."

She brought her hand up in between my legs.
As softly as she could she cupped my balls and lifted them up. I
stared at the whole sack resting on her palm. She stuck her tongue
out again and touched just the tip of it to the soft flesh of my
sack.

I shuddered. I think it was the softest,
gentlest touch I'd ever felt. From anyone.

She leaned in a little closer. Her tongue
came out again. This time she gave my balls a little sideways lick,
leaving a trail of her spit across them. She looked up. She smiled.
A mischievous smile. Even closer. Her mouth opened wider. Her lips
touched my left nut.

I gasped as I watched my nut disappear into
her mouth. She was being just as gentle, staring me straight in the
eye as she swallowed half of my sack. And it felt fucking
incredible. Inside her mouth, I felt her tongue glide along my
sack.

She wrapped a fist around my cock. That
wasn't gentle. I mean it actually felt like she was trying to choke
my cock. The exact opposite of what was happening in her mouth. As
her tongue caressed my inside her mouth she started pumping my cock
with her fist. It felt like a wet feather was tickling my nut,
tickling the cum out, and a fucking oil rig was trying to pump it
out of my shaft. The whole time she was staring at me with those
blue eyes.

"Fuck baby, easy does it," I gasped as I
realized cum was already moving to the base of my cock.

She didn't go easy. She kept the same steady,
pumping rhythm with her hand while her tongue flickered along my
nut.

I felt my insides tighten. She was going to
make me come. I wanted to stop her. I wanted to fuck her again, the
way I had last night. But she had my cock. It was hers and she was
in charge of it now. There was no way I was making any sudden
motions with one of my balls in her mouth. So I sat there. I sat
there as I felt my cock harden in her grasp. I felt a pulse of seed
move through it. "Oh fuck," I groaned as it was about to splash
out.

As my orgasm reared inside me, Victoria took
me by surprise. As I approached the peak of it she slowed her
furious pumping but kept her firm grip on me. The pleasure seemed
to swell inside me like a water balloon. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh
fuck!" I moaned, my eyes going wide.

I saw her smile with her eyes. The strokes
were slowing, slowing, slowing until finally...

"Fuck!" The massive pressure inside me burst,
the pleasure that had been building exploded up my spine. As rope
after rope of hot cum spewed from the head of my cock, I felt the
full force of my orgasm slam into me like a freight train.

Victoria started pumping fast.

Splash after splash of my hot, white cum
rained down onto her cheeks and hair. She let my nut fall out of
her mouth and opened wide, letting some of the cum I was spewing
land on her tongue. She kept it there, her mouth wide open letting
me watch as she took my seed. Like a good wife. Like a good
slut.

When my cock finally began to flag, she gave
it a few more strokes then let it fall flaccid onto my pants. She
slid back up onto the couch her face covered in cum, strands of it
clutching to her hair.

"Better?" she whispered.

I sighed. This was my favorite part of being
a man. The time right after an orgasm. The five minutes where you
didn't think about sex all the time. But what was I supposed to
say? I almost wished she hadn't asked that. I guess it had all been
just an act. Just Victoria working hard to make our marriage
work.

"I'm gonna go get cleaned up. See you
upstairs?"

I smiled. "I'll be up soon."

"Don't stay up too late," she whispered as
she squeezed my leg and got up off the couch. I watched her sway
across the room. Maybe my little plan hadn't failed. More sex
wouldn't be the worst thing. Whatever the motives behind it
were.
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I was ready to leave it at that. When I went
to bed that night, I was ready to just forget about it all. It was
stupid anyways and Victoria was absolutely right. Why was I making
problems when everything was great? I should just be happy and not
look for things to fuck up.

It turned out that Victoria had other
plans.

I woke to the feeling of her hand on my cock
the next morning. She must have been touching me for a while
because I was already hard. I groaned and turned to look at the
clock. It was six. Half an hour earlier than we normally woke
up.

"What are you doing?" I asked, as she rubbed
my cock with her hand and kissed my neck.

"What does it look like?" she asked, then
giggled.

I wasn't sure if she was being serious or
what. Was she playing me now? Was this some weird way of her
mocking me for the conversation we'd had the other night? The
feeling of her fist wrapping around me erased any semblance of
reason in my mind.

She yanked the sheets off with her other
hand. I stared down her body, past her shoulders to where her tits
were hanging to one side, bouncing lightly as she stroked my cock.
They were still pretty, her breasts. But the were the kind of
MILF-pretty tits you would expect. Tits that had once been heavy
with milk.

I reached across and fondled her nipple
between a finger and thumb. She looked up and smiled.

"Yeah? You want some of that?"

Before I could say anything she was up on her
elbow, swing her leg over my lap, sinking down onto me. I felt the
sticky dew of her hot pussy press my cock against my pelvis. She
leaned forward. She cupped one of her low-hanging breasts with a
hand and brought the nipple to my mouth.

"Come on baby. Suck on mama..."

A "what-the-actual-fuck?!?" ripped down my
spine. It bounced around inside me, then filled my cock, making it
strain up against her slippery gash.

She arched an eyebrow. "Oh, really?" she
asked. "You like that talk?"

I was trying to parse what was happening.
This was not Victoria. I mean, this was not the Victoria of a few
days ago who'd sighed about having sex with me. But also, fuck,
this was not the Victoria I'd met or fallen in love with. I'd never
met this Victoria, for fuck's sake.

She pretty much forced her nipple between my
lips. Then she leaned over further and stuffed more of her thick
breast into my mouth. Almost too much.

"Come on baby, suck on mama," she whispered,
her hot breath on my ear making the hairs at the back of my neck
stand on end.

Well, hell, when a woman tries that
hard...fuck. I didn't care if she was trying or not. I really
couldn't think of anything at all except who this woman was on top
of me, holding my cock close to my body with her cunt and smiling
into my eyes. I did what I was told! I started to suck.

She wiggled on top of my body as I started
flicking the growing bud of her nipple with my tongue. "Mmm," she
purred as I actually started to suck on her tit. There's supposed
to be a real release of oxytocin when that happens but Victoria had
never reacted like this. Hell, she'd never let me suck her like
this.

She pulled herself out of my mouth, leaving
just the nipple in. "Suck it, baby. Suck my nipple." She said it in
a hungry, horny-sounding growl.

I started sucking that nipple like I was
trying to pull milk from it.

She started grinding her pussy against my
cock. "Fuck yes," she panted.

I wasn't even shocked this time. I wasn't
even shocked to hear her swear because of all the other stuff she'd
done. This was tame compared to all that stuff. I kept sucking and
swatting at her puffy nipple with my tongue. I nibbled on it,
gently, just enough to make her gasp.

Everything I did seemed to turn her on more.
Her pussy was gushing fluid down. I could feel it running down onto
my shaft, and trickling down my balls.

I reached around. Some deep desire, I don't
know where from, made me reach around and find her pussy with the
tips of two fingers. It was a hot, sticky mess. I was so fucking
turned on I wanted everything about her. I wanted to feel her on
top of me and be inside her and smell her and taste her.

Taste her.

I pushed my fingers into her swollen cunt.
She purred and wiggled down onto them. I twisted them around inside
her puss then pulled them back out. Before I knew what she was
doing, she reached around and grabbed my hand and brought it up to
her mouth. She plunged my fingers into her hot mouth and
sucked her own hot, clear juice off of them, staring at me
as she did.

Of course my cock flexed against her as I
watched her filthy sucking.

"Yeah?" she smiled. "You like that too?" She
cracked a wicked little grin as she shoved my hand behind her
again. Using my fingers like a dildo, she pushed them inside
herself and pumped them in and out a few times. Then she pulled me
out of her hole, brought my hand back around and pressed my fingers
against my mouth. "You're turn baby. Taste my pussy," she
whispered.

It was as exciting as it was confusing. I had
never seen Victoria be this lewd or filthy before. And the fact
that she was taking charge was very erotic.

I opened my mouth and let her push my fingers
in. The tangy-sweet smell wafted up into my nose as the salty taste
exploded on my tongue.

She seemed to enjoy it because she watched as
I sucked the juices off. When I pulled the fingers out of my mouth
she was still grinning like a devil. "You want some more?" she
whispered, staring deep into my eyes.

What's a guy to do? Of course I wanted more.
I wanted more of this nasty slut that had suddenly awakened inside
her. I nodded.

She started crawling up my body. Her tits
swayed above my head. I watched her belly, well-toned with just a
tiny bump, as she straightened on top of me. She was kneeling above
me now, giving me a full view of her sopping snatch. I watched a
tiny bead of her excitement pool at the end of one of her soft
folds. The clear bubble grew and grew until, too heavy to cling on,
it oozed down and fell onto my chest. "You sure?" she asked.

I'd never been more sure of anything in my
fucking life. I nodded again and that made her smile as she sank
onto my mouth.

As soon as her pussy lips touched mine her
expression changed. I plunged my tongue between them because I'd
always loved eating pussy and she'd never let me do it very much. I
had no idea why the sudden change of heart but I couldn't have
cared less. Having a noseful of her musky scent and a mouthful of
her salty-sweet flavor was heaven for me.

I started eating at her, nibbling at her
tender lips, spreading them apart with my tongue and plunging as
deeply as I could into her hole. For the first little while she
kept her hands on her thighs but as she got more into it she
started grinding against my face.

I got so rigid when she did that. I thought
my cock was going to explode.

She reached back with a hand and found my
cock and felt how hard it was. Her eyes went a little wider. "Oh
you really like that, don't you?" She gave my cock a few
strokes then reached brought her hand back around.

I moaned because I wanted to feel her hot
hand around me. Instead I reached down and wrapped my own fist
around my cock and started pumping. I just couldn't resist.

Victoria, probably encouraged by how aroused
I'd been, really got into the spirit of things. She spread her
knees, sinking down onto my face until I felt it being pressed into
the mattress. It almost hurt, how heavy she was on me. I didn't
care, though because as she did that, she put her hands on the
headboard to steady herself and just started fucking my mouth with
her pussy. Just using my face like I was a sex toy.

I almost didn't have enough air to breathe
but it was so hot feeling her do that. Her thighs were slapping
against my cheeks, her cunt was sloshing juice into my mouth and
her clit seemed harder each time it flicked across my tongue. I
pumped and pumped my own cock, hoping I could last and that she'd
let me fuck myself into her when she was done.

"Oh fuck," she whispered as she closed her
eyes. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck." She shot the words out like
bullets out a machine gun. I felt a gush of her hot pussy juice
splash into my mouth. "Oh fuck David, I'm going to come!" she
squealed.

Hearing the words made me so fucking hot. My
balls seized up at the same moment I felt a torrent of hot, clear
juice from her pussy shoot into my throat.

She threw her head back and groaned, her tits
bouncing back and forth and slapping against each other as she used
my face to get off.

It was too much. Too fucking much. With two
more strokes I felt my cock start spewing its load. I felt some of
it land on my belly and then Victoria's head rolled forward and she
was grinning a gigantic grin, pleased as pie at the fact that I'd
come from her doing that.

And then? This was the crazy part. She didn't
get off. She just sat there on my face, playing with my hair and
staring down at me. She wiggled up a bit higher so I could breath
but she kept her pussy on my mouth and just smiled at me. After a
few minutes, she swept her leg over my chest and cuddled down next
to me on the bed.

So at this point I should have been happy,
right? This is what I'd wanted. I'd wanted a wife who wanted sex a
little more. I wanted a wife who wanted to experiment a little more
in bed, who would show me her love not by dutifully having sex with
me but by being a little more engaged. She was doing exactly that.
Was I happy?

Nope.

"Can I ask you something?"

"Sure," she said, kissing the side of my
chest.

"Why are you doing this?"

"Why am I doing what?"

"Why all the sex all of a sudden?"

Why, David? Why?

I braced myself for the coming storm.

"I don't know. I'm kind of into it now.
Aren't you?"

Okay. Not what I expected but okay. I kind of
liked that answer.

"This isn't just about our talk? About
my...you know, telling you I need you to need me more?"

What the hell was wrong with me? If it hadn't
been me saying it I would have groaned.

"I guess it is a little bit. But, yeah, I
don't know. I'm kind of into it. It's fun. Did you have fun?" She
propped herself up on one elbow so she could look into my eyes.
Hers were wide and blue and her brows were arched in genuine
interest.

"Yeah," I said softly with just a hint of a
smile. "Yeah, that was lots of fun."

Her curiosity melted into a relieved smile
and she leaned closer for a kiss. "Oh good. That's what matters.
But..." she looked over my shoulder at the clock.

"Yeah. I should get going to work. What do
you want to do tonight?" It was an innocent question. It was Friday
and I thought a movie or maybe have Ed and Nora over.

I didn't expect her to walk her fingers down
my chest and towards my cock. "I don't know. Maybe I'll do some
research while you're at work."

Okay. Now things were just getting weird.
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Of course I couldn't stop thinking about what
she'd said all day. I spent a lot of time spacing out at the
photocopier, spacing out at my desk, spacing out in the bathroom.
All I could think about was the awesome, crazy sex we'd had and
what she'd said about that night.

It was funny how just a little bit more
attention from her in that department had me feeling like I was
falling in love with her all over again.

On the way home I stopped and got flowers and
a bottle of champagne. I walked into the house expecting the kids
to come blasting off the couch for hugs. Instead I was greeted with
the silence.

"Victoria?" I called out. This was strange.
She usually never took the kids anywhere on Friday afternoon.
Friday's were pizza and movie nights, nights when we got to relax.
"Victoria? Boys?" Nothing. Strange.

I set down my briefcase and put the flowers
down on the counter in the kitchen along with the wine. I grabbed a
cold beer from the fridge, cracked it, loosened my tie and walked
up the stairs to get changed.

Victoria was waiting on the bed.

She was wearing a sheer white negligee that
you could see through just enough to see the dark skin of her
nipples. It came half-way down her calves and her legs were crossed
but I still got a good view of her bald puss.

"Vic? What's going on?" I asked, unable to
believe what I was seeing. Speaking of weirdness, if someone had
asked me what the odds of coming home to something like this were,
I'd have just started laughing my ass off. And here we were.

"I thought I'd surprise you."

"Where are the kids?"

"They're at your parents place. For the
weekend."

"Really? They took them on such short notice?
For the whole weekend?"

"They've got big plans. Movies. Zoo. Don't
worry about them, they'll be fine."

"I'm not worried, I just..." I didn't know
what to say. I didn't want to risk having a Dumb-David moment and
ruining the ambiance. At the same time, I wanted to understand why
she was doing this. Was she really, genuinely enjoying herself? Was
she just doing this for me? Was this yet another way of "managing"
our marriage? "Okay, seriously, tell me. What is up with this?"

"You mean the lingerie?"

"I mean me coming home to find you naked on
the bed on a Friday when you should be ordering pizza."

She swung lifted her legs over the side of
the bed and stood up. She walked over with a seductive little sway
in her step. She took the beer out of my hand and set it down on
the dresser. Then she reached up and started undoing my tie.

"Just trying to be a good wife," she said
with a smile.

I put my hands on her arms. "Victoria, I
really, really appreciate that you are. I just...you don't have to
do this if you don't want to..."

"Shush," she said, pressing a finger against
my lip and stared into my eyes. "You've got me right where you want
me. I just sent the kids away and I'm about to give you a
mind-blowing fuck. Now shutup before you say something that's going
to make me change my mind. Alright?"

Sometimes Victoria knew exactly what I needed
to hear. And this time she couldn't have been more right.

"Okay," I whispered.

It made her smile. "Besides, I'm having a
pretty good time." She pulled my tie off and over my head then
started working on my shirt. I shrugged my jacket off and let it
fall to the floor. As soon as she was done with my shirt, she gave
my belt a sharp tug and unbuttoned my pants. Pretty soon I was
standing in front of her, completely naked as she played with the
hair on my chest.

She trailed her hand down towards my
cock.

I breathed deeply as I felt her fingers wrap
around my hardening shaft.

"I found something special today." Her
whisper reminded me of the first Victoria I'd know. The one I'd
fallen in love with. The one that whispered things before we had
sex.

"You did?"

"I did."

"What is it?"

"It's supposed to be a very special thing you
can do for your husband. Or boyfriend. Or lover." She giggled.
"Whoever."

"So? Are you going to tell me what it
is?"

She shook her head. "Nope. I'm going to show
you what it is. Go lie down on the bed." She let go of me and
stepped to one side.

I walked over to the bed and lay down.

With that same sexy sway, she sauntered over.
She swung her leg over my hardened cock and sat down on me again,
the way she had that morning, pressing it against my stomach. "You
ready?" she asked.

I nodded.

"This is for this morning. I owe you one."
She sat up. Then she stood up. Then she turned around above me so
that I could see the buns of her ass peeking out from beneath the
lingerie she was wearing. She sat down and reached between her legs
to find my cock. She found it and started searching under herself,
aiming me for her hole.

So far so good, I was enjoying myself.
Reverse cowboy was always nice, though once again she'd barely ever
done it. Not quite the fireworks I'd hope for after her little
introduction but I wasn't about to complain.

I felt her press the head of my cock against
her opening. It was hot and wet and soft and our flesh touching
made a sticky sound. She kept herself suspended just above me so I
could see my pole disappearing under her negligee. But instead of
sinking down onto right away like I'd expected, she reached around
with her other hand and lifted her lingerie up. She dragged it up
and over the shelf of her ass slowly, her head turned to see if I
was watching.

Damn right I was watching. I watched as each
inch revealed more and more of her ample bottom, until it was
completely exposed.

Then she clumped the lingerie on the small of
her back and turned back around to face the wall. As she did, I
realized I could see her reflection in the mirror on top of the
dresser on the wall. I had the perfect view of her backside and the
perfect view of her face and tits in the mirror. Maybe this was
going to be a little better than I'd thought?

I let out a pleased groan as I felt her
lowering herself onto me. She was slick and hot inside her tight
walls and her pussy clutched my cock as I slid inside.

She let me savour the feeling of disappearing
into her hot cave before she settled on my pelvis. But instead of
rocking back and forth or moving up and down my cock, she brought
her feet forward and her knees up until she was squatting over top
of me.

My cock hardened inside her pussy as I began
to realize what she was about to do. I caught her eye in the
mirror. She was smiling that wicked smile again.

"You like it so far, baby?"

I nodded at her, my eyes roaming between
hers, her tits and her plentiful ass now poised to start moving up
and down.

"Good. Hang on. We're going for a ride!" The
glint in her eye as she said that made her look absolutely
delighted about what she was about to do.

I saw the muscles in her ass cheeks and
thighs flex and then I watched as her ample backside rose up and
off of my stomach.

I groaned as the hot lips of her tight, wet
pussy slid slowly up my aching shaft. Somehow it felt like she was
sucking on me with her cunt, pulling on my cock as she rose. She
got up high enough that I felt my glans slip out of her cunt but
not so high that I dropped out.

My eyes went wide at the sight of her toned
body suspended above me. The tight, puckered eye of her back hole
was squeezed shut from the tension of holding herself there. A
quick glance in the mirror revealed that she was staring at my
reflection, revelling in my reaction to her new-found routine.

With the most gentle back and forth of her
hips, she massaged the tip of my cock a few times before
positioning herself where she could take me in again. Feeling her
slide down, the sloppy juices from her silky pussy spilling over me
made me groan and clutch the bed sheets. She swallowed me up with
her cunt, also groaning as my cock filled her emptiness.

Then she was rising again, her thighs and
calves flexing as she lifted her ass up and let it fall again.
Lifted it up, and let it fall again. She fell into a rhythm, not
too fast but fast enough for me to feel the first tickle of
pleasure as the cum began to move between my legs. The sight of her
was mesmerizing. Her muscles were flexing and relaxing, flexing and
relaxing as her body, now a flesh machine working to suck the seed
from my cock, rose up then sank down enveloping me in heat.

"Oh fuck baby that looks good." I caught her
smile in the mirror. Her tits were swaying side to side every three
or four sways they would slap softly together. Her thick, point
nipples were standing taut revealing that she was enjoying herself
as much as I was.

"Yeah? You like that?"

I looked back at her ass, at the way she was
working so hard to pleasure me and whispered "Fuck yeah."

She started riding me faster as I said it and
my body responded, hardening my cock and filling it with cum. I
didn't want to come yet. I wanted to hold out and watch this some
more. I wanted to stay in that moment, in that perfectly
dissociated state where nothing mattered but matters of flesh and
fluid.

It was not to be. I felt fresh semen rush
into my shaft. "Fuck baby, I'm gonna come," I groaned.

My words seemed to put the devil in her eye.
"Yeah? You gonna fuck your cum into me baby?" she whispered, eyeing
me with a smile.

"Fuck yes!" I shouted as a hot pulse of cream
shot through my shaft and splattered up and onto the walls of her
hot cunt.

"Oh baby yes," she purred, her tight lips
gliding up and down my cock. "Fuck that pussy. Fuck all that cum
into me, baby. I want to feel all of your fucking seed fill
me!"

"Ah!" I roared as she slowed down, stretching
my orgasm out so I could savour her filthy mouth. She was talking
like a whore!

"That's it," she said as my cock flexed and
spewed inside her. "Give me all of that cum..."

As the last gasp of my orgasm released me
from its clutches, Victoria began riding me faster again.

I looked down at myself to see my hot, white
spunk spilling out from her and running down my flagging shaft.
When I got too soft, she let me fall out. She swung a leg over me
and spun around and cozied up beside me on the bed.

"Did you like that?"

"Oh God yes," I said, still panting from the
exertion.

"Good," she whispered.

We lay there for a while, Victoria running
her hand along my chest. Then she looked up and into my eyes. "This
is fun," she whispered. "I forgot how much fun we used to have. I
like this you."

I kissed her on the forehead.

"I like this you, too."
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I took her for breakfast the next morning.
Callie's Family Diner was a place just a few minutes away we used
to go when we were younger. Unfortunately for us, as soon as we'd
been seated an old acquaintance of mine from my last job walked
through the front door.

"Oh shit," I muttered, trying to hide behind
my menu.

"What's wrong?" Victoria asked.

"Just, nothing. I'll tell you later. Just
read your menu."

She scowled and I knew she was getting
irritated by my behaviour but I thought if we could just hide until
he was seated then at least we'd be spared...

"David? David is that you?"

I sighed. I sat up and with a feeble smile
gave him a wave.

Victoria turned around as he started walking
towards us.

"It's okay!" he called out to the waitress.
"I'll just sit with these guys."

I looked at her and just as she finished
mouthing the words "Oh. Sorry," Ian pulled up a chair.

Ian was the kind of guy that had used-care
salesman written all over him. The shitty tie that didn't quite
match the shirt that was worn at the cuffs. The scuffed shoes and
pants that you couldn't stop staring at to try and figure out if
they were too short. I'd known him when we worked at a call center
together when I'd first moved to the city. He sat next to me and I
didn't have any friends so we ended up hanging out a few times.
Until I figured out how annoying he was. Unfortunately by that time
I felt too sorry for him to stop.

"Whatcha up to lovebirds?" he asked with a
sneer. "I'm not interrupting a romantic Saturday breakfast, am
I?"

We both managed weak smiles and slight shakes
of the head. Then we glanced at each other and prepared for the
inevitable embarrassment to come.

While Ian, for the most part, was a nice guy,
he had one funny tick that we'd come to know about him. He claimed
to love eggs Benedict. I say claimed because every time we went out
to breakfast he would order them. And every single time, after he'd
finished them and mopped up the last of his runny yolks with the
last scraps of toast crust, he would launch into a tirade about
eggs Benedict.

He'd somehow convinced himself that there was
some conspiracy afoot in the city. He firmly believed that there
was one chef "running all the restaurants" just so that when Ian
came in he could serve him the exact same eggs Benedict he'd
been served everywhere else.

No amount of convincing or cajoling would
sway him in his conviction that all of the eggs Benedict in all of
the restaurants were all the same. Even if you tried explaining
that that was because that's what made them eggs Benedict, the way
the eggs were cooked, the sauce. Nope. He wouldn't have any of
it.

When the waitress came over to take our order
Victoria and I stared intently at our menus as Ian ordered.

"I'll have the eggs Benedict."

Victoria looked at me from across the table,
a gentle cringe on her face.

"Alright and what kind of toast would you
like with that, white, whole wheat or rye?"

"I'll have the rye."

He always had the rye.

When the food came out Victoria and I dug
into our hearty breakfast's and tried to ignore the sounds Ian made
as he slopped up his food.

"How was it?" I asked when we were
finished.

"Disgusting."

I scowled.

Every. Single. Time.

"What was wrong with it?"

"I swear there is one chef in this town that
runs around from restaurant to restaurant making the same fucking
meal. No matter where I go it's the same shit."

I shook my head. "You know that's impossible,
Ian. You know that can't be true."

"Every fucking time. Those little muffin
things and then the eggs are made the same way, where the yolk is
all runny but the outside's hard. Then the sauce. That fucking
sauce is disgusting!"

The patrons at the table next to us turned
away from Ian's rant.

Every. Single. Time.

"You've just described eggs Benedict, Ian.
You know that, right? That's what eggs Benedict are. What you just
said."

"Huh?"

Victoria sighed ever so slightly. Her knife
and fork were placed on her plate, parallel to each other and
pointing left. Her napkin was almost unsullied and the white dress
she was wearing was spotless. Her blonde hair was up in a bun save
for a loose strand that she had tucked behind her ear. Her round
breasts filled the dress she was wearing perfectly. The dress was
not revealing but it was almost impossible to hide the first
inkling of the cleave the two mounds of flesh made when pushed
together. The juxtaposition of her fastidious appearance and Ian's
"modern hobo" approach to dress was spectacular.

"Why do you keep ordering eggs Benedict if
you hate them that much?" Victoria asked, keeping her eyes on her
plate to avoid Ian's wild gaze.

The question was answered by a rumbling grunt
as Ian was already on his phone, tapping wildly. A small bit of egg
yolk clung to his lip.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"I'm destroying these guys on Yelp. I'm
revealing this whole conspiracy. All these restaurants they're all
run by the same person and they all have the same chef making the
same eggs."

Victoria sighed again. She looked down and
straightened a wrinkle that had formed on her dress. When she
looked up at me, it was with a certain despair.

Soon.

I mouthed the word at Victoria. She responded
with a slight nod.

"Okay. That's it. I'm done. I'm outta here.
You guys got this? I'm a little short."

"Nice to see you again Ian," I said. Victoria
just smiled as Ian shoved his chair back causing it to squeak along
the tile floor.

After he'd left and we watched him get into
his car and drive away Victoria put her head in her hands for a
moment and let out a massive sigh. When she lifted her head, she
dragged her palms down her face, her mouth gaping in a silent
scream.

"We are never coming here again. Never
again."

That sounded like a pretty good plan to
me.

As we left the restaurant the fresh air and
late autumn sun took the edge off of our ruined breakfast. Victoria
turned to face me and put her hands on my shoulders.

"You know what?" she asked.

"What?"

"I've got another surprise for you
tonight."

"Oh really?" I said, trying to roll my 'R'
into a funny sounding foreign consonant.

"Not that kind of surprise tiger," she
said.

I guess I let my disappointment show.

"But we can do that after your surprise if
you want!" she added.

"What's the surprise?" I said, trying to move
past whatever awkwardness waited at the end of that
conversation.

"You want to know now? Or do you want it to
be a surprise?"

"Ah, tell me now. That way I can look forward
to it."

"Okay! Are you sure?"

"I'm sure. Just tell me."

"Okay. I called Paul, Andrew and Martin.
They're coming over for poker night tonight!"

Uh. What?

"Uh...what? Why?" Not that I minded having a
poker night with the boys but I thought she'd wanted to have a
special weekend. Why would she do that tonight.

Her shoulders sagged, as did her eyes.
"You're not happy? I thought you'd be happy!"

"No, no! I am happy! I just...it's just
unexpected."

Her eyes narrowed. "Well I haven't told you
the best part yet."

"Best part?" I asked. "Okay. Shoot."

"Well now that you reacted like that I
am going to keep that part a surprise." She stuck out her
tongue then spun around and started walking down the street. "Come
on spoil sport! Let's walk this breakfast off."

I had to admit that the news that I'd be
playing poker with the boys that night instead of sexy times with
my wife dampened the mood of the day. I was looking forward to the
other part of the surprise but I really wished she had asked me if
that was what I wanted instead of just inviting them over.

Nevertheless, we did have a pretty good
afternoon. It started raining and we spent most of our time walking
in and out of boutique shops downtown. I bought some vinyl in a
used store. Victoria bought a hat. The kind from the thirties that
flappers wore. I'd always thought those hats looked funny on women
but it made her look good. I spent a lot of time just watching her
window shop. Something had definitely changed between us because of
her new commitment to our sex life. I wanted her more now. Whether
she was trying or whether it was genuine didn't really matter. It
had made things better.

When we got home she told me to go take a
bath and relax and that she would get everything ready for the
night. I didn't know what the hell I'd done to deserve all this
attention (this couldn't have only been about my whining) but
decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth. I grabbed a beer and
went upstairs and started pouring a bath. I grabbed the latest copy
of Car and Driver and sank into the warm tub.

After a good half hour of reading and sipping
it was time to get out. She hadn't said what time the guys were
coming over but I figured I should probably be around for that.
Martin Paul and Andrew and I went way back. We'd gone to college
together and had shared an apartment in our final year. They were
all a little more into sports and I was more of a gamer at the time
but we all got along and had many great nights together.

After college we tried to start our own
business. It was a lunch delivery service where you could order
what you wanted the night before and have it delivered to your
office piping hot. Paul had read somewhere that the services were
extremely popular in India and he wanted to give it a shot. His
dad, a self-made entrepreneur encouraged the idea and said he'd
provide money to start it up.

Unfortunately it never really took off but
the four of us stayed good friends. Once we were in our thirties
everyone started having kids we all drifted apart but still got
together every now and again for the occasional game of poker.

I went to the bedroom and put on fresh
clothes. I heard the doorbell ring as I was heading down the
stairs.

I noticed what she was wearing a moment
before she opened the door. It was tight and black and hugged her
body like a swimsuit. She was all heels and legs until she wasn't
and then it was all hips and a tucked in tummy and those beautiful
round tits that looked like they were going to burst out.

She'd put her hair back with a headband and
put on lipstick and she looked like she was ready for a trip to the
Playboy Mansion.

The boys piled in through the door.

"Holy shit!" Martin was the first to say it.
He couldn't stop staring at my wife. I watched him checking her out
as she bent one knee, put a hand in the air, palm turned up in a
"ta-da!"

"You like it?"

"Vicki, you look amazing!" was his
reply.

The other two just stood there, mouths agape
and stared at my wife as Martin kissed one cheek, then the other.
Then it was Paul's turn to say hello. He kissed her too, but I
swear I saw him linger longer than her normally would.

When Andrew stepped up, something about
watching him put a hand on her elbow as he took a turn kissing her
with his thick lips and bald head that gave me the strangest
sensation in my gut.

"Where's David?" Andrew asked in his husky
growl.

Victoria turned to look at the stars. Their
stares followed hers. She smiled when she saw me. Suddenly the
attention made me very self-conscious, like I was standing on a
stage, expected to say something witty.

"I'm...I'm right here," I croaked almost
choking on the last word.

"Okay," Victoria said. "Games set up in the
kitchen. I'm dealing tonight." She started walking towards the
kitchen and of course the guys eyes all sank down to her pleasantly
swaying booty.

It's not that I wasn't okay with this, or
excited about it, it was just that it was so...unexpected. And so
out of character for her, too. As the guys started taking off their
coats and hanging them in the closet, I stumbled down the stairs
and followed Victoria into the kitchen.

"Hey, baby?" I asked, catching her by the
elbow and turning her around.

"Hey!" she smiled. "You like it? The boys
seem to!" She seemed genuinely excited, though somewhat naive about
the the attention being paid to her by my friends. "I thought I
would double your fun. Sexy wife and poker with your buds! Am I an
awesome wife or what?"

I didn't know which feeling to trust. The one
in my head which was a vaguely unsettled mix of interest and
jealousy at what Victoria had done, or the one in my gut. I didn't
know what the hell that feeling was. All I knew was that I wanted
to watch those guys saying "hi" to her all over again.
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The boys couldn't stop stealing glances at my
wife. Not that I blamed them. Like I said, the tight top she was
wearing barely contained her breasts and it was all any of us could
do to only look a couple of times a minute. Her chest was a fucking
eye-magnet.

She had no idea what she was doing dealing.
She would accidentally flip cards every once in a while. She'd
giggle and say "whoops!" and no one would care. Everyone would just
tell her it was okay and that she was doing a great job.

I could barely focus on the game. I spent
most of the time trying not to stare at Victoria and failing. The
rest of the time I spent trying not to stare at the other guys
staring at her. I kept chasing that feeling around, the one in my
gut, trying to find out what it was, exactly. After a while I
realized that I was actually quite turned on by what had
happened.

Of course I was sure Victoria had no idea
about this, how could she? We'd never talked about anything like
that. But seeing her now, the object of so much attention, was like
seeing her as a completely new woman.

The guys spent a good deal of the evening
trying to make her laugh. After a while I figured out why. When she
laughed, around them at least, she would throw her head back,
revealing her neck and her breasts would bounce, coming dangerously
close to exploding out from her brassiere.

And everybody was drinking. Harder than
normal. By the time she'd dealt the third hand we'd gone through
half a bottle of the Jameson Victoria had set out. I was surprised
to see that she was drinking it, too. She rarely touched hard
alcohol. As the boys got rowdier, Victoria's cheeks flushed from
the booze.

After the fourth hand I excused myself to go
to the bathroom and Andrew went out for a smoke. When I closed the
bathroom door, I had to stand in front of the mirror talking myself
down for a minute before I could piss. Every time I heard an
explosive burst of laughter come from the kitchen, the men's laughs
mixing with Victoria's, my cock would harden again.

There was obviously something very exciting
about Victoria being such a sex-pot around other guys. I guess I
felt a bit of jealousy about it but not much. The way they were all
staring at her, or rather trying not to stare at her, was really
doing something for me. As I washed my hands I started wondering
how far I'd let a thing like that go?

What if everyone got really drunk and the
boys started making passes at my wife? Would I stop them? Or would
I pretend I was tired and go upstairs? No. That wouldn't be fair to
her. But how would she react if I didn't do anything about what
they were doing? Would she be mad?

Even that was sort of hot to think about.
Imagining Victoria getting upset at me not being jealous enough.
What the hell was that?

I got my wish. When I walked into the
kitchen, Paul, who was probably the drunkest and therefore most
courageous out of all of us, was leaning perilously close to my
wife. For a while I stood there.

Victoria looked up. Our eyes met. She was
wearing the strangest expression. Yes, this is happening,
her eyes seemed to say. What are you gonna do about it?

It wasn't Paul who noticed me. It was Martin.
He was sitting beside Paul and kind of gave him a nudge and a cough
to let him know I was back.

Paul sat up straight and gave me a wave and a
drunk smile.

It was weird. I felt like I was on the
outside of something looking in. I looked back at Victoria. She was
still staring at me with the same expression. Did she want me to
say something? I didn't really understand what was going on between
us but I could feel something. A spark, a connection. Something
very deep and real.

"Why the hell's it so quiet in here?" Andrew
barked, stepping in through the patio door. The smell of smoked
cigarette followed him in.

"Just goin' over the game plan," Paul
answered, checking out Victoria's rack when he thought I wasn't
looking.

"Oh yeah?" Andrew asked. "What's that?"

"I don't know," Paul replied. "This is kind
of Vicki's show. I guess it's up to her." The thing was, when he
said it, he was looking straight at me.

I felt a bit of redness tinge my cheeks. It
was a bit embarrassing. I knew full well what he was insinuating I
just wasn't sure hot to feel about it. The guy was obviously
alluding to something happening with my wife.

Victoria, still looking at me, picked up her
glass of whiskey, downed what was left and slammed it onto the
table.

The boys all jumped at the sound and Paul
turned to look at me again. "What's gotten into this firecracker
this evening?" he said, jerking his thumb towards her.

I shook my head as I looked at her. "I don't
know. Hun, is there something you want to talk about?"

Victoria donned her most innocent expression.
"I don't know. Is there?" she asked.

I knew then that she was drunk. Drunker than
I'd thought. I wasn't sure what her game was. Had she planned
things this way? Is that why she'd dressed the way she had? So
provocative? Was she...was she trying to get something to
happen?

Now, I'm all for some mystery and intrigue.
It can be fun. But this situation seemed like a train wreck waiting
to be regretted the next day. Sure I found it hot that Victoria
would be into something like this, I just needed to know if she
thought so too. Or maybe this was all just a big misunderstanding
because guys will be guys.

So, because it was the only sane thing to do,
I stood up and told everyone I needed to have a word with my wife.
The guys all looked at each other like we were crazy as Victoria
teetered over to where I was standing and hooked her arm into mine.
I led her out, past the hallway and into the laundry room.

"Oo!" she squealed, "The laundry room.
Kinky!"

"Okay baby," I said, putting my hands on her
arms. "Time to sober up a little." I think because of the
adrenaline that had been coursing through me as I considered the
possibilities, I felt completely sober.

"Why. Getting jealous?"

Her words sent a jolt of adrenaline through
me. "Why do you ask?"

"Just wondering? Isn't that what you're
supposed to be? Aren't you supposed to be jealous when your wife
looks like this in front of a bunch of other guys and they're all
staring at her. Hoping her tits will fall out?"

I studied her eyes for a moment. Was this
just the booze talking? Because it definitely wasn't any of the
Victoria's I knew. "Why are you saying that? Why did you say
that?"

"I don't know," she replied. Her eyes roamed
around the room in a slightly bemused, slightly bored gaze. As if
this kind of thing happened all the time.

"Hey. I need you to listen." I stepped closer
and looked into her eyes to try and show her how serious I was. "If
you're really into this? If you're into...whatever it is you're
into I want you to know I'm hard as a rock just thinking about
it."

That sobered her up. Her mouth opened a
little as her eyes danced back and forth between mine. "What do you
mean?"

I shrugged. "I'm not quite sure why you did
this, this whole getup. You look hot as hell, by the way."

She flushed at the compliment.

"I just needed to know you weren't completely
wasted. I wanted to make sure you weren't going to do something
you'd regret tomorrow. It kind of seemed like you thought I was
daring you to out there."

She shook her head and furrowed her brow. She
seemed embarrassed, now that I was talking about it so openly.

"Hey, it's okay. You're super sexy. Seeing
those guys reaction...I got really turned on."

"David!" she said as she slapped my chest
with her palm.

I grabbed her hand, dragged it down past my
stomach, until it was resting on my throbbing cock. "See?"

Her mouth opened even wider and her eyes did,
too. I'm not sure if she was faking it for my benefit or if it was
genuine disbelief. Either way she didn't pull away. She let me hold
her hand there until I let it go.

"What are you saying?" she whispered.

"I think you know what I'm saying. But if you
want me to spell it out..."

"David, I could never do anything like that!"
she hissed. "If you're talking about me...about me cheating on
you..."

"It's not cheating if I'm right there
watching, is it?"

Her eyes were the size of golf balls now as
she shook her head.

"Come on Vic," I chided. "You're not going to
tell me you didn't have anything like that in mind when you did
this. The innocent soccer mom thing only goes so far. You've been
around. You look stunning. You're drinking whiskey. What did you
think was going to happen?"

"I can't believe you thought that I actually
wanted something to happen!" she replied.

Noise in the hall caught our attention. I
leaned out through the laundry room door. The boys were putting on
their jackets.

"Guys? What's going on?"

Andrew grinned at me. "Sounds like you guys
have some talking to do. Besides, we're all a little bushed."

Paul was swaying in place a little bit. Man,
we were all lightweights now.

I stepped out of the laundry room and into
the hall. "Guys you really don't have to..."

Andrew put his hand up. "Don't worry about it
bud. It was fun. Tell Vicki good night. We'll see you again
soon."

I knew they wouldn't but I knew they weren't
staying, either. I walked them to the door and watched them leave.
I locked the door behind them and walked back to the laundry
room.

Victoria was gone.
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"Why'd you run away?"

She was already curled up under the blankets,
pretending to be asleep.

I shook my head. I might have just left well
enough alone. But that didn't feel right. Why was she suddenly so
indignant about this? She damn well knew what an effect she'd had
on those guys. I was sure that she did. I needed to find out for
sure.

"Are you giving me the silent treatment?
Cause I know you're not asleep." I was standing at the edge of the
bed, undoing the buttons of my shirt.

She spun around and shot me a furious
glare.

"What? What's that about?" I asked.

"You know what it's about!"

"No. I don't. What's wrong all of a
sudden?"

"David, you totally humiliated me in front of
your friends!"

Uh...what? "What are you talking about
I..."

"They left because they heard us talking!
They heard what you were saying about me! You were talking about me
as if I were some kind of slut!"

Uh oh. "Okay, hold on," I said climbing into
the bed in my underwear. "First of all they did not hear any of our
conversation. How could they? We were in the laundry room,
remember?"

"Oh, is that why Andrew said 'sounds like you
guys have some talking to do?'"

"It probably just seemed like we were having
a spat."

She harrumphed and spun back around.

I wasn't sure whether it was the sudden
change in her mood and behaviour or what. I now really needed to
know how she felt. She was acting so crazy lately. Kind of manic. I
pressed up close to her and put a hand on her shoulder.

She tried to shrug it off. "I'm not in the
mood tonight."

That really got me going. What the fuck was
this? She'd dressed up like a stripper and now that I'd tried to
have a reasonable conversation about that she was not in the mood?
I don't know what came over me but I really felt the need to win
this one.

"Would you be in the mood if it were Paul in
bed instead of me?"

She actually gasped. She craned her neck, her
mouth open in shock, ready to admonish my lewdness.

I just leaned in and kissed her. I plunged my
tongue into her mouth, my other hand roaming from her shoulder
across her breast until I found her taut nipple and gave it a
twist. It was all over before she could react and I was leaning on
her again, smiling at my own cleverness. "Or what about all three
of them?" I whispered.

She looked at me like I was crazy. She didn't
resist when I leaned in to kiss her again, though. Not at all. She
kissed me back this time and as my hand wandered, exploring the
curve breasts, her arms fell away giving me unfettered access to
her pillowy mounds.

I took my lips away from hers and started
kissing her neck, then her shoulder. As I did, I let my hand drift
down her taut tummy, into the damp space between her legs. As the
tips of my fingers touched the hot dew on her pussy lips, she let
out a satisfied moan.

"Is that what you want? You want all three of
them to fuck you?" I plunged my middle finger into her hot wet cunt
as I said it.

She gasped, then moaned again, lost in the
moment and the little fantasy I was spinning up.

"You know you'd have to take one of them in
the ass, right?"

Her eyes snapped open and for a moment I
thought I'd lost her.

Again, I don't know where I found the
courage. I was feeling a little drunk on my own fantasy. Euphoric
enough to take a chance. I pulled my middle finger out of her
sopping pussy and replaced it with my thumb. I let my middle finger
drift down the crack of her ass until I found the tight ring of her
back hole. Even as I pressed against it I could feel her whole body
tense. I stared at her. I like to think I stared her into
submission.

As I drove the tip of my finger into her ass
she didn't say anything. She gasped but she kept looking at me, as
if she were daring me to go on. Her mouth was open, her lips a
little twisted but not too much.

I shoved more of my finger in, up to the
knuckle. I felt her tense. Then I felt her relax. I eased the rest
of my finger inside. "You like that, don't you?" I whispered,
pulling my thumb out of her pussy and gliding up her now soaked sex
to find her clit.

I started spinning tight circles around her
clit as she squirmed around my finger deep inside her ass.

"Tell me you like it," I said over her
whimpered moans.

"What?" she mewled.

"Tell me you like thinking of Paul's cock
inside your ass."

I had worked myself up to quite a state now,
too. The thought of Paul or any of those guys putting their cocks
anywhere around Victoria was maddeningly hot. The thought that she
was thinking about the exact same thing was setting me right on the
edge of coming.

"David, I don't know..." she said, turning
away. She seemed ashamed. But there was something beneath that
shame. It was obvious that there was. This little fantasy had her
slick and hot. She just needed help getting the words out.

I wiggled my finger inside her ass, slowing
my thumb at the same time.

"Oh David, I was so close!" she moaned
bucking on my hand.

I stopped entirely. I kept my finger inside
her but I released my thumb. "Come on baby," I said, whispering
even closer to her ear this time. "I know you want to say it. I
know you're thinking about it. I want to hear it from you. Look how
hard it's making me just thinking about it. I want to hear you say
that you want Paul's cock inside your ass."

She looked at me as I felt her hand drift
down and touch my steel-hard cock. She seemed genuinely surprised
at how hard I was.

I put my thumb back onto her clit and started
a slow rub.

Victoria started stroking my cock.

"Mmm, that feels good baby," I whispered. I
sped up the circles around her clit and she moaned again. "Come on.
Just say it for me. You don't have to mean it," I lied. "I just
want to hear it. It's making me so hard."

She looked at me again. She seemed confused,
like she was unsure of whether to trust what I was saying.

"I mean it," I urged. "Just this once. Just
say it once. Come on baby, please?"

She was stroking me pretty hard and I could
feel myself kissing the edge of an orgasm. I watched her mouth
twist as my thumb spun and spun around her engorged clit. If I
could just convince her to say it...

"Come on, baby. Please?" I gazed into her
eyes. I could feel her ass clenching around my finger as I rubbed
her pussy. She was as close as I was. Oh God if she'd just say
it...

"I want to feel..." The words were hushed. I
saw her brace herself against the bed at her coming orgasm.

"Come on. Don't be shy. I want to hear
it."

"I want to feel Paul's cock inside my
ass."

Our eyes met. The stare and what she'd said
sent a red-hot bolt of lust through me, tipping me over the edge. I
felt a warm gush of seed course through the shaft of my cock. I
groaned as I erupted under the covers from her pumping hand.

Victoria began a quiet mewl that climbed
higher and higher until her orgasm took her and she came with a
shout. Her legs raised up and off the bed as she writhed through
coming. She kept pumping me with her hand and I looked down to see
myself spewing spunk onto her ample thighs.

We came down more or less at the same time
and both sank back onto the bed. I eased my finger out of her ass
and, as most men, couldn't resist smelling it when I thought she
wasn't looking.

"Gross!" she shrieked, pushing me away. She
must have seen it out of the corner of her eye.

"What? It's not that gross," I said,
grinning. It hadn't, in fact, been gross at all. It smelled a
little like ass, but mostly it was the salty-sweet scent of her
that I loved. I sniffed it again, this time in full view.

"You're not grossed out by that?" she asked,
more curious now than disgusted.

"Nope. I kind of like it, actually."

"Boys are strange," she said, shaking her
head.

I wanted to talk about what had just
happened. I wanted to continue our little journey down the rabbit
hole. But I sensed an opening that might go away if I didn't take
it right then.

"Turn around. On your stomach."

"What?" she asked. "Why?"

"Just turn around. You'll like it. I
promise."

She eyed me with a wary stare but did what I
asked.

I pushed myself up to kneeling and shuffled
down the bed. I saw Victoria eyeing me. I wondered if she was still
drunk and how she would react to this. Figuring I'd already gotten
this far, I decided to just take a chance.

I put my hands on her hips and pulled her ass
up and off the bed.

"David? What are you..."

I had always wanted to try this and I was so
close that I couldn't risk her saying no. Spreading her cheeks, I
sank down onto her ass with my mouth, touching the tip of my tongue
to her tight back hole.

She shuddered at first and then I heard an
"Oh my God!" I felt her pushing herself up and off the bed, rearing
back onto me.

She loved it! I couldn't believe that she
did, but it was clear that she did. I dove into her tight ass hole
with my tongue. The same salty-sweet taste, a little more dank this
time, filled my senses. I spun my tongue around the rim of her ass
then pushed it back inside her again. At the same time I brought up
my hand and found the wetness of her pussy lips with my finger.

Still eating her ass out, I pushed two
fingers into her pussy, crooked them a bit and began to rub them in
and out.

Victoria started going fucking wild.
She started rocking back and forth on all fours like I'd never seen
her do before. She seemed completely lost in the moment and the
sensation of what I was doing to her.

I pumped my fingers into her even harder,
rubbing them along the slick inside walls of her pussy. About
thirty seconds later I felt her pussy start to clench around
me.

"Oh God, oh my God David, I..." she trailed
off.

I felt her ass start to shake against my
mouth but that only made me pump her harder, intent on bringing her
to another climax. I thrust my tongue as deeply as I could into her
ass, fucking her hard with my two fingers.

"Oh God....I..."

I heard her scream at the same moment I felt
the hot gush of fluid come sprang out over my arm. Her ass clenched
around my tongue almost trapping me inside as her whole body shook
and writhed against my face. I couldn't believe I was making my
wife squirt! I kept pumping my fingers in and out until she finally
reached around and pulled my hand away. She fell forward onto the
bed, spent and breathing heavily. The sheets were soaked and I was
rock hard.
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"You're not really serious though, are you?"
Victoria said, shaking her head.

I'd thought it best to let her sleep things
off but I couldn't help but bring it up over breakfast the next
morning. "Of course I'm serious. That's why I was talking about it
last night."

She was at least acknowledging the
possibility that there was something there now rather than flat out
denying it. She wasn't screaming for Paul's cock in her ass yet,
but there was definitely more openness there. "What would we even
do? How would that even work?"

"I don't know," I said, shrugging. "Same way
it did last night? We get us all good and drunk and then see what
happens from there?"

Victoria picked up her coffee cup and took a
sip, contemplating my proposal. "And you'd be okay with that? You
wouldn't be jealous?"

I chuckled. Now that she had said that, now
that she'd actually entertained the possibility and acknowledged it
out loud, yeah. I was a little jealous. "I think I'd probably a
little jealous, yeah," I admitted.

"Well then why would you want to do it?"

Oh women and their questions. If it were up
to us guys we'd probably always shoot first and ask questions
later, right? "Because...because it's hot. You're hot. Last night
you were insanely hot. Seeing those guys drooling over you was hot.
Is that a good enough reason?"

"I don't know. Is it?" she asked. She didn't
seem convinced that it was.

"Look, if you're totally not into it I get
it. I just thought because of what you set up last night that you,
you know, that it's something you wanted to try."

"Hmm," she said, staring into her coffee and
pondering the question. "It's definitely not something I'd thought
out. I mostly just thought it would be fun for you. To have a sexy
card dealer like in the casino's, right?"

"Yes," I said, leaning forward and kissing
her forehead. No one had told her how terrible she'd been at
dealing yesterday but I don't think anyone cared. "Look, we can't
do anything about it today. The kids are coming back. Why don't you
think about it and if it's something you're into we'll find a time
to try it. If not, we'll just forget it ever happened. We've got a
pretty good thing going now anyways. Sound like a plan?"

Victoria waited for a moment then nodded. We
both went back to eating our breakfast and I did my best to push
the whole thing out of my mind.

It absolutely would not budge. Not an inch.
That whole day I couldn't put it out of my mind. I would steal
glanced at Victoria while she was preparing dinner or getting the
children's lunches ready for school the next day. I would stare at
her, wondering if she was thinking the same thing I was. Wondering
whether what we'd talked about would ever really come to life.

The week passed just as slowly. Each day
plodded along at an excruciating pace while I waited for night to
come so that I could try and mate with my wife. She was
surprisingly obliging. Even considering her increased libido before
our little chat, she was more than willing to have sex each and
every night.

Of course I didn't ask her why that was,
though I wanted to. I wanted nothing more than to go digging around
in the dark corner's of her mind to find out whether she, too,
harboured the same kinds of desires I did.

I was also unable to stop thinking about the
idea of her with other men. At first they were tame fantasies, not
even as raunchy as telling her Paul would shove his cock in her
ass. At first I just thought of her flirting with him. I tormented
myself with the idea of what they'd done when I'd been out of the
room, going to the bathroom. I was almost certain nothing had
happened but just to titillate myself I would conjure up images of
Paul leaning over and trying to kiss her while Victoria pushed him
away in a playful way.

Of course when that wasn't enough to float my
boat on my way to work in the morning I would add Martin into the
fantasy. Andrew had been out smoking a cigarette, but what if
Martin and Paul had both taken a turn? What if they'd both tasted
my wife's lips.

The idea was so incredibly erotic that I
found myself thinking about it more and more often right before I
climaxed. It would always push me over the edge and the most
intense of ways. One time I shouted so loudly as I was coming that
Victoria had to put a hand over my mouth so the whole house
wouldn't hear. When I'd settled down, with my cock still buried in
her sloshing pussy, I looked into her eyes. "What was that?" she
asked.

I'd been waiting for a moment like this for
weeks. I'd been waiting for her to bring it up. I hadn't wanted to
pressure her, though I wanted to talk about it every day. I just
didn't want her to feel uncomfortable. I didn't want her to feel
like this was something she had to do for me. The last thing I
wanted her to feel was that this was another way in which she could
be a dutiful wife.

Nonetheless, when she did ask, I couldn't
resist but to tell her. "Look, I have to be honest," I said as I
slid out of her and rolled to the side. "I've been thinking a lot
about our conversation."

"About me with other men?" she asked almost
immediately.

My cock sprang to life. I couldn't believe
she'd said it right away! Had she been thinking about it this whole
time, too? That almost seemed to good to be true. "Yeah. About that
night, the poker night? Have you..."

"Thought about it? Oh my God David, yes!" she
whispered, pressing herself towards me, her arms covering her
chest.

"Really?"

"I didn't want to make a big deal about it in
case you changed your mind," she explained. "I thought that maybe
you were just tipsy and then that you were playing it off the next
day because you were embarrassed. But I haven't been able to
stop thinking about it."

"Huh," I said. I pulled up the covers because
it was getting a bit cold. Or was that jealousy chilling my
insides? Of course this is what I'd wanted. This is what I'd been
thinking about and dreaming of and making Victoria say in my mind.
This is what I had been waiting for and yet it came with a shadow
of disappointment. As soon as she'd confessed that she had been
thinking about this as much as I had been I began to wonder if that
was because she found it as erotic as I did or whether she was
dissatisfied with our life in bed. I was just about to bring it up
with her when something clicked inside my head.

Stop it, David. Stop

This was the same damn pattern that I'd
always fallen into. I would push Victoria towards doing something,
romanticizing it in my head. Then, when she actually did it, I
would either really be disappointed or pretend to be so that I
could somehow rescue her from herself. At least change her mind
about what she was doing and the reasons she was doing it for. We'd
already had one blow up about it. About her increased sex drive and
whether it was something she genuinely "felt" or not. If I opened
my fat mouth now, I would probably ruin this. I would probably ruin
the only chance we had at trying this crazy thing.

So instead I kept my mouth shut.

"Huh? That's all you have to say about
it?"

"Hmm? Oh. No! Sorry, I was just
thinking."

"About what?"

"I was thinking about..."

"Thinking about how you didn't want to do
this anymore?"

"What? No! I mean, no. Why would you..."

"Because you had that look on your face. The
one you get when I finally do what you asked me to and then you
change your mind about it so you can get me to do something else.
Well you know what? Not this time. This time I'm going to do what I
want." That devilish grin spread across her lips.

"You are?" I asked, feeling somewhat
unsettled by her sudden determination.

"I am. You're the one that suggested it and
now we're going to see if we both really like it."

"Okay," I said, swallowing a little harder
than usual.

"Friday."

"This Friday?" I asked.

"Mm-hmm," she said, nodding. "This
Friday."

"Okay, what's going on this Friday."

"I'm not sure yet but we're sending the kids
to your parents and I'm cooking something up."

I assumed she didn't mean dinner. "Okay but
hold on. Should we maybe talk about this some more? Should we
decide what...just how far we'd be comfortable..."

"Okay," she said, interrupting. "You tell
me."

"Tell you what?"

"Tell me how far you're comfortable
going."

Her directness took me aback a little but it
also made me think. Of course in my mind I'd painted her into all
sorts of depraved poses. The man had become bigger. More of them
had been introduced. Thick, muscled black men, not just Martin and
Paul. But was I really about to let her do that in real life? That
was a different sort of thing, wasn't it?

"Who are we doing this with anyway?" I asked,
a little wary of what she might have planned.

"You said it yourself. Let's start with Paul
and then we'll take it from there."

Start with Paul? How far ahead had she
planned this thing? "Friday? Paul? Here?"

She nodded. "Unless..."

"Unless what?"

"Unless, you know, you're really not
into it. I understand. I know I'm being bossy and taking charge
here but that's just kind of for fun. You know that, right?"

The warm breeze of relief swept through me,
taking the cold chill of jealousy I'd felt with it. Okay. That was
better. For a moment there I thought I'd completely lost
control.

"So? What'll it be?" she asked.

I took a deep breath. It felt like I was
about to dive into a very deep pool and I'd need the extra air.
"Okay. Let's do it."

Victoria smiled a gleeful, wicked smile and
clapped her little hands together at her chest.

"I want to talk to Paul first, though. I
don't want this messing things up with him and I. I think if we
just invite him over and hope that things go well and he does what
we want that that's not really fair. He should be in on the game
too, right?"

Victoria nodded. "As long as you're the one
doing the talking. I can already tell I'm going to have to be
pretty drunk to go through with this."

That part I could do. The next day, I invited
Paul to lunch.
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"You want me to do what?" Paul asked through
a mouthful of burger.

I guess I could have waited until he'd
finished. "Go ahead. Finish chewing your burger."

He did, eyeing me the whole time. Quite
creepy, actually. Watching a man stare at you as he's chewing
through that much meat. When he was done chewing, he put down the
burger he'd been sort of hiding behind and wiped his mouth with a
napkin. He put the napkin down and crossed his fingers in front of
his plate. "Okay, say what you said again."

"I want you to come over on Friday and try to
sleep with my wife."

Paul shook his head. "Are you fucking
nuts?"

"No. Why would you..."

"Because what the fuck are you asking me? To
sleep with your wife? I wouldn't fucking..."

"Yeah cowboy, before you get up on your high
horse about it can I just remind you about poker night?"

"Poker night?"

"Yeah. The last time you came to my
place?"

"So?"

"So you're gonna sit there and tell me you
wouldn't have put the moves on Victoria if I wasn't there? Or hell,
even if I was? You were just sitting there waiting for the green
light from one of us!"

For a moment it looked like Paul was getting
ready to put on his fanciest mock indignation. He thought better of
it. We'd known each other too long and been through to much for
that. "You know I wouldn't have done anything without checking in
with you, right?"

I let out a guffaw. Yeah, right. "All's fair
in love and war, brother," I said, putting a hand on his shoulder.
"You would have fucked her in a second if I hadn't been there."

Paul just shrugged, picked up his burger and
took another bite.

"So? What do you say? You game?"

Paul finished chewing his bite of burger
before replying. "As long as this isn't going to fuck some shit up.
Between us, I mean." He wagged a finger back and forth between the
two of us.

"It's gonna be fine," I replied. I really had
no way of knowing if it was or if it wasn't. But it seemed like an
exciting thing to try and Paul seemed like the right kind of guy to
try it with. He was easy going, in pretty good shape and knew how
to have a laugh at things at the end of the day. We finished our
lunch and agreed that he'd come over on Friday around eight.

When I got home that day all I wanted to do
was tell Victoria the good news. I was nervous and horny all at the
same time and I felt like I needed to be close to her. This was a
totally new adventure we were going on together. It was exciting
and scary and unlike anything else we'd tried. I just wanted to
make sure we were both feeling good about it. I could have texted
her but I wanted to see her reaction to the news.

As soon as the kids were in bed, Victoria
slipped into our room where I was waiting on the bed. "So?"

"So?" I replied. "So what?"

"Oh stop that! You know what I'm talking
about!" she landed another playful slap on my chest and stared into
my eyes. "Did you talk to him?"

"I did."

"And?!? Stop being like that!" she said,
smiling and slapping me again.

"Okay, okay," I answered, not able to resist
a smile of my own. "He said yes. He said he'd do it."

Victoria's eyes seemed to suddenly sparkle.
"Really?" she whispered.

"Really. He said he's game. Friday at
eight."

"Friday at eight?" she echoed, as if she
didn't really believe the whole thing were real.

"Friday at eight. What? Vic what is it? Are
you okay?"

"I'm fine," she said, but the way she looked
down at the floor made me think she wasn't.

"It's not set in stone, you know? We can
still cancel," I explained.

"No I know that..."

"Then what? Something about this is bothering
you now. I can tell."

She looked up with glassy eyes. "Are you sure
this is going to be okay? Are we going to be okay after something
like this? What if it's not for us?"

"If it's not for us then we never do it
again. The worst thing that can happen is that we hate it and
regret doing it. It's not like it's going to break our marriage to
try."

That gave her pause. "What if it does?" she
whispered.

"What? Why would it do that?" She was really
confusing me now. She'd seemed so into it the last time we'd
talked.

"I was thinking today, you say that it kind
of makes you jealous? The thought of watching me with someone
else?"

"Yeah. So?"

"So what if it makes you so jealous that you
can't get over it? What if it's totally different once you actually
see it? What if you don't want to be with me anymore?"

I let out a sigh. "Vic, that's never gonna
happen. I love you. Sure it might make me a little jealous but it's
just sex. Come on, if I thought there was any chance that this was
going to hurt our relationship there is no way I would ever
suggest doing it."

"You wouldn't?" she asked.

"Of course not. Look, it's still up to you. I
can call Paul off no problem you just have to say the word. But if
you want to try, I think this might be fun."

She looked up at me and took a deep breath.
"Okay. If you think it'll be okay, let's try."

Paul showed up just after eight on Friday
already a few drinks in. The kids had been sent to their
grandparents again and Victoria and I had a light dinner of poached
salmon over rice and a few glasses of white wine. When the doorbell
rang I saw Victoria visibly tense.

I smiled, got up and walked to the front hall
to answer the door. Paul was smiling on the other side. "I wasn't
sure whether I should bring flowers?" We both had a good chuckle
about that. That's why I thought Paul was a good guy for this. He
didn't let things get heavy.

Victoria was sitting at the table with her
glass of wine. She got up when he walked into the room and stood
there, akwardly, not really knowing what to say.

Paul once again saved the moment. He clapped
his hands together. "We're going to need more drinks!"

We all had a laugh at that and I went to the
kitchen to get the hard stuff. Once again, even Victoria indulged
in a glass of whiskey with the two of us and pretty soon we were
all three red-nosed and ready to begin the real part of the
evening.

I excused myself to the bathroom knowing that
a little privacy for the two of them would help move things along.
When I closed the door I felt a thrilling rush of adrenaline and
lust. I'd just left my wife in the room with my friend. I knew what
he was going to do, I knew he was going to try and have sex with
her, I was the one who'd asked him to do it. Yet there was still an
element of jealousy when I thought about it. I wondered why that
was? It was very erotic but I was definitely nervous about how I
was going to react. I took a piss, washed my hands, then walked
quietly back through the hall and towards the dining room.

The adrenaline laced with lust gripped me by
the throat and wouldn't let go as soon as I saw the two of them
locked in a kiss. Paul was leaning over in his chair, with his hand
on her cheek. Victoria's head was tilted to one side. Her jaw was
moving as their tongues played back and forth against each other. I
just stood there, my cock growing as I watched them make out. Paul
finally pulled away and their parting lips made a sloppy wet suck
as they disengaged.

Paul turned to see me staring at them. He
smiled. "You alright bud?"

I nodded. "Yup." It seemed like the best way
to reassure the two of them that I was.

"Should we take this upstairs?" Paul
asked.

I nodded again and at the same moment
Victoria stood up. She grabbed Paul's hand and started hauling him
towards the stairs.

It was such a welcoming, innocent gesture.
Yet it cut like a knife. Even though I'd invited Paul into my own
house to do this with my wife, I hadn't really prepared myself for
what it was really going to be like seeing her do something
like that with another man. Sure I'd thought plenty of times about
what it would feel like to see her making out with another guy. I'd
imagined all kinds of nasty things. What another man's cock would
look like inside of her. What it would be like if she gave someone
else a blow job.

Never once had I imagined her taking him by
the hand and leading him up the stairs. Watching her do that was
pretty hard. I followed them up the stairs, my hard-on growing with
each step. When I reached the bedroom they were making out again
and Paul was working her top off.

"Wait!"

They both turned around. I watched Victoria's
face. Her cheeks seemed to sag but she concealed her disappointment
by raising her eyebrows.

"I just...Paul we never really talked
about..."

Victoria frowned, as if she were irritated
with me for ruining the moment.

"Did you bring a condom?" Why hadn't I
prepared for this? I'd been so busy imagining what this would be
like that I hadn't paid attention to any of the details I should
have.

"Shit," Paul muttered.

"It's okay," Victoria said almost
immediately. "I'm on the pill."

Paul looked back at me. "That okay? I
can...you know...not finish inside."

Jealousy crackled through me. This was my
friend talking about not fucking his cum inside my wife.
"You're...you're clean?"

"Totally," Paul replied.

The three of us stood there for a moment. I
felt pretty sheepish about bringing it up but better now than
later, I thought. "Okay. Sorry," I mumbled.

Shoulders relaxed. Sighs were sighed. The two
of them sank into each other's arms.

I stood there feeling as if my feet were
drilled to the floor as I watched Victoria bend and sway to Paul's
affection. He wasn't rough with her. I think that was what threw me
for a loop. He was gentle and easy and caring. The way a
lover is when they first get together with someone. It was like
watching Victoria and I all over again except this time I was
watching it from afar.

She opened her eyes for a moment. After he'd
taken her top off and started kissing her neck. She opened her eyes
and looked at me over his shoulder. A tiny smile curled the right
corner of her mouth. And then she was gone again. Lost in the
moment with him as I stared on.

He had his back to me so I couldn't see her
breasts tumble out as he unclasped her bra. I did see his hand
moved down from where it had been holding her neck. It paused at
her chest and I imagined him cupping her breast and maybe twisting
her nipple a little.

Victoria opened her eyes again and she looked
suddenly shy. As if the removal of her bra had made her
self-conscious and the situation awkward. She caught my eye again
but quickly looked away this time.

Paul was still lost in the moment and didn't
care. I watched as he turned her around and began kissing the back
of her neck.

I stepped into the room. I wanted to actually
see what it looked like. I wanted to know how it would make me feel
to see another man's hands on Victoria's bare skin. I stepped to
the side, up against the wall, feeling like I might disturb them if
I got any closer.

I felt a pulse of exhilarating panic at the
first sight of Paul's strong hands kneading Victoria's tender,
ample breasts. He was well built and had worked with his hands as a
construction worker for some time before finding the job he was in
now. The back's of his hands were tan and veined from working with
tools and a little more hairy than mine. His muscles, moving as he
worked Victoria's tender flesh, made the veins in his hands pop
even more.

I could tell Victoria was trying to lose
herself in the moment. I could also tell she was having a hard
time. I watched her back. She would try to relax, try to let
herself sink back against Paul's body. Then, every time she opened
her eyes the view of the room would send a stiffening wave of
reality through her. Realizing what she was doing, what we
were doing would make her stiffen again. She wouldn't dare to look
at me and I wondered why?

This was something we were supposed to be
sharing, after all. Nonetheless, I figured that since she'd been
brave enough to go for this, I wasn't going to worry about it until
we had time to hash it all out afterwards.

I watched as Paul undid the clasp of the
skirt she'd been wearing. He kissed her back a few times then undid
the zipper and let the skirt fall to the floor.

Victoria stiffened anew. This was it. Now she
was only wearing her skimpy, white underwear and nothing else. She
stole a sideways glance at me. It was hard to tell what her
expression meant.

For a moment I thought she might back out. If
she'd really wanted to, if she'd been really insistent, I wouldn't
have objected. I loved her and of course I wanted her to be happy
and not feel pressured into doing something. But now that we'd come
this far, now that Paul was here, touching her naked body, it felt
like the rest would just be a formality. It felt like the actual
act of intercourse, while exciting, would just be a rubber stamp on
our decision to take this path as a couple.

I nodded at her, trying in some small way to
encourage her, to tell her that this was still what I wanted, if
she did.

She raised her eyebrows. The final question.
The final confirmation.

I nodded again.

She spun around, her thick, blonde locks,
flying out behind her as she turned.

Paul seemed surprised by her sudden
enthusiasm. His brows arched now as he watched her fall to her
knees in front of him.

She held his gaze. I watched her blue eyes,
eyes that until this time had only looked like that at me, staring
deeply into his. Her fingers pulled the leather belt out from the
loops of his pants. She tugged at it until the small metal clasp
fell open. Then she let it go and with a finger and thumb undid the
button of his pants. With her other hand, she pulled the zipper
open. Hooking her fingers in under his belt, she yanked down his
pants.

His cock sprang out, half-hard and ready in
front of her, bouncing beneath his shirt.

She gasped. The she smiled. Then she
giggled.

Paul just kept staring at her. He reached a
hand down and took a fistful of her hair and started guiding her
mouth towards his cock.
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She put her hands up on his thighs. "Hey.
Easy does it tiger! I'm not that much of a slut." And then, with
just the slightest turn of her head she looked at me from out of
the corner of her eye and added one soft word. "Yet."

A shiver of excitement raced through me. She
was actually starting to enjoy herself. She was getting into it.
Her shyness was gone now that she was on her knees and she felt
confident enough to draw some boundaries. A few weeks ago I could
never have imagined Victoria in this situation. Now I
couldn't stop contemplating where this would take us. Where we
would end up.

Turning her attention back to Paul, she
reached up with one hand and took his cock. It bounced as she
lifted it to stare at it more closely.

He was staring down at her from above. He'd
let go of her hair and was now standing with his hands at his sides
just watching her as she eyed his cock.

He was about the size I was. Maybe a little
thicker. His cock, like his hands, was veiny in a way mine wasn't.
Not that any of it mattered. I guess you just can't help as a guy
comparing yourself to other men.

Victoria didn't put her mouth on it right
away. She stroked it a few times, watching as it bounced and flexed
at her touch. Every once in a while she would look up and into his
eyes. As if she were looking for his approval. To check if she were
doing the right thing. Once he was completely rigid, she
straightened her back so that the mushroom head of his cock was
poised at her lips.

It was sort of a relief that she didn't do
any of the terribly lewd or tremendously sexy things with him that
she'd done with me. No, this was functional, pragmatic intercourse.
She wasn't performing for him in the same way she'd performed for
me and that made me feel good. I suppose I wouldn't have minded if
she had but it was nice that she was keeping it conservative.

I watched her open her mouth. Her pretty pink
tongue, glistening with saliva flicked out, licking the exposed
head of Paul's cock.

He groaned. He reached down, put a hand on
the back of her head and tried to get her to lean closer again.

"I said easy does it tiger," she said with a
smile, leaning against his thighs again to resist his
insistence.

"Alright," he said, smiling back at her. Then
he turned to me. "Girl knows what she wants," he quipped with a
grin.

I was still a little too dumbstruck to
respond and he didn't wait for me to say anything. He was right.
Wasn't he? She had certainly become much more confident, much more
in control in the bedroom lately.

My mind drifted back to that very first
conversation, the one that seemed to have kick-started her libido.
And that word.

Duty.

Oh God, I know. Sometimes I just couldn't
help myself. Even though my cock was aching in between my legs,
even though I was watching the hottest thing I'd ever seen my wife
do, I couldn't help but grub around in the dirt of my
sub-consciousness for some reason to be upset. For some reason to
feel like I wasn't in complete control.

Was this her being a dutiful wife again? Was
she just doing this for me or was she getting some pleasure out of
this too? That second question took me by surprise. Or rather, the
possible answers to it did. What if she were getting pleasure from
this? What if it turned out that she liked this a lot?

I knew that if that were the case it would
certainly raise the stakes on my jealousy. It's not that I didn't
want her to have a good time doing this. I just wanted her to have
the good time I allowed her to have. What if she took this
and ran with it? What if she got hooked on other guys?

All of these questions and doubts only made
my cock harden as I watched Victoria finally take Paul's cock into
her mouth. She had to open wide to accommodate his girth and as she
slid him into her mouth I saw her cheek bulge.

She took about a quarter of his cock into her
mouth. Then I saw her jaw was working and I knew she was using her
tongue on the head of his cock, licking and lapping at it.

Paul groaned and tried to pull her closer but
Victoria, clever girl, wrapped another fist around his cock
preventing her mouth from going any further. When he let her go,
she started bobbing slowly back and forth, sucking on his hard
shaft and playing with the head of it. Every once in a while he
would fall out of her mouth with a wet slop and Victoria would lick
her lips, collecting the spit and precum that was drooling out from
her mouth.

She worked his cock like that for a while. I
stood in place, gazing up and down Victoria's kneeling frame. I had
the perfect side view of her breasts and her tight tummy and her
round ass. Every time I looked back up at her face, her mouth
stuffed full of Paul's cock, my own cock would bulge, tenting my
pants.

I thought about pulling myself out but we
hadn't really talked about anything like that, with Victoria or
with Paul. I decided it would be best until it was all over and I
could have her all to myself.

After a while Paul leaned down and put her
hands on her shoulders. He helped her to stand up and when she did
he put his hand behind her neck and brought her close and kissed
her on the lips again. Then he walked her towards the bed.

Victoria sat down, then crawled slowly
backwards on the bed. She was staring at Paul, her eyes darting
between his eyes and his cock that he was holding with one hand.
She started spreading her lithe legs and as she did, she turned to
face me. As if she'd suddenly remembered that I was there, too.

It made Paul look at me too. "You alright
buddy? You still want to do this?" he asked.

I let out an awkward chortle, trying to
normalize what felt like an awkward situation. Maybe it wasn't for
them. Maybe it was just me. "Yeah. I'm good. I'm good." That was
all I could come up with to say.

The answer seemed to satisfy both of them
because they turned back to look at each other again.

I re-positioned myself so that I could see
Victoria's slick pussy as it opened. My heart started thundering
inside my chest. This was it. This was the moment I'd been thinking
about for the last few weeks. My wife was about to let another man
inside her. She was about to let another man put his cock into
her.

Paul mounted the bed. He spat onto his hand
and rubbed it over the head of his cock, then crawled in between
Victoria's legs.

She opened for him, her thighs parting, knees
bent, toenails painted cherry red pointing down. Her calves were
flexed and the way she was splayed made her whole body look tight
and ready.

My mouth dropped open as I saw Paul lean
towards her and press the head of his cock against her pussy
lips.

From her reaction, the gasp, the parted lips,
the widening eyes, it seemed like Victoria hadn't expected the
moment to come so fast.

Whether excited by her surprise or just eager
to plunge into her, Paul began working the head of his cock against
her folds. His meat squished against her, it began to sink into the
cleft until it disappeared, the first part of him to enter her
body.

I gasped as her pussy swallowed him with a
soft slurp.

Victoria gasped too. Her torso seemed to curl
towards Paul. Her slender hands drifted up his strong arms. She
stared into his eyes.

With a single thrust, he slid his whole,
thick cock into her hungry cunt.

Victoria's eyes rolled back. She lay back,
shoulders pressing against the bed, arching her back as she let out
a moan of what sounded to be disbelief.

Paul piled into her right to the hilt, his
balls slapping against her ass. His hand rose and grabbed her
thigh, holding her open so he could stare down at what his flesh
looked like disappearing inside of her. He started into a slow
fuck, his thick cock gliding in and out of her tender pussy as she
squirmed beneath him on the bed.

It took a few moments for Victoria to come to
her senses again. She seemed to drift back into the room after the
initial euphoria of feeling Paul's cock sinking into her. As her
eyes opened to look at him again, her face took on a pained
expression and I wondered if he was hurting her with how thick he
was.

I quickly realized it wasn't that. It wasn't
pain painted on her face it was a feverish urgency. As she started
to rock her hips back and forth in rhythm with his, I saw that she
was under the spell of Paul's lovemaking, lost in the feeling he
was giving her.

God my cock ached so badly right then. I
would have loved to tear my clothes off, push Paul out of the way
and drive myself into Victoria's pussy. At the same time I was
absolutely under the spell of watching the two of them
together.

Paul's body was taut above hers, giving me a
good view of his cock sliding into her. He wasn't really making
love to her as much as he was fucking her. His eyes kept roaming
down to her hits, down to his hard cock being swallowed up into her
body, then back to her anguished face.

Victoria just stared into his eyes. She
didn't look down his body to where her legs were spread. She just
looked at his eyes and every time he looked back into hers her face
would twist into an even more pained delight. That was her way of
letting him know how good he was making her feel.

What a strange place to be in, standing in
that room and watching another man fuck my wife like that. I wasn't
having any second thoughts, I loved it. Yet, there was something
about it that seemed to demand my indignation. After all what kind
of a man is purely aroused by the thought of his wife with someone
else? I felt no animosity towards Paul or Victoria. I was happy for
them. But a very strong need oozed out of the thick sludge of
emotions churning inside of me. The need to make Victoria mine
again.

Her orgasm began with a soft panting. For the
first time since he'd filled her she looked down her body and
stared at his cock sinking into her. Then she looked back up, quick
to show him how grateful she was for his love and for his cock.
"Yes, yes, yes," she whispered as I watched her legs raise even
higher in the air.

Paul just kept up a steady, even fucking,
knowing that was what would send her over the edge.

I watched his cock disappearing inside her as
her body prepared to take his cum.

Victoria's hips began to shake back and
forth. Her fingers clutched his arms, nail digging in. Her toes
pointed down the same way they had when he'd entered her. Her
calves and thighs were tight and ready. He fucked her, drilling
into her hard until she started to come.

"Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" she cried as her
body went stiff beneath him. "Ah!" she shouted and I could hear in
her voice that her orgasm was peaking.

Paul just kept thrusting into her.

I stared at his cock. He'd fucked her so good
her pussy had started to cream a little and it almost looked like
he'd come inside her and his own cum was leaking out.

Victoria pulsed a few more times, riding out
the last bits of pleasure from her orgasm. Then she seemed to get a
little bit shy.

Paul didn't mind. I could tell he was close,
too by the way his legs shook a bit with each thrust.

But it was as if now that she'd come, she
couldn't quite get into character anymore. She lay there, trying to
move in a sexy way but the whole thing was a little cartoonish. A
little amateur.

Paul yanked his cock out of Victoria and
started pumping himself with his hand. His body stiffened and he
roared as I saw the first gush of his sperm come shooting out the
head of his cock. He pointed it at her stomach, then at her tits. I
guess he figured it would be a little much to shoot for her mouth.
He pumped and squeezed and shot his spunk all over her belly and a
little of it onto her tits. Then he was spent and he sank back onto
his knees, holding his flagging cock in one hand.

None of us knew what to say once it was over.
We were all new at it and it was as if no one was comfortable
sliding back into real life. It was Paul who broke the ice.

"I guess I should go, huh?" he asked with a
smile.

Victoria started giggling. She pulled one leg
up and around Paul's body and turned on her side, trying to shield
herself from his eyes with her arms and hands.

Paul was a gentleman and didn't leer. He got
up off the bed and started pulling his clothes on.

I just stood there, staring at my wife.

He didn't make any more jokes on the way out.
Once he was dressed he slipped out of the room and closed the
door.

I heard him walking down the stairs. Then I
heard the door closing as he let himself out. The whole time I was
staring at Victoria.

"So?" she said with a smile when we both
heard he was gone. "You just going to stand there?"

I shook my head. It was my turn now. My turn
to take back my wife.






Chapter
13






"You want me to clean this off?" Victoria
asked with a giggle after I'd stumbled out of my clothes and over
to the bed.

I sank down next to her, eyeing the deposit
she was pointing at with her finger. It was Paul's spunk and there
was more of it than I'd thought. There was a thick, sticky puddle
of it covering her tight tummy and a few splashes of it along her
breast. I looked up and down, surveying the damage, then I looked
back up into her eyes. "Do you?"

She giggled again, hiding her eyes behind her
hands, then peeked out from behind two fingers. "I don't know.
Isn't it kind of gross? Another man's...you know...cum touching
you?"

For some reason it wasn't. For some reason it
was more hot than gross. It was like a trophy of our adventure. My
wife had just had sex with another man and he'd pulled out and
splashed his seed all over her belly. Why the hell was that
hot?

There was something about how taboo it was,
for sure. But there was something else. He could have come inside
of her if he'd wanted to. He could have called it an accident. The
thought that that might have happened was as much of a turn on as
it was a source of angst. Instead, he'd pumped his filth onto her
and in doing so claimed her as his in some way.

Unable to help myself I reached down and ran
my finger through the sticky puddle, collecting some of Paul's
semen onto the tips of my fingers. I brought it up, stared at it,
inspected it and felt a thrill rush through me at the fact that it
was his.

"Don't tell me you like that?"

I just looked at her. I'm pretty sure I had a
ridiculous expression on my face but I couldn't help it. I was
mesmerized by the whole act and by what the hot sticky mess across
her tummy represented. I'd shared my wife. And it was fine. It was
better than fine. It was hot.

"Oh you do, don't you?" she asked, her
voice suddenly coy. She sat up and looked down at the mess he'd
made. She, too, swept her fingers across her tummy, collected some
of it and brought it up for me to see. "What else would you like to
see me do with it? Now that I have it here, I mean?"

I didn't know what to say. What I wanted her
to do was lick it. I wanted her to open her mouth and coat her
tongue with it and swallow it up while I watched. I didn't dare say
that, though. This was Victoria I was talking to, not some porn
star.

She eyed it, smiling, turning her fingers
this way and that until she finally looked back at me again. As if
she'd read my mind, she opened her mouth and brought the two
fingers dripping with seed up to it. She watched me for my
reaction, her eyes dancing back and forth between my face and my
cock. When she saw my cock bounce as she brought her fingers close
to her mouth, she arched her brow.

"Really?" she purred, not so much in
disbelief as in delight at the discovery she'd made. "You want to
see me swallow this, don't you?" she whispered.

I was breathing heavily but words wouldn't
come. Instead I nodded, hoping this wasn't some cruel joke she was
playing. Hoping she wouldn't end up ridiculing me for my fantasy or
telling me I was gross.

She didn't. "Hm," was all she said as she
shrugged and her mouth fell open.

I watched her tongue fall out. I watched her
push her fingers into her mouth, then watched as her lips closed
around them sealing in Paul's gift. With a wet slurp she sucked his
semen off of her fingers and the pulled them out of her mouth. She
tilted her head as she rolled the stuff around her mouth with her
tongue. As if she were some kind of sommelier of cum and this batch
had turned out exactly the way she liked.

Then, without warning, she leaned close to
me, her hand darting behind me neck. She pulled me close.

I felt the exhilaration of her control of the
situation grip me as she pressed her lips to mine. I couldn't
believe what she was going to do and I couldn't wait for it at the
same time. As I opened my mouth to meet her kiss I felt the
salty-sweet seed spill onto my tongue.

She didn't let me go. She kept her tongue in
my mouth, pressed against mine, urging me to taste and finally
swallow what I'd been so enamoured by.

I did. And I fucking loved it. I mean, it was
disgusting in a way but no more disgusting than me asking her to
swallow my cum, though I hadn't done that very much. But I did what
she wanted. I felt how hot it made her as she gripped my neck. I
even saw her nipples stiffen as I finally gulped down the sticky
lump. It seared it's way down my throat and into my stomach and
only when she tasted that my tongue was clean did she let go of our
kiss.

And then I had to have her. My cock was
throbbing between my legs and the whole thing had made so hot that
I pressed her back against the bed and crawled between her
legs.

"Careful," she whispered, "I'm a little
sore."

Whether she meant it or not, her words had
the opposite of their intended effect. They only made me hotter.
They only made me need her more. I eased her thighs open, looking
down to see her sticky cunt opening for me. When I looked up again
she was smiling, inviting me to push myself in and make her mine
again.

Holding her legs wide open I pointed the head
of my cock at her soft hole until I was touching it.

She bit her lip. She arched her back.

With a firm thrust I drove myself inside. As
soon as the searing heat of her pussy reached my brain I knew I
wasn't going to last long. I started thrusting hoping that I could
hold out long enough to make her come the way Paul had. Each swift
swipe into her oozing snatch pushed me closer to the edge of
pleasure and I started grunting to let her know how close I
was.

"Oh baby, that feels good," she purred as her
body swayed under the weight of mine.

"I want you to come," I hissed, knowing that
I didn't have much time left.

A wry smile. "It's okay, baby. I had a good
time."

Jealousy and heat rushed up my spine from
what she'd said. That's right. She'd already had her good time.
With Paul. This was just dessert for her. An afterthought. That
should have made me extremely jealous and maybe it did. But in that
moment all I felt was the first hot pulse of my own cum racing
through my shaft.

I felt myself flex inside her. As my cock
hardened I felt my balls knot up. Then, together with a wave of
orgasm that drowned me in a deafening silence, I felt my cock erupt
as I began spewing my own seed deep inside Victoria.

"Oh yes," she whispered. "Give me all that
cum."

My mind twisted then shattered into a million
pieces at the thought of what my body was doing. After Paul had
left all of his load on her, I was now claiming her as my own by
shooting mine deep inside her soft pussy. This was the ownership
I'd wanted to feel. This was the reclaiming that I'd been craving
even as he'd fucked her silly. I roared on top of her, driving her
into the mattress as I filled her with my own load.

It was over too fast. Faster than I'd hoped.
Although I guess that's all I could have expected for my first
time. As I floated down from the heights of my climax I felt a
compelling need well up inside me. Not to fuck her again that
night. I felt a need to do it all again. Now that we'd pushed this
boundary and broken this taboo, I felt the need to see how far I
could take this. How far would she go?

As I rolled off of her and watched her
smiling at me, I knew this was far from over. This had only just
begun.
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"You want pancakes?"

She woke me with her whisper and the feeling
of her hand caressing the hairs on my chest. It took me a moment to
come to, to realize where I was and what had happened. A certain
uneasiness gripped me in those first moments as I woke up. Until I
saw her smiling down at me and I realized we were alright. We were
more than alright.

"Um...yeah. Sure. That sounds great."

Victoria bounced out of bed, her round bottom
swaying as she walked naked across the room. She disappeared into
the bathroom and I was left staring at the ceiling and sifting
through my own thoughts.

In a way it was crazy, what we'd done. I was
still a little worried that something about it might come back and
bite me in the ass. Would I have a panic attack at work later that
week? Would I have a pang of jealousy that I couldn't deal with?
Would this break us?

It didn't feel like it would. Not then. Not
at all. It felt like this whole adventure that had started with me
whining about how our relationship was stale had had the exact
effect I'd wanted. Victoria had turned into something of a sex-pot
and I was the guy on the receiving end of it all.

She bounced out of the bathroom, now in a
bathrobe, blew me a kiss from across the room then skipped out into
the hallway and down the stairs.

I lay there for a few more minutes before
swinging my legs over the bed and slipping into my own bathrobe to
go join her in the kitchen downstairs.

"So?" I asked, walking up behind her as she
was stirring the pancake mix.

"So?" she asked.

"Everything okay?"

"Absolutely." She almost sang the word. I
could hear that she was smiling and I was happy for her. I was
happy for us.

"No regrets?"

"No regrets," she answered, then, a few
seconds later asked, "You?"

I thought hard about it. Was there anything
that I was having second thoughts about? The memory of the night
before was definitely still very fresh in my mind. The images had
been burned into my brain and I didn't think I would forget them
anytime soon. There was a bit of jealousy when I thought about it
but mostly it was all just really hot. "None," I said, doing my
best to infuse confidence into my tone.

"Satisfied then?" she asked.

I hesitated. Only for a moment. Was I? I
couldn't lie. Of course I was satisfied that she'd indulged me and
tried it but now that I'd seen her with Paul, I didn't know if I
could stop at that. Even in the sober light of day I knew I wanted
more. "Yeah. Sure." It sounded much less confident than the answer
to her last question.

She let the spoon clatter into the metal bowl
and turned around. "You're not, are you?"

I smiled. "I am. Of course I am. That
was...really very hot."

"But?"

"But..."

She eyed me with a certain curiosity. She
waited for a few moment for my answer but when it didn't come she
folded her arms across her chest. "But you want more, don't
you."

It was a statement more than it was a
question and I knew she already knew. "Only if you do," I
replied.

The smell of melted butter burning on the pan
made Victoria spin back around. "Shit!" she swore and started
frantically ladling the goop out of the bowl onto the pan. The
stuff hit the pan with a hiss, splattering oil and pancake mix onto
the t-shirt she was wearing.

I stepped back to give her some space but she
was already a little too frazzled. Having placed the bowl too close
to the edge of the counter, Victoria knocked it while reaching for
a spatula sending the contents splattering onto the floor.

"Shit!" she yelled, stepping away from the
oven and throwing her hands in the air.

It didn't happen often but sometimes she got
like this. Mainly when she was distracted.

I decided it was time to intervene. Pushing
her to one side, I lifted the pan from the burner and moved it to
the back of the stove. I turned off the burner, grabbed a paper
towel and started cleaning the floor.

"Oh, I'm sorry!" Victoria whined behind
me.

"It's okay," I replied. I stood up, threw the
paper towel I'd used to clean up the goop with into the garbage and
tossed the bowl in the sink. "I kind of felt like going out
anyways!"

It was a tough decision whether to return to
Callie's or not. In the end we decided it was worth the risk for
the pancakes. The odds of running into Ian there again were pretty
low. We got a nice booth in the corner, the perfect place to
talk.

"So?"

Victoria smiled, understanding immediately
which conversation I wanted to pick up. "So what?" she teased.

"So what do you think?"

"I'm not sure what to think," she replied
turning her head to look out the window into the street. It was a
lazy Saturday morning in the city and business at Callie's hadn't
picked up yet. "I think what happened last night was fun."

"I did too."

"I'm not sure how much more fun doing it
again will be, though. I mean now that we've tried it doesn't that
take some of the edge off? Doesn't it take some of the thrill
away?" She turned back to stare at me with her big glue eyes.

"Like I said," I replied, "I only want to do
it again if you want to."

She waited a moment, studying my face before
going on. "It really turned you on that much, huh?"

"I think you felt how much it did."

"What is it about it?"

I shook my head. "You know, it's like the
hardest thing to put my finger on. Just...just you and you look so
beautiful and hot and the fact that...the fact that Paul was so
into you. It just reminded me of how we used to be."

She furrowed her brow. "Aw, isn't that kind
of sad?"

"No! No, no, no! I didn't mean in that way.
Because afterwards, when he was gone, I totally felt that spark
between us again. I totally felt that thing that I thought was
missing!"

She nodded. It wasn't a very reassuring
gesture.

"Didn't you think so?" I asked.

"I don't know. I guess...I guess I never
thought that spark was gone."

It took a moment to digest what she'd said.
The wheels of doubt started spinning in my mind. Why was she doing
this, then? Why, if she didn't feel like anything was wrong, was
she even going through with this? "You're just doing this to humor
me. Aren't you?"

She breathed an exasperated sigh.

Then the waitress came up with our order.

An awkward silence settled over the table as
she placed plates laden with eggs and sausage and ham in front of
us then asked whether we needed more coffee.

We politely declined and she scurried away,
clearly aware that she'd picked the exact wrong moment to deliver
our food.

Once she was gone I reached across the table
to take Victoria's hand. I wasn't going to fuck this up. "I'm
sorry. I'm being a fuck again. I'm doing that thing, that thing you
hate. I didn't mean it. I'm going to try and be honest. Okay?"

Her smile warmed and her eyes softened and I
knew I'd said the right thing. I pushed aside the nagging question
of whether she was just doing this to humor me until later. Until I
could sit in a dark corner or my desk at work and mull it over and
over and over again and try to figure out what it meant if she
was.

Later, David. Not now.

"Look, I just want to make sure you had a
good time," I whispered. "Did you?"

"I did," she said with certainty.

"Good. Then...can I ask you to do it
again?"

She rolled her eyes a little but in that way
that says "Oh if you really want me to," rather than, "Oh
God please no." She shook her head at my insistence then squeezed
my hands. "Okay. If that's what you really want."

"It's what I really want." I stared into her
eyes for a moment. Then I winked. "Let's eat our eggs."

We ate mostly in silence, enjoying how calm
the restaurant was that early in the day and how nice it was just
the two of us there. Victoria would smile every time I looked at
her and I would smile back.

But deep in my mind I was already scheming. I
was scheming about how to set up our next little "situation." I was
scheming about who it would be with. And I was scheming about
things that would make it even hotter. For her and for me.

By the time we'd finished breakfast I had
some pretty good ideas. We settled up the bill and walked out into
the sunshine.

"Should we go and get the kids back from your
folks? I don't want them to feel like they have to spend their
whole weekend..."

"The kids'll be fine," I interrupted. "For a
few more hours anyways. I want to take you somewhere. I want to
take you shopping."

"Shopping?" Victoria asked. "Are you feeling
alright?"

I laughed it off and squeezed her arm. "I
know, right? It's not the kind of shopping you want to do,
though."

"Um, it's not? David is this some
weird..."

"It's not weird. Well, maybe a little. Humor
me, alright?"

The whole way there my heart was beating a
little faster and not just because I'd had too much coffee. All
that blood was rushing to my cock and it was a challenge keeping my
hard-on at bay.

Victoria looked over at me as soon as we
pulled into the parking lot, one eyebrow raised. "Are you
serious?"

"What?" I asked.

"Adult Accessories, David? On a Saturday
morning? After breakfast?"

I felt a pulse of shame at how quickly she'd
rejected the situation. I thought it would be fun. It must have
showed.

"Oh, David, I'm sorry. I didn't mean it like
that. I'm sorry, that was a mean thing to do. It's just...it's not
the sexiest time of day, you know?"

She had a point. I guess. If you were a
woman. What's an unsexy time of day anyway? Does that even
exist?

"Oh, come on," she said, rolling her eyes and
opening the car door. "Now that we're here let's just go."

Even though I felt like she was just doing it
to keep me from pouting about it, I was happy that she'd agreed to
it and I got out of the car and followed her inside.

"I wish we'd at least brought a flask and had
a few before walking into this place," she said with a smile.
Nevertheless, she was the one to push the door open and walk into
the place.

I followed her inside.

The same woman was behind the counter that
had been there the last time I'd come. I wasn't sure if she
recognized me and the more I thought about it the more I didn't see
why she would. She probably had at least a dozen or so single guys
walk in there everyday, creep all around the place, then leave.

I couldn't have been more wrong.

"Hey!" she called out, sounding much
friendlier than the last time I'd been there.

Victoria glanced at me, as if wondering why
the clerk was so familiar and I just shrugged hoping she was just
having a better day.

"You were in here looking at cages a few
weeks back, right?" the clerk said, stepping out from behind the
till.

Immediately I felt my cheeks heat up as my
mind kicked into high gear trying to think of something to say.
"Uh, what? Cages? I...uh, I don't think so. You probably have me
confused with someone else."

The woman peered at me as she closed in on
us. Trying to make sure she had the right guy. "No, no. I'm sure it
was you. I thought maybe you'd found something cheaper online!
Didn't think you were coming back!"

Really? Seriously?

A woman who worked in a damn adult store
didn't get a little discretion training? In case someone she
recognized came in and acted like they hadn't been there
before?

"Brought the mistress, huh?" the clerk asked.
She may as well have winked and nudged my arm, for fuck's sake.

"David?" Victoria asked putting her hand on
my arm. "Have you been here before?"

I turned and looked at her and new from the
moment I set eyes on her that she knew. There was no sense in even
trying to lie my way out of this.

"Just once," I muttered, feeling a little
humiliated by the whole thing. I hoped that maybe lesbian-clerk
would catch on and leave the two of us alone.

"Oh yeah!" she said instead. "Follow me and
I'll show you what he was looking at!"

By the time I looked up to glare at her she'd
already turned her back and was walking off to the corner with the
cages. I turned to look at Victoria, to try and explain all this
away. After all I'd just been there looking. I hadn't bought
anything. This was all going to look really bad. And I was going to
feel bad.

But Victoria didn't look disgusted or
dismayed. Victoria looked...Victoria looked like her curiosity had
been piqued. She raised her eyebrows in interest before sauntering
off after the clerk.

I started after her and grabbed her by the
elbow. "Look, Vic, I can explain..."

She turned around with a full grin now.
"There's no need to explain, David. You don't have to be ashamed of
this. I only wish you'd told me earlier. This is fun! I'm sorry I
almost ruined it by pouting in the car!" She turned, tugged her
shoulder from my grasp and walked back to the corner of the
store.

No. No, no, no, no, no. That's not how I
wanted this to go. The last thing I wanted was for Victoria to all
of a sudden be really interested in what I'd been looking at
in this store. I started after her but by the time I caught up,
lesbian-clerk was already showing her the exact little cage I'd
been looking at.

"There's this one and then there's a plastic
model but honestly, I think the metal is the way to go."

Victoria was just standing there staring at
the thing her head turning slightly as she followed the sloping
lines of the cage, then dipped under to examine the tiny little
lock on the underside.

The whole time lesbian-clerk was explaining
all about the features of the cage, how to put it on and how it
worked. She told Victoria about a good book to read on being the
dom in a relationship and all sorts of nonsense that I'm sure was
the last thing she wanted to hear.

At this point all I could do was stand
helplessly beside her. I would feel even worse if I started making
excuses about why I'd looked at this. It would all come out a
jumbled heap of embarrassment.

"Aaaanyways," lesbian-clerk said, stretching
her arms behind her back, "I'll leave you folks to make the final
decision. If you need me for anything else, just let me know!" Then
she walked off leaving Victoria turning the cage over in her hands
while I stood staring at the ground by her side.

"David?" Victoria whispered once lesbian
clerk was out of earshot.

I could barely bring my eyes up to meet hers.
I felt pretty humiliated at this point and really just wanted to go
home. When I'd thought of coming here and buying something I'd been
thinking of some sexy lingerie or a toy, something to spice things
up even more the next time Victoria took a lover.

I had definitely not been thinking that I
would be remembered and that this is what I'd be remembered by.

"Look," I began putting my hands out and
taking a deep breath. "This is all just a big misunderstanding." I
finally found the courage to look her in the eye.

"Is it? Are you saying you haven't been here
before?"

The question was rhetorical. Or some kind of
test. She knew as well as I did that I had. "I have been here
before but..."

"And is this what you were looking at?" she
asked.

I took a breath, ready to make up some kind
of explanation but again, the look in her eyes told me that would
be a mistake. "Yes but..."

"David," she said, interrupting again. "It's
alright. Stop being embarrassed about this."

"I'm not embarrassed I'm just..." I trailed
off this time. What was I? I was embarrassed. That was a
fact and Victoria knew it. Why? Why did I care? It's not like I'd
bought the thing. Everyone could look, right? Didn't mean that you
instantly wanted a cage around your cock.

"Is this what you really want? Is this
what this is all about?"

"What?!?" I asked. "No! No! Victoria, I was
just in here looking and I saw this thing and it was fascinating
because I had no idea what it was and then this lady," I said,
jerking my thumb over my shoulder, "gave me the run down and then I
left!"

Victoria's eyes narrowed. The kind of
narrowing a mother's eyes make at a child she's not sure is telling
the truth. Only for a moment.

I've since come to realize that was the
moment that everything changed.

It was the moment Victoria took control.
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Victoria insisted on going to pick up the
kids herself that afternoon. She brought it up as I was driving
towards my parents house.

"Actually could you go home first? I wanted
to do some shopping...real shopping before I get the
children."

"Uh...okay. I mean, we can go together if you
want?" I offered.

"Oh, it's just girl stuff," she replied.
"You'll be bored."

I frowned. Victoria would often ask me to go
shopping with her. I would almost always refuse because I really
didn't enjoy shopping. Especially for girl stuff. Now the tables
had turned. Not only had I been the one to take her shopping that
morning, now here she was saying she didn't want to me to come with
her that afternoon. It felt strange.

"Are you sure? I don't mind. We only have a
few hours left before we get the kids. It'll be fun."

"No," she said, shaking her head. "I'll be
fine. I'll just get stressed out if you're there."

I shrugged, sighed and turned right to turn
around and drive back to our house. But an uneasy feeling settled
in the pit of my stomach. I had a feeling that this had something
to do with the store we'd just left.

Victoria's demeanour was different. I
couldn't put a finger on what was different about it but there was
something. When we got to the house she told me to leave the engine
running and that she'd be back with the kids in a few hours.

I got out of the car, watched her take the
driver's seat, then watched her as she backed out of the drive. I
walked into the house and even though it was barely noon, fixed
myself a drink.

Victoria came back a few hours later. The
kids exploded into the house unable to contain their excitement at
what had happened at Grandma and Grandpa's place. I tried my best
to listen but all I could focus on was Victoria.

As soon as she took her shoes off I watched
her walk towards the stairs. She was carrying a few different bags
from stores I recognized and a few that had no labels at all.

I paid attention to the kids stories for as
long as I could stand it, then told them that if they wanted, since
it was the weekend, they could have cartoons in the afternoon. They
whooped and bounded of to the living room while I took the stairs
two at a time upstairs and into our bedroom.

"Hey!" I said, bursting into the room
breathless.

Victoria turned from setting down a perfume
on top of the dresser, a curious smile on her face and in her
eyes.

"Hey!" she answered.

"Where'd you go?" Climbing the stairs I'd
rehearsed what I was going to say, trying to go for cool, calm and
collected. It came off like a feral, wide-eyed grunt.

"Oh, just a few places. You know. Girl
stuff." She smiled and started walking towards me.

I just couldn't take it any longer.
"Victoria," I said, stepping between her and the door, ready to put
my foot down. "I want to talk to you about what happened."

"What happened?" she asked. I couldn't even
tell whether she was faking it, playing me or what?!?

"What happened at the store. At Adult
Accessories."

"What happened?"

I was starting to get frustrated. Fun games
were all well and good but this was starting to get annoying, her
pretending like I didn't know what she was talking about. "I know
you know what I mean. I'm talking about that cage. The one we saw
at the store. Did you go back and buy it?"

She cracked a smile. "David...will you just
get a hold of yourself? Do you need to ruin all of the
surprises?"

Surprises?

What surprises?

"You did, didn't you?" I demanded.

She rolled her eyes and folded her arms
across her chest. "Fine. I did."

I couldn't really believe that was her
answer. I'd suspected it but I guess somewhere deep down I was
hoping...maybe not hoping just, not able to believe, that she
actually would have done that! "Why? Why did you do that?!?" I
snapped.

Her mouth opened in shock. "I...I thought it
would be fun. I thought...isn't that why you brought me there? To
buy something fun?"

Oh for fuck's sake.

"Yes. I mean, yes in that I thought something
fun for you. Something that maybe, if we, I don't know, if we tried
our little thing again you could have some lingerie or a toy or
something."

The smile crept back across her mouth. "Oh.
Well, this is a toy. Right?"

"Yes but..."

"But what?" she asked, suddenly serious
again. "Not the kind of toy you were thinking of, right? You were
thinking of, oh I don't know, something you could shove into my ass
maybe?"

Oh for fuck's sake. "Victoria, no..."

She nodded. "Yes, David. Yes. Come on, how
long have we known each other? You think I don't know that's what
you were thinking? Why do you think I didn't want to go in there,
huh? Did you maybe consider that I didn't really feel like talking
about what we could shove into my asshole the next time we had sex,
right after breakfast? Did you consider that?"

Shit. She had a point. I opened my mouth to
argue but there was no arguing. "Okay. Fair enough."

"Thank-you."

"I just thought that..."

She held a hand up to stop me. "Can we go
enjoy the rest of the day as a family? Can we talk about this
tonight?"

It wasn't really a question. This was going
to have to wait.

The rest of the day went by excruciatingly
slowly. I did my best to be in the moment, to be engaged and listen
to stories. I even made dinner (an overcooked pasta with an
under-seasoned sauce), in an effort to distract myself from
thinking about our conversation too much. Nothing helped.

Every time I managed to occupy my mind with
something other than the strange turn our little adventure had
taken, something would tip me back into the never ending loop of
what it all meant.

I'm being weak.

No I'm not.

I was the one who started this!

Not the damn cage! The cage was her idea!

What the fuck? Why's she so into the
cage?

Put your foot down. Put an end to all
this.

Or...what if you just let her take over a
little bit? Just to see what happens?

By the time we were ready for bed my nerves
were so damned frayed I don't think I could have ordered a
coffee.

Victoria emerged from our bathroom in skimpy
little negligee, setting one foot in front of the other as she
walked as if she were some kind of model strutting along a
runway.

My cock moved and I groaned inside.

She slipped into bed and I did my best to
move away so that I wouldn't be distracted by the heat of her body.
We needed to talk. I needed to have this talk.

"So?" she asked, smiling at me half her body
under the covers. Her cleavage was still in full view and even
without a bra her breasts were nicely pushed together.

My eyes did a little dance around her tits
then I looked up at her. "So listen. I just wanted to talk about
this whole thing. I wanted to make sure we were on the same
page."

Her shoulders slumped. "David, are you still
on about that? Come on. I put this thing on for you. I thought
you'd like it. Can you please just drop it? I'll go return the damn
thing tomorrow if it bothers you so much." She sounded terribly
irate.

I wanted to be strong in that moment. I
wanted to be the kind of guy that sits up and tells his wife the
way it's going to be.

We're going to talk about this and I'm
going to tell you how it is! I heard myself saying in my
mind.

"It's not that," is what came out. A quiet,
sad little trickle of words. Possibly the least assertive thing I
could have said.

"Then what is it? I just got into bed wearing
the skimpiest thing I own. The evening's ours. Aren't you
interested? In this?" She waved her hands in front of her
chest.

It was a confusing erection. Of course
I was interested. I always was. If we could just sort out the
thing...

David. Shut the fuck up. Make love to your
wife.

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm...I'm being
neurotic. It was just surprising and kind of embarrassing this
morning, that's all."

"Embarrassing? I told you you didn't have to
embarrassed."

"I know. I know you said that. I just want
you to know that I'm not...it's not like I'm super into that thing
or anything."

"Fine," she said plainly. "Like I said. I'll
return it tomorrow. Now are you ready for a nice evening? Or should
we go to sleep?"

I smiled.

Victoria smiled back.

I felt her hand crawling down my stomach.
Then her fingers wrapped around my cock.
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My greatest worry when I went into work on
Monday was that I was going to get fired. I could not think of
anything but what Victoria had said the night before.

Think about who you want to have me
next.

Everywhere I turned I was checking out guys
and wondering what it would look like seeing them make love to my
wife.

The office supply delivery guy. Zeke, I think
his name was. A tall, wiry black dude with round glasses and a ball
cap with the "Zippy O.S." logo on it.

James, my boss. He was a pretty athletic guy
and had quite a commanding but easy-going personality. What would
it be like watching him take Victoria?

Even the East Indian guy in the restaurant
down the street where we sometimes ate lunch.

Of course none of these were plausible
options. I wasn't about to follow through on any of this. I just
couldn't stop thinking about it.

When I got home that night I felt like I'd
been wrestling my hard-on down all day. I was exhausted. The house
smelled like pizza and when I walked into the kitchen, Victoria
handed me a beer.

"Did you have a good day?"

"Yeah," I managed, forcing a smile. I set my
laptop bag by the island in the kitchen and sat down in a
chair.

Victoria walked over behind me and put her
hands on my shoulders. A shiver ran through me as she started
kneading them. I felt the tension start to drain from my back. I
took a swig of beer.

"Feels like you needed this," she said,
moving her hands down to my upper arms.

Her fingers felt a little spindly, ticklish
almost. I relaxed into the sensation. I didn't want her to think I
wasn't grateful. "Yeah. You know how it is. Bullshit every way you
turn."

"Aw, I'm sorry. Well if you can manage to
stay up, I have a little surprise for you this evening."

My back stiffened again. A surprise? That was
unlike her. Very unlike her. "What is it?"

I felt a gentle slap on my shoulder. "Silly.
If I told you now it wouldn't be a surprise would it?"

I craned my neck and looked up at her. She
was smiling. "Okay. I'll wait."

"Good," she answered. Then, leaning forward,
she whispered into my ear, her breath hot on my cheek. "I think
you'll like it."

So instead of having a relaxing dinner, I
spent the time at the table stuck in my own head wondering what
Victoria could possibly have cooked up as my surprise.

That night, as I lay waiting under the
sheets, I watched her come out of the bathroom in her bathrobe. She
had one hand tucked inside it and was holding it closed with the
other one. I could tell she was naked beneath, at least she wasn't
wearing a shirt or a bra. She didn't take the bathrobe off when she
got to the bed. Instead she slipped under the covers and pulled
them up almost to her ears.

At least her manner made me relaxed. She was
wearing a playful smile, watching me like a cat eyeing its
prey.

"Hi there," she whispered.

I couldn't help but crack a smile. I liked
this Victoria. This playful, pseudo-secretive but ultimately happy
Victoria. Even if she didn't think so, I thought there was a
renewed spark to our marriage. There was something different about
our life now. "Hi there," I said, grabbing the covers and trying to
yank them down.

"Hey!" she yelped and spun around, wrapping
the covers around herself so they couldn't be budged.

"Okay. Am I supposed to guess what to do
here, or what?"

She muttered something but her mouth was too
deep under the covers for me to hear.

"Pardon?"

"I'm shy!" she said, her voice muffled by the
comforter.

Playfully shy.

I had to admit, I'd never seen her act like
this before. This wasn't even the old Victoria from before we had
kids. This was an entirely new Victoria. A Victoria I had yet to
get to know.

"Okay. So...you don't want me to pull back
the covers. Do you want to just lie there? Do you want to go to
sleep?"

She shook her head.

"Do you just want me to lie here then? Until
you're ready?"

A shrug.

I peered over and could tell she was still
smiling, at least with her eyes. I really didn't know what to do.
"What about my surprise?" I asked. It was the only thing I could
think to say.

"Okay," she said quietly after a while. "But
you have to promise not to laugh."

"What? Of course I promise not to laugh!"

Slowly she pulled the covers down. First
revealing the loose rings of her blonde hair, then the top of her
ear. Then the delicate white skin on her neck.

Of course as soon as she started to unravel
herself that way I started to get hard. There was something so much
more alluring about this Victoria. This Victoria I knew nothing
about. What was so exciting, so entrancing about discovering
someone for the first time?

She pulled the hand she'd been hiding inside
her bathrobe, out. I looked closer. Her fist was wrapped around
something. Something shiny with a little red on the end. To my
great relief, it wasn't the cage.

I hadn't really expected it to be. Not after
everything we'd talked about. Not after she'd told me she was going
to return it. Still, it was a relief seeing that it wasn't
that.

"Come on. I promise not to laugh. Show me
what you got? Is this from the store?"

She nodded and let me pry her fingers away
from the thing, one by one. As soon as I picked it up out of her
hand, she buried her head beneath the pillow.

It was...well, simply put, it was a butt
plug. It was small compared to some of the others I'd seen in the
store. It had a tapered body that widened to about an inch and then
narrowed into a thin tube. At the end there was a wide flange, to
prevent it from slipping completely in. The top of the flange was
decorated with a red heart.

I froze. This was my surprise? What
the fuck?!? She'd returned the cage only to get something she could
shove into my ass? A red rage began to boil inside me. "What the
fuck is this?" I asked through pursed lips.

Victoria tore her head out from under the
pillow. She was still smiling, oblivious to my anger.

"I mean what the...what's this...how's this
my surprise?"

She giggled. She swung her head towards the
night table, reached over and opened the drawer. She pulled out a
white tub, passed it from one hand to the other then shoved it at
me.

I looked down at it.

Silky Anus Lubricant I looked up at
her, ready to bark and throw the damn thing across the room. Was
this some sick joke? I wasn't into this kind of shit! Just as I was
about to let my top blow, Victoria moved.

She swept the covers back and yanked her robe
off in the same motion, exposing her naked body lying face down on
the bed.

I gasped as she reached around with her hands
and eased the cheeks of her ass apart. My cock lurched at
the sight of the dark skin surrounding her back hole. What was
she...

Get with it, fucktard. She's offering you
her ass. The plug is for her.

I almost gagged trying to swallow the guffaw
that rose up my throat. If I had laughed then, it would have been
all over. What an idiot I'd been! Of course the fucking thing was
for her. I even remembered her talking about something like this on
some drunken evening.

I balked at how close I'd come to fucking up.
"Fuck baby," I whispered, "that is really fucking hot. Are
you...are you sure?"

She gave me a quick nod, still not looking at
me. She pushed her hips up, showing a little more of her already
glistening pussy and pulling her ass even farther apart.

I pushed back the rest of the covers and
knelt beside her. I grabbed the bottle of lube, opened it and
squeezed a good dollop onto the tip of the plug. I watched it ooze
down the flared shape. When I looked over at Victoria her face was
still buried in the pillow but her hands were still stretching her
ass apart.

In all the time we'd been married, in all the
time we'd known each other, she'd never done anything like this.
Seeing her suddenly turn into a submissive was incredibly alluring.
The way she opened her ass and held it open, for me to press the
plug in. My cock throbbed as I brought the tip of the plug to her
hole.

As it touched I heard Victoria gasp. I saw
the tight ring of muscle tighten, then relax allowing me to begin
pushing the plug in.

I stared, wide-eyed at how it stretched her.
I revelled in how slick her cunt got the deeper the plug pushed
inside. The powerful lust her submission brought was almost too
overwhelming. Almost too much to resist. I wondered if this was the
extent of the surprise or if there would be more after I'd pushed
it all the way in.

Victoria gasped, then moaned as the thickest
part of the tapered plastic stretched her ass hole wider than it
had ever been stretched before. I considered asking her if she was
alright. But the feeling of having been put in charge of her body
was too intoxicating. Instead, I rested one hand on the small of
her back, to keep her from moving, and plunged the rest of the plug
into her ass.

She moaned again as the thickest part entered
her, then as the flange settled against her soft cheeks.

I couldn't stop staring at the cute, pink
heart that was now wedged in the cleft of her ass. It was so unlike
Victoria to do anything like this and that made it even more
erotic.

She turned her head. Just a little. Just
enough to glance at me out of the corner of her eye. "So? Aren't
you going to fuck me?" she whispered.
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I was behind her, dragging her hips up and
prying her pussy apart almost before the words were out of her
mouth. The thrill of being in control made my cock bounce. I felt
as if Victoria had given herself over to me, like a doll to be used
however I pleased.

She started lifting herself up onto all fours
but I pressed a hand against her back, forcing her down.

"Keep your face down," I growled, a little
shocked at how rough the words sounded.

Victoria gasped but she did what I said,
sinking back down and pushing the pillow out of the way. Her cheek
was smashed to the mattress so that I could still make out what her
face looked like.

Overwhelmed by the powerful lust her
submission brought, I looked down at her glistening pussy. The
feeling was so raw. A primal urge to fuck fell over me. Without
thinking I leaned forward and spat on her pussy. To show how
completely I owned her now.

Victoria emitted another gasp that melted
into a moan.

I spat again, this time into my palm like I'd
seen the porn stars do. I rubbed the head of my cock in it and
then, still holding her lips parted with one hand so I could see
her hole, stuck my cock against her sweaty puss.

"Oh God," she mewled her fingers clutching at
the bed.

With a grunt I shoved the head of my cock
past her soaked, velvety lips and then plunged the rest of my shaft
into her cunt. I yanked on her hips, tugging her backwards until
her ass came to rest on my lap. The sight of the little heart
staring back at me made me throb inside her tight, wet sleeve.

Already I could feel cum pulsing from my
balls. I didn't want this to be over so soon. I wanted to fuck her
long and hard, savouring in the erotic power her submission
brought. I shoved her forward, off of my cock and grabbed a pillow.
I pressed it under her and then made her lie on it so that only her
ass was sticking up into the air.

I pried apart her silky gash. The sight of
the glistening pink flesh made me throb. I eased myself over top of
her, pointed the head of my cock between her legs, just below the
plug and plunged inside her again.

"Oh!" she moaned as my cock sank into her
pussy. I felt her clench around me as I started to pump. I got up
on my knees, then put one foot up, too. Just like the porn stars
when they wanted to give the camera a good angle. All I wanted was
to be able to stare at my cock gliding in and out of her and above
it, the little, red plug.

"Oh David, I'm going to come. You're going to
make me come!"

You're going to make me come.

I don't know words that wield more power in
coaxing a man's sperm out. I tried to slow as I felt a gush of seed
fill my shaft.

"No, baby, no! Don't stop!"

I wanted to stretch the evening out. I wanted
to enjoy Victoria this way, the way she'd given herself to me, for
as long as I could. I also wanted her to have a good time. Maybe we
could do this again. Maybe it wouldn't be over if I came.

I told myself I would definitely make her do
this again and started thrusting into her harder.

"Oh fuck, baby, yes!" she squealed. Her nails
dug into the mattress, scrunching the sheets up as her pussy tugged
at my throbbing cock.

"Ohfuckimgonnacome!" I breathed as a climax
gripped me and the sweet, searing feeling of ejaculating into a
woman's flesh filled my entire being. I did my best to keep my
thrusts even through the orgasm. As I started coming down I felt
Victoria's hand pawing at my thigh.

"Please don't stop! Please don't stop! I'm
almost there!"

Even thought I felt myself flagging inside
her, I redoubled my efforts. I put my hands on the small of her
back and started pumping into her as fast as I could. I felt a
clench. Then another. Then the warm trickle of her juices ooze over
my shaft and down onto my nuts.

"Ugh," she moaned as her pussy pumped around
me.

I fucked her until I felt her body go limp. I
slowed, letting her come off her orgasm. After a few more strokes
into her hot pussy I was just too soft and my cock fell out. I
wasn't really sure what to do. This was new territory for us. I
wasn't sure how to change from sexy-David to post-sexy David.

Victoria took control. "Come here," she
whispered. I could see half her mouth smiling.

I sank down beside her but managed to catch a
glimpse of my white cum dribbling out of her pussy on the way down.
Once I was lying beside her, she looked into my eyes.

"Did you like that?" she asked.

"Loved it," I whispered, touching her cheek.
Now that it was over it felt like we were back in our old roles.
The power she'd given me had been erotic but it wasn't something I
wanted to have all the time. At the same time I wanted to have sex
again. Maybe not the same way but I didn't want the evening to be
over. "Want to do it again?"

Victoria smiled and pressed her hand up to
her cheek. "I have another surprise," she whispered.

I felt another rush of excitement. It
appeared that I'd turned my wife into quite the little slut! "Wow.
I'm a lucky man," I said, pushing myself up, ready to mount her
again.

"Wait. I want you to look in the night table
drawer."

I felt a smile curl across my lips as I
leaned down to kiss her cheek. I reached over her and pulled the
drawer open. The bottom fell out of my stomach.

There, lying on its side was the little
silver cage, the lock dangling from it. The same cage we'd seen in
the store. My smile faded. I looked at Victoria.

She was staring at me, her eyes searching my
face, reading my reaction.

"Uh...I thought...I thought you said you
were..."

"Taking it back?" she whispered. "I know."
The smile never left her lips. "I tried. I got to the store and had
it all ready to be returned but then the woman told me there are no
returns. Duh, right?"

Right. Still, why was this now the other part
of her surprise? "You don't...you don't actually want to..." My
mind was racing. It was obvious that she didactually want
to. Why else would she have made me open the drawer? I steadied my
nerves and quelled the anger that had begun bubbling inside me
again. "Vic, I don't know if I'm into this."

Without missing a beat she rolled over onto
her side. She grimaced, adjusting her hips most likely because of
the feeling of the plug still buried inside her ass. She didn't
pull up the covers over herself like she normally would, though.
She just lay there, her pretty breasts exposed, nipples still taut.
Taunting me with how delicious they looked.

"David?"

I looked up at her eyes. "What?"

"I know that you're not super into this.
Trust me I had to think long and hard before buying this
thing," she said, jerking her thumb over her shoulder. "You know
I'm not really into that either. Or at least I thought I wasn't.
Now that I tried it, though. I don't know...it's not so bad. It's
actually kind of fun. So I was thinking..."

I sank down onto the bed beside her again.
"What?"

"Well, I was thinking that maybe if you tried
it you'd think it was kind of fun too?"

I studied her eyes, her mouth, trying to read
where all of this was coming from. Trying to figure out why she was
so interested in this. In the end, it's always just best to ask.
"Why?"

She sighed. "I don't know. Why did you like
what we just did?"

I paused to think a moment. The realization
of what was happening, what she was doing, dawned on me and stoked
the embers of my anger. "Is that why you did this? So that you'd
have something over me? So that you could..."

"David stop." She was serious now, too.
"That's not what this is at all. I wanted to do something special
for you. I thought you might like having a little sex doll to play
with. And I thought that maybe you'd return the favor. If you're
not into it then fine. No hard feelings. I just thought I'd
try."

What caught me off guard was that the
Victoria I'd expected to come out, the one who got irritated and
called me out on my shit and rolled over and went to sleep because
she was angry. That wasn't the Victoria I was talking to. This
Victoria was calm and earnest. It really did sound like a simple
request. One that wouldn't upset her if it were denied.

That got me thinking. Thinking about all
she'd done. She'd changed so much in the last few weeks. She'd
changed back into the woman I remembered, then changed again into a
woman I'd never known. And I loved this new, exciting Victoria who
wanted to have sex all the time and brought home crazy
surprises.

I sighed. "Tell me why?" I asked in a
whisper.

"Why I want you to try it?"

"Uh-huh," I said, nodding.

She took a breath and her eyes moved back and
forth across the pillow and the sheets. "I guess...I guess I
thought it would be fun to have a little sex doll too. You know?"
And then she giggled, as if she were a little embarrassed at her
admission.

And that melted my heart. And it made sense.
And I wanted to give her the feeling she'd given me. I wanted to
share something like that with her.

"Oh for fuck's sake," I muttered.
"Alright."
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"I don't want you to do it if it's going to
make you cranky," she said, reaching out and touching my arm.

It took a moment to think of a good retort.
"It'll only make me cranky if you lock me up and throw away the
key."

Victoria burst into giggles again, covering
her mouth and rolling over onto her stomach so her breasts didn't
jiggle.

That convinced me. It convinced me that there
was nothing nefarious or malicious about what she wanted. She just
wanted to have some fun. The same way I did. If this is what she
thought might get her off then I was absolutely willing to try. I
reached over and picked up the heavy cage. I sat up and crossed my
legs on the bed, suddenly unashamed that I was completely naked. It
felt like we were entering another new space. A new level of
comfort.

As soon as I did that, Victoria sat up too.
She had a gleeful look in her eyes, a disbelief almost, at the fact
that I was going to try this. "Oh my gosh, I never thought
you were going to go for this!" she said, clapping her hands
together. It seemed she was really excited by the prospect.

"Okay, okay," I said, waving a hand to calm
her down. "But how does this work? What do we actually do with this
thing?"

"Okay so I talked to the lady at the store
about that!"

"You did?" I couldn't believe Victoria would
do something like that.

"Yeah! After she said I couldn't return the
thing we started talking and I started asking questions and she
told me all about what people do. So some people are really into
the whole female domination thing. Like they let their wives or
girlfriends or whatever, lock them up and then give them complete
control of the key."

"Really?" I asked, one eyebrow raised.

"David, I am totally not into that,"
she said, reassuring me with a hand on my arm. "I just thought it
would be kind of sexy if, you know, maybe you slept with it on or
something? I don't know why but the thought of that really turns me
on. I would keep the keys in the drawer and take it off in the
morning. You know how you're always horny in the morning? Don't you
think it's sexy if I'm totally in charge of when I let you
out?"

"I thought you said that..."

"No, I know! Of course you can reach over and
unlock it any time you want. I just thought it would be a fun
fantasy. Isn't it kinky? The thought that you're in a cage and I'm
the one that has the key?" The glint of mischief in her eye seemed
to shine even brighter as she said it.

And for the first time since I'd found out
about the whole cage thing, I did think that would be kind of sexy.
Imagine, giving someone that kind of control over you? In a way it
was the same kind of control she'd just given me and I wanted her
to feel the way I felt about it. I wanted to feel how she'd felt,
too.

"Okay so how does this thing work?" I asked,
turning the cage over in my hands.

Victoria clapped her hands together. She spun
around, pulled open the drawer and pulled out two tiny keys on a
little chain. She took the cage from me, unlocked the little lock
and took it apart. It came apart in two pieces, one was a thick
metal ring and the other was the cage itself.

"Come on. Stand up beside the bed," Victoria
said, pushing me back.

I did what she asked and stood up. The
problem was the cage was built for a flaccid cock, one that sort of
curved downward. After all this talk, I was almost completely hard
again.

Victoria looked at my cock, then up into my
eyes. "I guess we'll have to do something about that," she said
with a wry smile.

I didn't object.

She set the cage aside, turned over until she
was on her hands and knees and leaned forward. She leaned so close
that I could feel her breath on the head of my cock.

I throbbed at the sight of her in that
position. Down on her elbows with her ass up in the air I couldn't
have asked for a better view of her hourglass shape. The way her
hips flared out made me want to climb over her, onto the bed, mount
her and fuck her again. And to top it all off, I could just see the
tiniest bit of the heart on the plug, peeking out from the cleft of
her ass. My cock throbbed.

"You know, I did some research too?" she
asked, bringing my attention back down to her eyes. She spread her
fingers and let them glide so delicately along the side of my
shaft. My cock lurched again at her touch.

"You did?" I whispered. I was riveted,
staring into her eyes, wondering what she was going to do next.
Wondering what she was going to tell me about what she'd read.

"I did," she said, smiling and nodding, then
looking down at my cock. "There's some crazy stuff out there.
People do crazy things to get off."

"Really?"

"Really. You want me to tell you about some
of them?" She looked up again. She was stroking the side of my cock
now, just with her fingers, with her delicate touch.

It was an amazing yet agonizing feeling. It
made the ache that I felt extend deep up the root of my dick and
into my gut. All I wanted was for her to grab me and start pumping
me, or better yet, let me into her soft, wet mouth. I nodded.

Her smile widened. "So there's this thing
people do called orgasm denial."

Ummm...not what I was expecting but okay. I
tried to keep an open mind.

"Some of the guys are tied up but some just
kind of lie there. These guys are really into their women taking
control. So they just let her stroke them, it's usually stroking
but sometimes it's a blow job. So they just let her stroke them
right up until they're almost ready to orgasm."

"Yeah?" I whispered, fixated on the feeling
of her fingers tickling my shaft. It was crazy but it felt like I
was almost ready to come again. Just from the way she was
positioned on the bed, from the way she was touching me and...from
the sight of that tiny little cage laying next to her. The whole
thing was just very erotic.

"Yeah. And then? Right when they're ready to
blow," she said, lowering her voice to a whisper. "Right when
they're about to shoot their hot load all over their wife's face?
She lets go."

I sucked in a breath. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. And they still come, their cum still
comes out but they don't get any pleasure out of it. Can you
imagine?" Her eyes were boring into me now, wondering if I would
accept her challenge.

I was so worked up that she probably could
have gotten me to agree to anything at that point. "Is that what
you want? You can do it," I said, breathless.

Victoria giggled. "Maybe someday, if you want
to try it. But the problem is that sometimes, when you do that, the
man doesn't lose his erection. And I think the whole point of
this...exercise," she giggled at the word, "is to get you
soft."

"Okay," I replied, then swallowed loudly.

Then Victoria leaned just a little further
forward. Just enough to put her other hand between my legs and
under my balls. She wrapped the hand she'd been stroking me with
around my shaft, into a tight fist and at the same time I felt her
cup my nuts with her palm.

"Oh God..." I groaned as the ache moved
further up my spine.

"Mmm," Victoria purred. "That's it. We're
going to make you nice and soft for your cage. Okay?" She looked up
again with her deep, blue eyes.

The rush was so sudden it almost knocked me
off my feet. I watched as my engorged member began to swell even
more, turning a deeper shade of red. I felt the muscles of my shaft
spasm, pushing the cum out and then. Victoria's hand worked
deliberately as she stared into my eyes and then...

As I groaned through another climax I
expected to see the furious rush of white spunk come spraying from
my cock. Instead, only a trickle seeped out. What looked to be just
precum oozed out of the tiny hole and dripped down onto the floor.
As I shuddered through the orgasm I realized that I must have spent
everything I had into Victoria's pussy. It was a bit anti-climactic
but still felt good.

Almost instantly, my cock started to sag.

Victoria gave it a few more strokes then
dropped it and took her other hand out from under my legs. She
reached around herself and grimaced as she eased the plug out from
her ass.

I stood there, swaying and watching her pull
it out.

She set it down on the bed, swept her legs
around until she was sitting in front of me on the mattress. She
picked up the tiny cage and smiled. "Still want to do this?"

Did I? The orgasm I'd just had had made
everything shift. I felt my old, normal self again. The self that
didn't really want anything to do with having a cage around my
dick. But Victoria looked so excited and I reminded myself of how
lucky I'd been that evening and everything she'd done. "Yes," I
answered, hoping I wasn't going to regret what I'd said.

She shrugged her shoulders in excitement and
then picked up my now soft cock with her finger and thumb.

Even that was kind of erotic. Giving her
permission to touch my cock not in the context of foreplay or sex.
There was an intimacy to it I hadn't experienced before. From her
smile, I think she felt it too.

"Okay so tell me if I hurt you, okay?"
Victoria asked as she cupped my balls in her hand again.

I sucked in a breath at her touch. It felt
different than any time she'd touched me there before. Without the
heat of intercourse I felt like I needed to trust her a lot more.
And that felt special.

I winced as she put the hard metal against my
soft sack. I sucked in another breath, making her look up.

"I'm sorry, does that hurt?" she asked.

Well, half of me wanted to say yes. Half of
me wanted to tell her to stop and that it was too much. I'd never
felt so exposed and vulnerable before. But my other half was
desperate for her to keep going. Now I wanted to know what it would
feel like, being locked up in her cage, being under her command the
way she'd been under mine. "It's okay," whispered, my voice
sounding strained. "Just be gentle."

"I will," she whispered, looking into my
eyes. She turned her attention back to my groin. Moving the ring
around she slipped first one testicle, then the other, then she
gently bent my cock down and pushed it through, holding the weight
of the ring up with her hand. "Still good?"

I nodded. I was gazing down at the metal now,
fascinated by what she'd done and how it felt around the base of my
cock.

Still holding me, Victoria picked up the cage
and scooped my cock into it. The bolt slid into the tiny hole.
There was only one piece left. "Can you hold it?" she
whispered.

I did and she picked up the lock. She slipped
the open lock through a tiny metal hole in the bolt at the top of
the cage. With a twist and then a push on her fingers the lock
snapped shut.

"Okay," she said. "Do you want to try and let
it go?"

I have to admit I was a little scared. It
felt heavy already. I didn't want it to hurt if it pulled my balls
down to much. As slowly as I could I let go of the ring, then the
cage letting it sag between my legs. A soft groan escaped my
lips.

Victoria looked up with concern. "Are you
sure it's okay? It looks awfully heavy."

"It's a little heavy. But I think I'm
fine."

The corners of her mouth turned up in a
smile. She gazed at the flesh of my cock now trapped behind the
shiny bars. "Do you think you can sleep with it?"

I took a deep breath. "I can try."

Delight flickered in her eyes. She stood up.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned in close. She
pressed her lips to mine.

I opened my mouth and let her in. I felt her
tongue plunge into my mouth, not so much a kiss as an act of
domination. I was hers now, until she decided otherwise. Already I
felt blood rushing down to my cock. I felt it harden a little, my
flesh pressing against the bars of the cage. I had to pull away
from the kiss.

"Oh," she giggled. "Right." She looked down
between our bodies, then back up into my eyes. "David, thank-you.
This is...incredibly hot." She reached down and took my hand. She
pressed it between her soft thighs. Her pussy was gushing juice. "I
promise I will make this worth your while."

I had to take my hand back almost right away.
The feeling of her wet cunt leaking onto my hand was making me
throb again, an uncomfortable sensation considering my plight. "I
love you," I whispered.

She bit her lip. "I love you too. Try to get
some sleep." Then she winked at me, spun around and dove beneath
the covers.

I crawled into bed, careful not to knock the
thing around too much. I turned out the light and closed my
eyes.

Sleep would not come.
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I must have fallen asleep in the wee hours of
the morning because I remember waking up. I remember the intense
discomfort of my soft flesh trying to harden inside the metal cage.
I remember opening my eyes to see Victoria looking back at me. As
if she'd been waiting for me to wake up.

"How do you feel?" she asked, her voice
brimming with excitement.

"Uh...strained?" I managed to grunt.

She giggled, spun around and opened the bed
stand drawer. When she turned back around she was holding the tiny
golden key. She swept the covers off, exposing my cock, straining
against its cage. She picked up the lock between a finger and
thumb, inserted the key and gave it a twist. It popped open.
Holding the cage, she pulled the lock out. Careful not to pinch me,
she pulled the cage off. My cock bounced out and hardened almost
immediately.

"I promised you I'd make it worth your while,
right?" she asked.

I nodded, my heart already beating as if I'd
had my second coffee.

As soon as the cage was off, she bent down
over my middle, her breasts sagging beside me and wrapped her lips
around the head of my cock.

"Oh God!" I groaned as she started sucking
me, her tongue flitting around the head of my cock, occasionally
catching my glans. I swear I'd never become so hard so fast.

Then she took her finger and thumb, put them
on either side of my rigid shaft and started sweeping them up and
down. Every once in a while she'd lose her grip on me with her lips
and my cock would flop out with a noisy slurp. She'd quickly scoop
it back into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she started sucking
again.

Fresh cum flooded from my balls. The pressure
at the root of my cock felt like it might split the ring in two.
"Baby," I gasped, "I'm gonna come!" I expected her to pull off to
let me loose my load.

Instead she kept her mouth firmly on me. She
stopped bobbing, instead sucking me off, pulling the spunk out of
me and licking then underside of my glans with her tongue.

"Aargh!" I roared as the cum shot through my
shaft and released into her mouth.

"Mmmm," she purred again as I felt her
collect every drop of what I gave her and slurp it down. She kept
her tongue gliding along my head until I was completely spent. Then
she dove lower, taking more of my shaft into her mouth, cleaning
all the excess seed off of it so she could drink that down, too.
When she finally released me with her lips, I saw my cock sag to
one side.

Victoria sat up, smiling. "Worth it?" she
asked, her voice hopeful that it had been.

"Oh God yes," I panted.

She pulled her shoulders up to her ears in a
little victory shrug. "David," she began. "Do you want me to take
it off? Or do you want to try wearing it? Just the ring! They say
it helps in getting used to it."

I furrowed my brow. I hadn't expected this. I
guess I thought that once she'd had her fun and the night was over
we'd put the whole thing back into the drawer and tuck it away. I
wasn't sure how I felt about carrying the thing around all day. But
she looked so excited and it had been so hot, what she'd done. I
didn't think there'd be any harm in trying at least. After all if
it was just the ring I was wearing I could easily go to the
bathroom and take it off any time. "Okay," I answered. "But if it's
too much I'm going to take it off."

She seemed as delighted by my answer as she'd
been at me agreeing to put it on in the first place. "Of course!"
she said, leaning down to give me a kiss.

I caught a whiff of the fresh seed on her
breath.

"Oh yeah," she said with a sly smile. "You
kind of like that don't you?" Then she pressed her mouth to mine in
a deep kiss.

The taste of sperm overwhelmed my senses. A
faint acrid taste and flavour was like something sharp in my mouth.
I kissed her back and suddenly felt very turned on again by the
whole thing. As soon as she let go of me I wanted her back.

"Okay. I'm going to shower. I have to get
lunches started. See you downstairs?"

I nodded and watched her skip across the room
to the bathroom. I lay there until she was done and once she'd
dressed and crept out the door I got up and got into the shower
myself.

I stood soaking under hot jets of water,
staring at the ring around my cock. It felt heavy as it had the
night before but not so heavy that I couldn't get through the day
wearing it. Every time I thought of the excitement it had brought
her, how it had made her eyes light up I felt better and better
about my decision. It felt like we'd embarked on another new
adventure, Victoria and I.

As she kissed me goodbye at the door, handing
me my computer bag, a fresh energy seemed to be humming inside her.
It wasn't just a peck on the cheek. It was a kiss on the lips that
lingered and lingered and ended with a loving gaze. "Remember, you
can take it off any time," she whispered. "I won't be upset. I'm
just so...I don't know." She paused. "It feels like I'm falling in
love with you all over again."

And that's what it felt like to me, too. I
can't say it wasn't a struggle getting through the day. I could
barely concentrate on anything. The weight hanging from my root was
a constant reminder of Victoria. It felt like we had a new
connection, one that only the two of us shared. No one else knew
about this. It was just between us.

When I got home that night all I could think
of was crawling into bed later that evening. Of course that would
have to wait. Thankfully, Victoria seemed to share my
excitement.

She practically bounded up to greet me, her
eyes full of curiosity and wonder. "So? Did it work?"

I chuckled at her enthusiasm and nodded. "It
worked. It didn't fall off."

"You're still wearing it?"

"Yup."

"Oh David!" It was almost a groan of
pleasure. She couldn't be too effusive. The sounds of the TV
playing from the other room told me why. But her excitement seemed
to say that I was in for a good night.

I was glad I'd managed to keep the thing on.
It felt so good making her this happy!

As soon as the kitchen was cleaned and the
dishes put away at the end of the evening the two of us darted up
the stairs and closed the door.

"Can I see it?" she asked, already tugging at
my belt.

"Of course you can. I hope you're going to do
more than look, though."

She smiled a knowing smile at me then renewed
her focus on undoing my pants. I was already hard by the time she
got them off. In fact I'd been hard for the better part of the day,
worried that someone might see.

"So does this mean you like it?" she asked,
stroking the side of my shaft with her fingers.

"I...I guess you could say that." It felt a
little bit strange, admitting that. Of course I liked the attention
from her that it brought. I still wasn't sure whether I liked the
thing itself.

"What do you mean?" she asked, suddenly
concerned.

"No, no, I do like it. I like that you like
it. I just...you know, it still feels a little strange."

"You can take it off if you want. Really. No
hard feelings."

"I know. And believe me if you weren't saying
that I probably would. It's fine. If I need to take it off I will.
I'm glad you like it."

"Oh God I do," she whispered, staring at it
again and caressing my rod. "Should we get you ready for the cage
again? Do you want to wear it in bed?"

I had a feeling that she might ask this and
this time I was prepared. "Yes. If you want me to, I will."

She sank to her knees and took my stiff shaft
into her mouth. She put her hands on my thighs and braced herself
as her lips began to glide back and forth over my stiffness.

I groaned and put a hand on her cheek,
guiding her over me. After a few more times in and out of her mouth
she let me fall out.

"Wait. I want this to last a little while,"
she said with a smile and stood up. "Stay right there." She took a
few steps back. She crossed her arms and hooked her fingers under
her shirt and pulled it off, slowly revealing her trim tummy, then
the white lace bra that was holding her breasts. She pulled the
shirt over top her head and let it fall to the floor. Reaching back
she unclasped the bra.

My cock surged with need as I saw her
deliciously round breasts tumble out.

She saw the motion and smiled at the same
time wiggling out of her pants and underwear. As they fell to the
ground, revealing her full, naked form, I felt like my head was
starting to spin. She was so hot and something about our newly
discovered kink was making her hotter still.

She walked over to the bed and sat down on
the edge. Then she put her feet up on the edge, just the heels, her
toes dangling over the side. This had the effect of splitting the
thick folds of her hot pink pussy and opening her alluring
hole.

"Want to come in?" she asked with a smile.
She let her knees sway a little from side to side.

I immediately crossed the room and sank down
over top of her, ready to push her down onto the mattress and shove
myself inside her sex.

"Wait!"

Wait? I wasn't sure I could. "What?"

"Can you...you know, get me ready first?" she
whispered.

It was hot, hearing my wife ask me to go down
on her and I was happy to agree. I sank down onto my knees in front
of her, ogling her parted flesh. I looked up to see Victoria
staring at me with a deep fascination. I stuck out my tongue and
gave her left lip a long lick.

Her pussy was already quite wet. The taste of
her salty-sweet juice made my cock throb. I swept my tongue up the
other side of her pussy, then sucked in some of the soft fold,
caressing it inside my mouth.

"Ooo," Victoria cooed above me as she put a
hand at the back of my head. She started guiding me with it, moving
my mouth around her pussy to where she wanted me to lick and suck.
After a while of this she finally brought me to her clit and
pressed me against herself hard. "Suck me baby," she ordered. "
Make me come."

I suddenly became very aware of my position.
I was on my knees in front of my wife, a heavy ring around my cock
that would later hold a cage. She was sitting on the bed telling me
what she wanted done. It was such a submissive pose and not one I
would have been comfortable in had this all happened overnight. But
somehow all the events leading to this, the way it had unfolded so
organically, made it feel like a safe place. A good place for
us.

I felt a tremendous urge to submit even more.
How hot would it be if Victoria knew that she could really
take charge. How much trust would it take? It was a little scary
but it was something I needed to try. I pulled away from her pussy
and looked up into her blue eyes.

"What's wrong?" she whispered.

"I..." My heart was beating hard in my chest.
Even though we'd come this far, even though it felt like we were
closer than we'd ever been, it was still a risk, opening up the way
I wanted to. "I want you to tell me what to do."

She looked confused. Her hand was still on
the back of my head but her touch was more tender now, more gentle.
"I...I thought I was?"

I couldn't help a small laugh. "I know. I
want...I want you to know that you can really tell me what to do.
I'm here...I want to serve you."

Her perplexion only lasted another moment.
Her expression softened into what looked like understanding. Then
her mouth turned up in the slightest smile. "Oh," she whispered.
She studied my face for a few moments before going on. "Am I
reading this right?"

It seemed to me that she was. I needed to be
sure. "I just want you to know that...that you're in charge. I'm
yours."

She slipped her feet off the edge of the bed
and sat up a little straighter, causing her breasts to push farther
from her chest. She was eyeing me with what seemed a mix of
curiosity, lust and something else I couldn't quite put my finger
on. She leaned forward and reached out her hand. She ran her
fingers along my chin, sending a shiver down my spine. It was the
touch a master would give an obedient pet.

"Are you saying you'd like me to be a little
more firm?" she asked, her voice hushed.

My cock bounced at the word firm. I had no
idea where this fantasy had come from. It was a little dark for my
taste. I wasn't the kind of guy that was into any kind of heavy
kink. But the urge to submit to her, to let her take charge of our
relationship, our sex life, whatever else she wanted was
overpowering. I had to try it. I had to go down that rabbit hole to
see where it led. "Victoria, I'd like you to be in charge. Of
everything. Of me."

Her reaction made it seem like she hadn't
expected me to say something so directly. She even leaned back a
little, as if she were literally taken aback. That only lasted for
a few seconds. Then she was back. She straightened even more on the
bed, her head tilted back a little so that she was looking down at
me even more now. "Really?" she asked.

"Really."

She paused for a moment, as if weighing the
implications of what this meant. "Completely in charge?"

"Completely," I whispered.

She mulled it over some more. "And you'll do
anything I ask?"

This was it. This was the moment. Did I trust
her enough to do this? I felt like I did. No, I felt like I
had to. Now that we'd come this far this seemed like the
only next logical step.

For a few seconds I faltered. What if she put
me back in the cage? What if she made me wear it to work? What if
she wanted to have sex with another man again? Would I be able to
handle that? The possibilities were frightening. But not trying was
even more so. It felt cowardly. Like there would be a part of
myself I knew was there but hadn't bothered to explore. I looked
back at Victoria.

"Anything. I love you."

She smiled. It was the kindest, most loving
smile and it gave me a warm feeling in my chest kneeling there
before her. I couldn't wait to see what she would come up with.

She leaned back. She put one foot on my
lap.

My cock surged at her sudden touch.

"Rub it," she asked.
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I picked up her foot with my hands and
started massaging it. I'd always loved her feet. They weren't
dainty but they were well-proportioned and always well-manicured.
Her toes were nice round shapes with soft pads and they all wiggled
together when she moved them.

"You like that don't you David?" she
asked.

I looked up to see her staring at me staring
at her foot. I nodded.

"You know I always catch you looking at my
feet in the summer. When I'm wearing sandals."

I felt a blush of shyness heat my cheeks.

"You don't have to be shy." It was funny,
normally she would have said something like that with a laugh or a
giggle. Her tone now was serious, but loving. Where before she'd
been girlish, demure, now she seemed confident and proud. "I like
that you like them." She watched me touching her foot for a moment
longer. "Do you want to kiss it David?" She brought her leg up
slightly off my lap.

I already had quite a hard-on from her little
talk and from her letting me touch her feet. Also there was
something very erotic about her sudden openness about sex. I leaned
over as she brought the foot closer to my mouth.

The smell of it, a pungent sweet-stale smell
made my cock do a dance between my legs. As I put my lips to her
foot she wiggled her toes.

"Lick it, David," she whispered.

I looked up to see her staring down intently
at what I was doing. I did what she asked, pushing out my tongue
and swept up the soft skin towards her ankle.

"Now the other side," she ordered, her voice
still quiet.

I lifted her foot up so that I could see the
sole. The skin there was just a little tougher. And it smelled more
like feet but that only made me harder. I licked the underside of
her foot, savouring the salty taste of her sweat on my tongue.

"Good," she said, smiling and looking pleased
at how well I was taking my orders. "Now suck my toe. I want to
shove it into your mouth," she ordered.

It was incredibly hot, her suddenly taking
charge like that and bossing me around. I immediately opened my
mouth and let her push her toe in.

Her smile turned a little more wicked and I
could only assume it was because she was getting off on being this
bossy, too. "Suck," she said.

I started sucking her toe as she wiggled it
around in my mouth. The urge to reach down and touch myself was
very intense but I didn't dare do anything that she didn't tell me
to. Not because I was worried about the consequences but just
because it was such a turn on being such a sub.

"Wow, you really like this," she said,
glancing down at my bouncing cock. "Do you want to touch yourself,
David? Do you want to make yourself come all over my feet?"

With her toe in my mouth all I could do was
nod and say "Mmm-hmm."

"Do it. I want to see you jerk off." She
sounded just as excited as I felt.

I wrapped a fist around my cock and started
pumping myself. Victoria kept her toe in my mouth and I sucked on
it and swirled circles around it with my tongue. It was the
strangest thing we'd ever done sexually. Neither of us were really
that kinky and it had always taken many drinks to stray into
anything remotely off the beaten path in the bedroom.

That made what we were doing feel even more
liberating. Even more empowering. Like we were crossing another
threshold of intimacy.

I felt the cum start to move out of my nuts
and towards my cock with a tickle. I looked down my nose at
Victoria's well-shaped foot, pointed towards my mouth. The slight
bulge of her ankle that then widened into a well-muscled calf and
then a pleasant, plump thigh. And at the end of that thigh was her
pristine pink gash that I wanted to invade so desperately.

As if reading my mind her fingers drifted
down her body. She let them glide along her breast and down her
tummy. Then she let them fall between her legs. She touched her
pretty pussy and with her index and middle finger split herself
apart so I could look inside.

It might have been the first time I was able
to stare at her so directly for such a long time. I traced the
fleshy lines leading into her hot, soft tunnel and the sight pushed
me closer to the edge of a climax.

Suddenly the thought that Paul had been
inside her, that another man had pushed his fat cock into that
pussy invaded my mind and made me shudder and moan over her
toe.

"What was that?" she asked with a puzzled
smile. She pulled her foot away so I could answer.

I was no longer scared or embarrassed or shy.
This was all a little crazy but it was an adventure we were on
together and I knew she wouldn't laugh or misunderstand. "I was
thinking of you and Paul," I said.

She raised an eyebrow at my response but the
I watched as she found her clit with the tip of her finger and
started to rub herself. "Were you thinking of his cock pushing into
my pussy?" she asked.

Pleasure surged from my cock, down in between
my legs and up my spine. "Yes. I was thinking of how he fucked you.
How I watched his cock slide into you."

"Oh David," she moaned, spinning her fingers
a little faster. She dipped them into her snatch and when she
pulled them out they were covered in clear liquid and a little
white cream, too. "Do you want to see that again? Do you want to
see another man fuck me?" She was already a little breathless.

"Oh God yes," I said, groaning. I glanced
down. She'd put her foot up on my thigh and I stared at it as I
approached my orgasm. The sight ushered me even closer to one.

"I want that too," she whispered which made
me look back up at her. "I want to feel another man fuck me while
you watch. Move your hand."

I wasn't sure what she meant until she lifted
her other foot. Then I realized what she was going to do and as I
let go of my cock it stiffened and shook in anticipation of her
feet.

She wrapped her toes almost around my shaft.
She didn't press very hard but it didn't matter. I was so worked up
from all of this that it only took a few swipes. As I stared at the
toe I'd just been sucking on moving up and down my cock I couldn't
hold it any more.

A thick gush of cum erupted out of the head
of my cock, splashing over the back of her feet. I looked up to see
her still flicking herself in fast, tight circles. Her mouth was
open in a silent moan that meant she was approaching her own
orgasm. I looked back down as another rush of pleasure tore through
me. Her pretty feet were covered in seed and it was such a hot
sight it made the climax even more intense. I stifled a scream.

Then Victoria mewled and I looked up to see
her coming to, her pussy leaking juice as she stroked me to finish
with her feet.

We both took a minute to catch our breath
after that. She kept her feet on my cock with me still kneeling in
front of her. We both tried to adjust into our old selves but it
felt awkward. Victoria took the lead.

"I want you to clean them," she snapped.

I looked up because her voice sounded like
she was irritated or something but as soon as our eyes met I
realized she was still just playing the role. Even getting more
into it now. I looked down at the silky white mess I'd deposited
all over her feet. I felt my cock move at the sound of her command
despite my recent orgasm.

I picked up one of her lily white feet with
both hands and raised it to my mouth. The smell of my own spunk
singed up my nostrils. I stifled my own gag reflex, swallowing it
down and stuck out my tongue. I glanced up again. Victoria was
sitting straight-backed, peering down her nose at me. I felt like
her own personal little slave. And I fucking loved it.

Pressing my tongue to the filthy mess I
licked up her foot in a long, smooth motion. Then another. Then
another. As I did I collected all the sticky seed, swallowing it
down, trying to ignore the acrid taste. By the time I was finished
with one foot and lifting the other one, I could feel my cock
rising to life again.

It wasn't that eating my own cum was erotic
to me. It was the game we'd just begun. Victoria my stern master
and I her obedient slave. I'd never considered submissiveness, or
that I could be turned on by it. This was certainly proof that it
had lingered inside for a long time.

I took almost as much pleasure from doing
what Victoria had ordered me to do as I did staring at her watching
me do it. She looked so good as the approving wife. There was no
duty about this anymore. She was really enjoying herself, there
could be no question. That made me feel better than anything. That
Victoria was enjoying herself as much as I was was worth a lot.

When I finished with her feet she put them
down on the ground in front of me and leaned forward. She was
staring into my eyes when a smile sprouted across her lips. "That
was so hot," she whispered. "Are you still into this?"

I nodded. I was completely into this. I was
completely taken with this new game and most of all I was
completely taken with the fact that she was so into it too.

"Okay," she said, even more excitement
filling her eyes. "But if it gets too much you tell me, okay? Let's
just see where it goes but if it gets too much..."

"It's okay. I know," I said. I didn't want to
talk about all that. I didn't want the real world and real feelings
to invade this place we'd found. I wanted to keep going, to stay in
character. Of course I knew I could interrupt it if it got too
much.

"Okay," she said, eyeing me to make sure I
really did feel they way I'd said. "Then go get your cage. You're
going to wear it to bed again."

A shiver of pleasure shook through me at her
order. I stood up and walked around the bed to where she kept the
cage in her drawer. I pulled it open and there it was. I lifted it.
I liked the heaviness of it.

My cock had had waned down to flaccid again
and it was easy to slip the metal cage over it. I pushed the little
lock into the bolt. I looked up at Victoria who'd been watching
what I was doing.

"That's good," she said. "Now lock yourself
in."

I did. I pushed the little lock shut and
pulled out the key. I walked the key back to the drawer, holding my
cock because I wasn't quite used to the weight of it pulling down
around my balls. I replaced the key then turned to face Victoria,
waiting for what she would ask me to do next.

"You can lie down. And go to sleep. I'm done
for tonight," she said, a tiny flicker of a smile teasing the
corners of her mouth up at that last part. I could tell she loved
this. She loved her new role and she was having fun playing it.

I did what she told me. Tucking myself in
under the blankets I closed my eyes. Victoria went to the bathroom.
When she came back she turned out the light and not too much longer
after that we were both asleep.







Chapter 21






"I want you to wear it to work today."

I was standing in front of Victoria, naked
except for the cage. As soon as she'd woken up she'd woken me up
and started telling me what to do. She'd ordered me to go to the
bathroom, then to have a shower and then to come out and talk to
her before I got dressed. Now she was sitting on the edge of the
bed, still naked from the night before, and looking up and down
between my eyes and the cage.

"I..." I wasn't really sure what to say. I
wasn't used to the weight of it yet, the feeling of it. It kind of
pulled at my balls and walking with it felt awkward. As much fun as
I was having playing this game I didn't know whether I could get
through a whole day with the cage on.

She didn't say anything in the silence I left
hanging in the air. She waited for me, watching me, as if this were
some kind of test about how well our little game would work.

I knew it was and it wasn't, in a way. It was
probably just a way for Victoria to test the boundaries of her new
power. I'm sure she knew that it couldn't be easy walking around
with a chastity device but she probably wanted to see how far I
would take this. How far would I go to obey her?

"Alright," I said finally.

That made her smile. She put the key she'd
been holding back into the drawer. She didn't have to say it but I
felt that she did it very deliberately, as if she wanted to let me
now that if I needed it, it was there.

I knew and didn't really need the reassurance
but appreciated it anyways. I liked that she was playing it safe.
Taking things slow.

"I want you to go to get dressed now. Then
you're going to go downstairs and have breakfast. Toast with peanut
butter and jam. Then you can go to work. After work I want you to
come right home. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I replied, unable to take my eyes off
her breasts.

"Good. You can go now."

I did as I was told, walking gingerly to the
dresser trying to ignore the feeling of the cage between my legs. I
couldn't help but think what a long day it was going to be. Not
just because of the cage but the anticipation of waiting to find
out what was going to happen that evening, what Victoria would come
up with, was going to make work drag. I was sure of it.

She met me at the front door with my lunch
and a smile. We kissed but we shared a longer glance than normal.
We were both excited about our little secret. In a way it felt like
we were new lovers all over again, discovering each other for the
first time.

Victoria giggled and I laughed and then I
stepped out the door and started my day.

It turned out to be a much longer day than I
had expected. Not only did work seem to drag on but Victoria, in
her new role as naughty mistress, began sending a series of text
messages with pictures of herself. Each successive one was in a
more advanced stage of undress until she finally sent a full nude
of her reflection in the bathroom window.

I had to tuck my phone beneath my desk to
steal glances at them and it made it almost impossible to
concentrate on anything else. Not just that but with each new
picture my cock got harder until it was straining against the walls
of the cage.

The final picture was accompanied by a
message.

What should I do? Now that I'm all
undressed?

I typed a hurried reply.

What do you want to do?

Her answer came just a few moments later but
I stared at my phone as I waited for it.

I wouldn't mind a playmate.

She sent a winking face at the end.

I looked at my watch. It was almost
lunch but there was an important meeting happening that I had to be
at right after.

I'm sorry. I don't think I can make it home
and back in time.

I put my fingers on the keyboard to at least
look like I was doing something as I waited for her reply.

Oh I wasn't thinking you.

I actually gasped out loud when I read it. So
loud that Doris in the next cubicle over poked her head over the
wall.

"You okay David? That was a funny sound!"

"Yeah!" I said, shoving my phone underneath
the desk. "Fine. Just...hangnail. You know..."

She gave me a funny look but sat back
down.

I yanked my phone up and started typing
furiously.

Not today. I...just, not yet. I want to be
there.

I hit send and waited for the reply, my
throat tightening at what might come back, my stomach twisting into
knots.

Okay. Don't worry. Just a thought. I
understand you want to be there. How about tonight?

A quick pulse of relief was followed with a
more pleasant anxiety this time, at what she might have in mind for
the evening.

Okay. But who?

Don't worry. I'll figure it out.

Her response made me giddy. Not just because
I was excited to see what, or who, she would come up with for the
evening but also because she had understood about me not wanting to
go too fast. Maybe there would come a time when I would be ready to
do that, to have her take a lover while I was at work or out of the
house, but I wasn't ready for that yet. I wanted us to take these
first steps together.

I managed to get through the rest of my day,
meeting and all, and actually get a few things done. The
anticipation was killing me, though and I practically raced home at
five. I walked into a quiet house.

"Victoria? Boys?" I called out, putting my
computer bag down and stepping into the living room.

"Hey. She sent them to your folks."

Paul's recognizable deep voice startled me
and I jumped.

"Wow, sorry about that!" he said. He stood up
and set the glass he was holding down on the coffee table making
the ice cubes clink. He held out his hand.

I shook it but a shiver of fear ran through
me. How long had he been here? Was he getting ready to stay or
getting ready to leave? Had she...had Victoria gone ahead and done
it even when I'd told her that I wasn't...

"David!"

I turned towards the sound of her smiling
voice as she walked into the living room.

"Gave him a scare," Paul said laughing and
sitting back down. "Didn't you tell him I was coming over?"

"I thought I'd make it a surprise," Victoria
answered, looking into my eyes. She put her hands on my chest,
leaned forward and gave me a kiss. She looked very excited. "Paul
just got here a few minutes ago. I wasn't sure if he could come and
I didn't want you to be disappointed if he couldn't. That's why I
didn't let you know." She explained it as if she could tell that
I'd been doubting her. It was reassuring and made me feel kind of
silly at the same time. For doubting her.

She held my stare a little longer than usual
and after a moment I gathered what she wanted. It was an unspoken
question. Was this okay? Should she ask him to leave?

I gave her a nod. Now that I was home and
everything was clear I was starting to get excited again.

She smiled a little wider and leaned in to
kiss me again.

"So Victoria tells me that you guys have,
uh...stepped things up a notch?" Paul asked.

I turned to face him. Victoria stepped around
the coffee table and sat down on the couch right next to Paul. A
pang of jealous lust gripped me as I watched him put his arm around
her shoulder. They were both smiling at me and I could tell they
were both enjoying themselves.

"Uh, yeah. Yeah, we have," I replied.

"Show him honey."

Victoria's request took me completely by
surprise. Show him? Did she mean...

She just sat there staring at me and smiling.
Paul was smiling too, his hand running up and down her arm as they
both waited for how I would react.

I felt a bit embarrassed at first. It was one
thing to play that game when it was just the two of us. But this
was Paul. This was a friend of mine. I wasn't sure if I wanted to
let him in on it. Could I really play such a submissive role in
front of another guy?

Victoria's smile began to falter. I could see
in her eyes that she was starting to worry that she'd taken it too
far, that she'd made a misstep. The last thing I wanted was for her
to start feeling uncomfortable or that she'd done something wrong.
We were having such a good time and I didn't want that to end.
Besides, it was still hot that she was being so commanding. I
decided to just get used to it and do what she asked. Even in front
of Paul.

Her expression changed immediately as I
pulled my belt buckle loose. The smile that had been faltering was
back and bright and excited.

It gave me confidence, seeing that what I was
about to do was going to make her happy.

For his part, Paul just sat there with his
arm around Victoria. From the quick glance I stole of him, he
looked like he might be getting a little uncomfortable. I didn't
really care about that, though. This wasn't about him. This was
about Victoria and me and he could deal with whatever he needed to
on his own.

It was a strangely thrilling experience,
letting my pants drop to the floor and exposing my cock surrounded
by the cage.

The smile left Paul's face as he leaned in
for a closer look. "Shit, man," he whispered, "that is some serious
shit." He couldn't stop staring at it for a while. Victoria and I
gazed into each other's eyes as Paul continued examining the cage.
"You guys are into some serious shit, huh?" he finally asked,
looking towards Victoria.

She shrugged. She didn't even look back at
him. She kept staring at me. As if by doing so she was making it
clear who this was about. This wasn't about Paul. He was just our
prop. When she did turn towards him it was with something of a
bored look. An almost derisive one, as if talking to him was a
chore. "Well? Are you going to get this done?"

Paul grinned and started unbuttoning his
shirt. "Lady likes to get down to business. I like that."

I glanced at him and immediately felt a bit
turned off. He had a cheesy, almost shit-eating grin now. Like the
whole thing were some sort of practical joke and he was the star. I
looked back at Victoria who seemed similarly annoyed. I wondered if
maybe next time we shouldn't find someone other than Paul to do
this with...

"Wait." The sound of Victoria's voice tore me
from my thoughts. "I want him to undress me."

Paul, having stripped naked, had started
trying to pull Victoria's top off. He mumbled something at what
she'd said, but he backed off, then stood up and took a few steps
back, cock in hand.

I realized right away what she wanted. She
wanted us to have our moment together before Paul took her. When
she produced the key, I realized she meant to free me from the cage
as well. I stepped around the coffee table and sank down on my
knees in front of her. I was still wearing my jacket but I was
naked from the waist down.

Victoria stared into my eyes, then leaned in
and kissed me on the lips. A long, lingering kiss. "I love you. You
know that, right?" It was the first time in a long time I'd heard
her say those words with such affection.

"I love you too. Are you sure you want to do
this?" I asked. Sure it would suck to Paul to have to wrap the
party early but I didn't care. I didn't want Victoria going through
with it just because she thought I wanted her to. I wanted to make
sure she really wanted it too.

"If you do?" she asked.

"I do. I want...I want what you want,
remember?"

She nodded and smiled, as if remembering our
new roles. "Take my clothes off for him. Then," she leaned in to
whisper right next to my ear, "then I want you lick my pussy. I
want you to make me ready. Okay?"

I looked into her deep blue eyes and nodded
right before I pulled her shirt over her head. Her bra-less breasts
bounced out and I caught myself staring at them.

Victoria stood up in front of me and I undid
the clasp of her skirt and pulled it down to the floor along with
her underwear. Now she was completely exposed, completely naked in
front of me. I could already smell the heady scent of her arousal.
I couldn't wait to taste it, too.

"Take the rest of your clothes off," Victoria
said, looking down at me past her generous breasts.

I scrambled to do what she asked and soon
found myself kneeling naked in front of her, ready to obey her next
command.

She didn't say anything. She stepped up on
the couch with one foot, opening her pussy so I could begin my
work.

I reached up and put a hand on either thigh,
then pressed my face between her legs and pushed my tongue out.

Victoria drew in a sharp breath at the
feeling of my first touch. My tongue flicked up and down, tasting
the wetness on her pussy lips that was spilling from inside. I
pried her thighs apart so I could get in a little deeper.

She let out a satisfied moan as my tongue
pressed harder against her soft gash. She let me lick her for a
while like this.

Every once in a while I would gaze up and
into her eyes, to revel in the slightly pained shape her face had
taken from my licking. I was hoping she would give me the chance to
make her orgasm but it never came. After a few minutes she pushed
me back. I began to stand when I felt her hand on my shoulder.

"Sit on the couch. I want you close for
this."

Thrilled at her idea I scrambled up onto the
couch and pressed myself into a corner. In my peripheral vision I
could see Paul, his hard cock in hand, stroking himself in the
corner of the room, watching us. I tried to just ignore that he was
even there. Somehow this was much less fun with him than it had
been the first time. The real excitement came when Victoria knelt
down on the couch in front of me, her face right next to mine.

"I want him to take me like this," she
whispered.

A joy and a jealousy coursed through me. She
would be right there, right in front of me as Paul sank his cock
into her pussy. Not only would I be able to see every minute detail
of her reaction to him, I would be able to kiss her, to be with her
too while he did that. It was a bittersweet feeling. I liked the
idea because I loved Victoria but what if I saw something from that
close that I didn't like? Nevertheless, I steeled myself and
decided that I would deal with what happened as it came.

Victoria didn't even have to say anything to
Paul. After she kissed me again she just reached around and pulled
herself open with one hand, inviting him inside.

I saw Paul step towards her, then mount the
couch behind her but I did my best to ignore him. I gazed into
Victoria's eyes, the sweet taste of her lips lingering on my
tongue.

I knew the exact moment that the head of
Paul's cock pressed against the soft folds of her pussy. At that
moment I felt the uncomfortable pressure in between my legs. I
looked down to see that I was still caged.

"Wait!" Victoria said a moment later. She
leaned forward and I saw Paul back away. She reached over to the
coffee table where I hadn't even noticed the tiny key. With loving
hands she reached down and undid the tiny lock, then slid out the
bolt that held the cage in place.

My cock sprang out. It was already half-stiff
from everything that had happened. Victoria wrapped her fingers
tenderly around my shaft. She glanced back, letting Paul know he
could continue. Again I saw the moment that he put his hard cock
against her soft folds. Victoria's hand tightened around me and she
stroked me up and down my length. Then she gasped and her eyes
opened wide.

Our eyes locked and I watched with terrified
arousal at what shape Victoria's face took as another man pressed
into her cunt. He didn't pile in all at once. Her eyebrows arched
each time he drove himself in a little deeper to the sticky, wet
sounds coming from her hole. She mewled a little each time he
pulled out, then gasped when he pushed himself back inside. When he
had finally fit all of himself in, she leaned forward, pressed her
lips to mine and thrust her tongue into my mouth.

She was stroking me harder now, each pulse of
her hand shooting pleasure up my spine.

I closed my eyes and tried to think of
baseball. It was incredibly arousing what was happening but I
wanted this to last as long as she did. She started rocking against
me as Paul started thrusting into her in a steady rhythm. When she
pulled away from our kiss we locked eyes again.

Out of the corner of my eye I could see Paul
staring down at himself. I wished I could see it, too, but this
position was worth the sacrifice. Every few thrusts Victoria would
lean close again and kiss me. As things got on she started to moan
a little and squeeze my cock tighter. I could tell she was getting
ready to come.

"I don't want you to come. Not yet." She said
it looking straight at me. Then, just in case, she let go of my
cock, holding herself up with both hands on the couch. Paul was
really powering into her now and the sticky, wet noises were
getting louder. Her big breasts were slapping against each other
under her chest. She reached down, picked up my hand and pulled it
against her tit.

I grabbed her and kneaded the fleshy mound,
my hand swaying back and forth in time with Paul's thrusts.

Victoria groaned, then closed her eyes. When
she opened them, she grabbed my other hand and laced her fingers in
between mine. "Oh fuck, David," she whispered. "He's going to make
me come."

I just sat there staring at her, wide-eyed,
almost unable to believe this was actually happening.

She winced, then her mouth opened but no moan
came out. I saw her legs start to shake a little, as if the tremors
of her orgasm were beginning there. Behind her, Paul was grunting,
still staring at himself piling into her soft puss.

"Oh fuck," she whispered. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck.
Oh fuck." Each "oh fuck" came with a tightening of her grip on my
hand, letting me know she was very close. Then, as her back arched
and her head tilted back, her hand squeezed mine with a strength
I'd never felt. "I'm coming!" she shouted as her whole body started
to shake.

My cock bounced and flexed between my legs at
the sight of my wife coming from another man's cock. I glanced
behind her. Paul's face looked red and strained and I could only
imagine what it felt like to have Victoria's pussy clamping down
around his cock.

"Ugh!" Paul's guttural grunt came as a
shock.

My eyes popped open as the realization of
what was happening dawned on me. When I looked back at Victoria she
was still in the throes of ecstasy but she seemed to have noticed
my surprise.

"Oh God!" she shouted, "Pump that cum into
me!" She reached around, her hand clawing to grab Paul's ass and
drive his cock even deeper inside.

Paul obliged. Victoria's face pressed against
mine as he plowed into her. I imagined what his cock looked like,
flexing and spewing inside her wet cunt, spraying seed all over her
walls. God how I wanted to touch myself but I didn't. I kept
holding Victoria's hand and staring at her expression as the two of
them finished their fuck.

As pleasure ebbed, Paul gradually slowed his
thrusts and then finally stopped. The two of them stood above me
panting for a while and then I heard his cock slip out of her.

"Oh shit, Paul! Not on the couch!" Victoria
had suddenly become very annoyed. She reached a hand beneath
herself, cupping it to keep any of the cum he'd pumped into her
from spilling out. I couldn't see if any had but I knew she'd be
pissed if any of it got on the couch. I started to reach for my
shirt so she could wipe herself clean.

"Baby?" she whispered. She was staring at me,
her eyes roaming between my face and my eyes.

In an instant I knew what she was asking. It
was a little terrifying. Once again it was one thing to do what she
wanted me to do when we were alone in private. Quite another thing
with Paul there. But I could see by the way she was looking at me
that she wanted it to happen. She wanted me to put my face between
her legs and clean her out the same way I'd prepared her for him. I
lay back and slipped under her on the couch.

"What the fuck?" I heard Paul whisper as
Victoria climbed over me putting her pussy right above my face. I
didn't care. I stared up into her eyes and she looked down into
mine as her thighs settled on my cheeks. I had no idea why she was
suddenly doing this or why she thought it would be alright. It was
certainly a test of our new arrangement but it was a test we both
passed.

As she pulled her hand away I smelled the
tangy musk of her used pussy. She pressed her soft and filthy lips
against my mouth. I stuck out my tongue and a moment later the mess
that Paul had left inside her came oozing out, burning down into
the back of my throat until I gagged, forced myself to swallow and
felt it slide into my stomach.

Victoria stared at me so intently as she
watched me do it.

"Dude, that's fucking..."

"Shut up Paul. Get out. We're done with you,"
Victoria said without taking her eyes off of mine.

"What?" Paul said, sounding very baffled.

"I said get out."

An elation filled me at what she'd said. She
was still looking at me. Every once in a while she would move her
hips, sliding her slit across my face as if she were marking me as
hers. I heard Paul leave. Still she didn't get up. I flicked my
tongue out and along the length of her pussy.

She smiled. "We should take care of you
first," she said. Then she slid down my body until her sweaty cunt
was pressing my cock against my stomach.
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Victoria didn't say anything. She just kept
looking at me, her stare boring through my eyes as if she were
trying to read my very soul. It was mesmerizing and frightening and
wonderful and I couldn't look away. I could feel that another bond
had been forged between us by this experience. Though I was
extremely aroused, I knew that what had just happened was far more
important than getting off.

Victoria seemed to think that getting off was
important, too. She slid a hand between us until she found my cock.
Lifting herself up she lined up the head of my cock with the
entrance to her sweet pussy. Right away she sank down, bathing my
rigid shaft in her wet, messy heat.

"Oh fuck," I gasped as she slid all the way
down and settled on the ring at the base of my cock.

Still, she kept staring, wordless and
unrelenting. Then she started to ride. Slowly at first, I heard the
same wet sounds emanating from her sloppy pussy that had come from
Paul fucking her. Each time she rose off me the cold air of the
room would make me need the inside of her even more desperately.
And each time she sank back down, enveloping me in her tight flesh
I felt as if I was coming home to something. It felt like she was
welcoming me inside in a way she never had before.

"That was so hot," she whispered, finally, as
she rode me in a slow and easy rhythm making me flex inside
her.

"It was amazing," I replied, gazing back into
her blue eyes.

"We're going to do it again," she said,
biting her lower lip and lifting her ass.

My cock fell out as she rose too high. It
flopped and spasmed above my stomach until she reached back under
herself and tucked it back into her sloppy cunt.

"We are?" I asked.

She nodded.

"Not with Paul."

She shook her head this time. "Forget Paul.
Actually, he may not want to ever be friends again after what I
just told him." She giggled and covered her hand with her mouth.
She was still riding me.

"I don't care," I groaned, feeling the first
tickle of an orgasm at the base of my cock.

"I want to tell you something," she
whispered. She was still smiling but now her gaze seemed even more
intense.

"Anything," I said trying to control my hips
beneath her. It took a lot not to start thrusting. This was so
nice, though. Having her take control and make me come like this. I
didn't want to ruin it by starting to rut.

"I lied to you once."

Suddenly a cold fear gripped me. I had no
idea what she was about to say but the possibilities began to
unravel in my mind. Oh God, had she been unfaithful? Had she
cheated on me? If she had why was she bringing it up now? It was
the only thing I could think of that she would be so serious
about.

"David, are you alright?"

We had both felt my cock soften inside her.
"I...just tell me what you were going to say."

"Oh God, I didn't mean to scare you! It's not
anything bad!" she explained. "I thought it would be hot."

"What is it? Just tell me. What was the
lie?!?"

"I fucked a black guy once!" she almost
yelled.

For a moment I had no idea how to react. Then
I started laughing. That didn't help my erection but I was just so
overjoyed that that was the big lie she'd told me I didn't
know what else to do.

Thankfully, Victoria started laughing too. A
few moments later the two of us were squealing in peals of
laughter. It took a good two minutes to calm down but it was a
great release to the tension that had built up. Victoria leaned
back and reached a hand around between my legs until I felt her
soft palm settle on my balls. She started to rub.

"David I'm so sorry. That was such a cock
up!"

"It's okay," I said, a smile still lingering
on my lips from the whole thing. "Why did you say it was a
lie?"

"Don't you remember?" she asked.

The pleasant sensation of her palm caressing
my sack was making it hard to concentrate on anything but that.
"Remember what?" I asked as I felt my cock coming back to life
inside of her.

"Don't you remember you asked me one time,
whether I'd ever done that? Whether I'd ever been with a black guy
and I said no?"

"I...maybe I do." I had stiffened completely
inside her now and I was of the opinion that maybe this
conversation could wait for another time. My balls felt
achingly full.

She leaned forward, her heavy breasts
pressing against my chest. "The reason I'm saying it is because I
wanted to tell you something about that. About the time I fucked a
black guy."

That piqued my interest. Instantly the image
of a thick, black cock sinking into Victoria's sweet, pink pussy
filled my mind. My cock lurched inside her again.

That made her smile. "See? I thought you'd
like this story."

"Who was he?" I said, my voice hushed.

"Oh, just a one night stand. I was kind of
drunk. We went to a football game in college and then all went out
afterwards. He got lucky."

I shook my head as the possibilities of how
that night had unfolded presented themselves. College Victoria
drunk. Some lucky black dude sitting down next to her at the bar.
Them stumbling home. Had she sucked his cock? How had they done it?
Missionary? Did she ride him the way she was riding me now? It all
made me harden even more inside of her. "Why are you telling me
this?"

She smiled. "Well, partially because of how
hard it makes your cock. That feels good," she purred. "But
also because I want to do it again. I've thought about that night
every now and again since it happened. He had such a thick cock,
David. I want to feel a cock like that inside of me again."

My mouth popped open. I couldn't believe how
lewd and nasty my pretty little blonde wife was being. Again my
cock hardened inside her as I felt the cum start to pool at its
base.

"You'd like that too, wouldn't you David?
Wouldn't you like to see me on my back with my legs spread? A big,
veiny black snake sliding into my pretty little cunt?"

"Oh God!" I cried as the vivid image formed
in my mind. My wife. My Victoria. Legs splayed and moaning as some
black stud plowed into her soaked pussy. It was too much. I felt
the flood of my cum as it pulsed through my cock, then spewed out
of its head and up into Victoria's insides.

As she felt me start to come, she sat up and
grabbed her breasts, pressing them together for me to gaze at. Her
warm pussy kept sliding up and down, milking the cum out of me
until I was spent and flagging again. Then she bent over me again
and kissed my cheek. "I guess that's a yes."
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We picked up the boys the next day. They were
happy to see us and we promised them ice cream. But before we left
my parent's place my dad pulled me aside.

"David, I know it's none of my business but
you're mother's worrying about it and I just wanted to reassure
her."

"What's up dad?"

"Are things...is everything alright? At home?
With you and Victoria?"

"Uh...yeah. Sure. Why?"

"Oh it's nothing! It's...your mother just
noticed that you were sending the boys over a lot. She thought that
maybe you two were having...troubles. You know how she is about
these things."

Shit. I hadn't thought of that. "Dad, I'm
sorry. I thought you guys liked it when the boys stayed over. I
hope we haven't been sending them over too much!"

"No, no! It's not that! It's not that at all!
We love seeing them, you know we do. It's also just that they've
been mentioning they miss you. Between school and coming over here
they don't get much of a chance to spend time with the two of
you."

I felt my brow furrow. I watched Victoria
follow the boys out the door after saying goodbye to my mom. I
guess dad was right. I hadn't thought about it because I'd been too
involved in...our thing. "Hey. Thanks, dad. Thanks for being
honest."

"I hope I wasn't out of line. It's your
family. It's your business, I know that."

"No, you're right. We have been a little
caught up in ourselves. It was just so nice having the time."

"Oh believe me, I know how it is," my dad
replied. "I felt the same way when you and your brother left to go
to school! Finally some time that you were taken care of we didn't
have to pay for! Anyways, we're happy to take them any time but
they might need to see a little more of their mum and dad.
Especially their dad. They're getting to that age, you know?"

"Yeah. You're right," I replied. "Take care
dad. I'll call soon." I gave him a hug and stepped outside.

We did go for ice cream. Then I took them to
a toy store downtown and they picked out some lego's.

Victoria gave me a funny look but I told her
I'd explain later. After that we took them out to dinner at
Cheeso's where they both had spaghetti with three kinds of cheese
on it. By the time we got home they were pooped. We put them to bed
without a bath, just brushing their teeth and no bedtime story
either.

When we got downstairs Victoria headed to the
wine cabinet to pick out a bottle and I settled down onto the
couch.

"What was that?" she asked coming back with
an opened bottle and two glasses.

I let her pour one and hand it to me before
replying. "Dad took me aside today. Said the boys were telling them
they missed us. Said they didn't get to see us very much."

Victoria's mouth opened in a shocked sadness
and she sank down onto the couch. She set the wine bottle and her
own unfilled glass, down, then looked at me again. "They said it?
Really?"

"That's what dad said." I waited for a moment
so she could process what she was feeling. "Hey," I said, leaning
towards her and putting a hand on hers, "maybe we should put this
thing we've got going on hold for a while? You know, reset? It's
been...amazing."

For the tiniest moment I could have sworn I
saw irritation flicker across her brow. If that's what it had been,
she hid it well. Or maybe I'd misread. "What do you mean?"

"I just mean...don't get me wrong, I'm loving
this. Our sex is great and this is fun but maybe we should reset?
What do you say?"

She thought about it for a moment. "What
about last night? What about what I told you last night?" she
asked.

"What about it?"

"Don't you want to see it?"

I couldn't resist a sigh. I could see it made
her tense up. Victoria hated those kinds of sighs. "Don't I want to
see what?" I ventured, knowing full well what she was talking
about.

"David." Now her irritation was obvious, it
streaked across her face in angry lines, making her brow lower and
her jaw jut out.

"Okay, okay. Sorry. Of course I want to see
it. Of course it would be hot. I just think..."

She seized the opportunity of me pausing to
squeeze back into the conversation. Her glower eased into a lusty
smile. "Because I think it would be hot."

"I think so too..."

"Besides I already got in touch with
Blake."

I felt something harden inside me. "Blake?
Who's Blake?" I had a good suspicion of who he was.

"He's the guy. The guy I was telling you
about. From college? The football player?"

I knew this wasn't Victoria testing me. It
was both of us that were being tested here. I knew I had to tread
carefully. She'd contacted a man from her past. That in itself
didn't cross any boundary nor was it a betrayal. But there was
something about the urgency she'd done it with that left me with an
unpleasant feeling.

"When did you even have time to do that?" I
asked.

"I looked him up on the Facebook this
morning. Before we went to get the kids."

"Just like that?"

"Just like that." She said it with a
certainty that was meant to challenge.

"Okay." I digested the scenario for the
moment trying to plan my next move. Victoria was suddenly in a
touchy place for some reason. I wasn't sure why and I knew that now
was not the time to find out. That would just end in a fight. "Did
you ask him to meet us?"

"Yes," she replied, her voice terse. "That's
what we talked about."

"Okay," I said, trying not to sound too
condescending or soothing. She hated that. Suddenly the game seemed
flipped on its head. I could tell that Victoria felt out of control
and that she didn't like that. She'd played the role of being the
boss well but this was the first time a risk she'd taken hadn't
paid off exactly the way she'd planned. This was the first time
something had gotten in the way of what she wanted. I was
pretty sure there would be no nooky tonight. "Did you make plans
with him?" I asked, risking one last probe.

"Tuesday," she snapped.

Tuesday?!? Fucking Tuesday?!? It took a lot
of will power not to blurt that out. I did my best to keep my face
as calm and expressionless as possible. This wasn't the game
anymore. This was real life. For some reason Victoria was becoming
defensive about all this. "Are you sure Tuesday's the best
time?"

"Why wouldn't it be?" She reached out to pick
up the bottle of wine and knocked the glass with the back of her
hand.

I jumped up off the couch, my hand stretching
out. I cupped my palm and swept it under the falling glass right
before it sailed off the coffee table. When I turned to Victoria,
she was rolling her eyes.

"That was a little over-dramatic, don't you
think?" she asked with a snide smile.

"Just...didn't feel like cleaning up broken
glass." I resisted the urge to shake my head at the sudden change
in her mood. Victoria wasn't usually this volatile.

"You know what? I don't even feel like wine.
I think I'm just going to go to bed." She got up off the couch and
started walking towards the stairs.

For a moment I thought about calling her
back. The things was I had known Victoria for long enough that I
knew confrontation right now wasn't the way with her. Besides, I
was kind of looking forward to the time alone. To think all this
through and figure out where exactly I stood.

But first there was something I needed to
do.

Victoria was in the bathroom when I came up.
I walked into the bedroom and over to the nightstand. She'd
replaced the cage on my cock the previous night. I'd let her
because the game had still been on and we were still happy then.
Now that things had seemingly soured, I didn't want all of this
getting mixed up. I wanted to take the thing off for a while.
Completely off. I felt little jolt of adrenaline as I opened the
drawer. The key was gone.

The sound of Victoria's footsteps behind me
made me turn around.

"What are you doing?" she asked, her voice
tightening in another challenge.

"I want the key," I replied. This time I
didn't work too hard to soften my voice. I didn't really care if
she got mad, except that if she started yelling she might wake the
boys.

"Why?" The question was innocent enough. The
way she asked it wasn't.

"I just want to take it off."

She folded her arms across her chest. "What?
Why now? I thought we were having fun?"

I sighed. I really didn't want this. I didn't
want to have an argument. I didn't want to go to bed mad. But more
than that I was not in the mood for her little games at a time like
this. Why had this soured so fast? "Victoria give me the key.
You're upset. I'm not sure why. I need to think. Let's put the game
on pause."

She huffed and looked to one side. When she
looked back the lines of upset and anger had faded from her face
but I could still see them in her eyes. She'd managed to put on a
passable smile but there was no hiding the intent in her eyes.

I knew her gambit from the moment she started
swaying towards me across the room.

"I'll tell you what," she said as she came up
to me. Her voice was suddenly almost sickly sweet. "I'll take off
the cage and give you a little good night surprise if you let me
put it back on again. I'm sorry about our fight downstairs. I was
being kind of a bitch, wasn't I? I'll make it up to you. I
promise." She whispered the last two words so close to my ear, her
tongue almost went inside.

It sent a shiver down my spine and for a
second I felt my resolve soften. Maybe she was telling the truth?
Maybe something had rubbed her the wrong way and now she'd come to
her senses? It would be a hell of a lot easier to just let things
slide. I could get my little "surprise" and still go down and think
things through. The only difference would be that I would be
wearing the cage around my cock and Victoria would still have the
key.

"Vic, I love you. I want you to give me that
key. I need to take this thing off." In the moments before I'd said
it, I thought of sugar-coating it. I thought of softening it and
trying to twist it into something it wasn't. It was what it was.
Sometimes a guy needs to be himself for a while.

The muscles in her jaw hardened. A tiny snarl
curled one side of her upper lip. She stormed off towards the
dresser and yanked her drawer open. After some rummaging, she
pulled the key out and launched it at me across the room.

It flew past my head as I dodged to one side.
It smacked against the wall and slid down onto the soft carpet
beneath.

I didn't glare at her or acknowledge what
she'd done. There would be time for that later. I just turned
around, found the key on the carpet, picked it up and walked out of
the room. A few moments later I heard the door slam. I waited for a
minute to make sure the sounded hadn't woken the boys. When I was
sure they were sleeping, I walked down the stairs and into the
downstairs bathroom.

I knew it was time to make my boundaries
clear.
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I was making pancakes downstairs and the boys
were watching TV when Victoria came down the next morning. She
seemed to be in no better of a mood than she'd been in the last
night.

I'd spent a good few hours sitting on the
couch thinking things over after she'd gone to sleep. It wasn't an
easy thing to figure out. After all I'd been the one who initiated
this whole thing. I'd been the one who wanted to try something
different and I'd been the one who had felt like our sex life had
lost its spark. I spent the first hour trying to convince myself
that the best thing to do was tell her I was sorry and put this
behind us.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't
think of a justification for doing that. It wasn't as if Victoria
wasn't enjoying herself. What was really bothering me was that she
was enjoying herself too much. No matter which way I tried to twist
my reasoning, I couldn't come up with a good excuse for her
behaviour. I could feel as guilty as I wanted for getting the ball
rolling. In the end I realized the only way this was going to be
resolved was if we both wanted to come to the table and fix it.

"You want coffee?" I asked after I'd
delivered the boys pancakes to them in front of the TV.

"Sure."

I made her coffee, then sat down next to her
at the table. "You want to talk?"

"What's there to talk about?"

I could tell she was already getting her
hackles up. "You know what there is to talk about. What happened
last night?"

"Nothing. You decided you were done having
fun. Nothing I can do about that." She wouldn't even look at me as
she sipped her coffee. When she put it down she turned her head to
stare out the window.

"That's not fair."

"Oh it's not? But telling your wife that you
want her to fuck another guy is fine? Then letting her do it? Then
when she wants to do something it's too much, is that it?
It's always this way with you, David. You always have to be the one
calling the shots. Anything to protect your precious little ego,
right?" That's when she turned around, punctuating the last
sentence with a glare.

"That's not what this is."

"That exactly what this is!" she spat, then,
realizing how loudly she'd said it, lowered her voice. "This is the
first thing I've asked you to do this whole time. Everything else
has been your idea. How come when I want to try something you
immediately have to call everything off? How do you explain
that?"

I leaned back in my chair. I wasn't an
unreasonable guy, at least I didn't think I was. I had to hand it
to her, there was some truth to what she was saying. "I'm sorry if
that's the way I came off last night."

"That's exactly the way you came off last
night. That's exactly the way you always come off."

Was there any sense in trying to explain
myself? This wasn't just about me, after all. "I didn't call
anything off. I didn't say we had to stop playing. I just
said..."

"That's what you said. I suggested something
and you shut it down." She seemed utterly convinced that she was
right.

I wasn't sure what Victoria needed right
then. Maybe she needed me to tell her she was right. Maybe she
needed me to say sorry and tell her that I would change and that we
could go back to the way things had been before last night? I
thought about it. I thought about saying those things but I knew I
couldn't. It was the easy way out. I knew that if I did, all of
this would stop being a turn on for me. It would feel like it was
all about her and not about us. How did I tell her that without
pissing her off?

Maybe she just needed some time to cool
off?

"I'm going to take the boys out to play some
catch. Why don't you take the morning to yourself? Read a book?
Have a Jacuzzi?"

For a moment I thought she was going to
disagree out of spite. I thought she was going to insist that she
come with us. I thought she might spoil the day just to prove a
point. Thankfully that moment passed and Victoria relented, if only
a little.

"Okay. That sounds nice."

After they'd finished their pancakes I packed
the kids into the car and drove them to the ball field. We played
catch and hit some balls for a few hours, then we went for burgers
and fries. I think it was the kind of day they'd been missing
because they both seemed very happy about spending some time with
dad. When we got back, Victoria was on the couch reading. I was
happy to see her smile as the boys clambered into the house telling
her about their day. She even smiled at me and I knew she'd
softened in the time she'd had alone.

She spent the afternoon with them, giving me
some time to read a magazine. The afternoon flew by. We ate dinner
together and then Victoria put the boys to bed.

When she came downstairs, I was waiting with
wine.

"Thanks for that. The time this morning, I
mean."

"No problem. You seemed to have had a nice
time. What did you do?"

"Pretended to read," she answered with a
smile. "I mostly just stared at the page. Couldn't really
concentrate."

"Want to talk about it?" I asked.

"Yeah. First I want some of that wine."

I poured us both a glass and we settled in on
the couch.

"You first," she said after taking a sip of
her wine.

Where to start? I didn't want the evening to
end the way last night had. I also knew there was only one thing to
say. "I want you to cancel Blake," I said, looking her in the
eye.

She looked down at her wine glass. "I already
did."

Relief and love welled inside me. "You
did?"

"I did. And I'm sorry about last night. I
don't know what came over me."

"It's...you don't have to be sorry."

"No. I do. I...I got too caught up in this
whole thing. I think I started taking it too seriously or
something."

"Yeah. It kind of got under my skin, too. In
a good way. Until last night."

"I didn't mean what I said this morning.
About you being selfish and always having to be in contr..."

"Don't," I said, holding up a hand. "You
don't have to say that. Because you're right. I am a little
selfish. This whole thing was a little selfish. I don't know why I
do that. I don't know why whenever something is going well I feel
the need to stir shit up."

Victoria smiled. She seemed to appreciate
what I'd said.

"Look, I started this whole thing and you
went along. I want you to know that I appreciate that. I want you
to know that I appreciate you getting a little crazy with me. I
know everything was fine before and I could have just left well
enough alone but I'm glad I didn't. I'm glad I said what I said.
I'm glad we tried this."

"I am too, David. I think you're right,
though. I think your dad was right. We need to focus on other
things. The boys need us."

"Yeah. They do." I sipped my wine.

Victoria lifted her legs and put her feet in
my lap, inviting a massage. I set my glass down and started rubbing
her feet through her socks. Everything felt a little more settled
now. I was grateful that she'd thought through it so fast. I was
grateful that had the kind of wife who could be dutiful when she
needed to be, herself when she needed to be and the woman I wanted
sometimes, too.

Maybe I should have left well enough alone.
Maybe I should have massaged her feet and finished my wine. We
probably would have gotten a little tipsy then had some sweet
make-up sex when we went upstairs.

Things felt perfect.

Except I've got this little thing, you see.
Things can never be perfect. Just when things settle into an easy
happiness, I feel the need to stir shit up.

I looked over at Victoria as I kneaded the
sole's of her feet with my knuckles.

She smiled. A sweet little smile. This was my
old Victoria, back again.

"So...what did you say to Blake? When you
cancelled, I mean?"

Her smile cracked into a grin.
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He's big. Bigger than I expected, even though
Victoria warned me about his size.

I hold the door open and let him step inside.
He reaches out a hand in greeting.

"Blake."

"David."

His grip is strong and my hand seems to
disappear inside his dark palm.

"Can I take your jacket?" I ask.

He shrugs it off and hands it to me.

I open the closet, pull out a hanger and hang
the jacket up. When I turn back around he's rubbing his hands
together and looking around the house. "Nice place."

"Thanks."

We both stand there for a few moments, until
the awkwardness starts to fill the space between us.

"She here?"

"Yeah," I say, realizing I've been staring.
"She's upstairs."

"Cool." He waits a moment. Probably for me to
lead the way. When I don't he waves a hand towards the stairs. "You
want to head up?"

"Yeah." But still I wait, looking at the man
that's going to be inside her soon. "Can I ask you something?"

"Shoot."

"Do you remember her? I mean, do you remember
that night?"

He nods. "Aw, hell yeah."

His answer sends a jolt of adrenaline laced
with lust pulsing through me. "You do?"

"Shit, dawg. That was the finest pussy I
fucked in college."

More adrenaline. So this man, this Blake, has
he been thinking of my wife? Has he been reminiscing over that
night the same way she does from time to time? "You think about her
still?"

He exhales and smiles. "She's the one that
got away, man."

My insides tighten. Victoria never told me
that. "I thought it was a one night stand?" I ask. I can feel a
shake starting in my body. Did she lie to me? Was there more to her
relationship with Blake?

"Only cause she wouldn't see me after
that."

I sigh in relief. "Why?"

"Who knows how these things go?" He smiles.
"She probably wanted someone smart."

And suddenly I'm overcome with a strange
sadness, an empathy for this guy. Maybe he's right? Fuck. He
probably is. Victoria would never go for someone like him. He's
smart enough to know that she used him for sex.

The way we're going to use him now. And that
makes me feel very bad. "I'm sorry...I didn't..."

He waves his black paw and snickers. "Shit,
dawg, don't be. I found my white princess. She's waiting for me at
home."

I can't help the worry that furrows my brow.
He notices before I can change my expression.

"Don't worry. She's into it. She's gonna want
to hear all about it," he says with a grin.

I laugh a little. The world is filled with
all kinds of folks. But it makes me feel better. I like happy
endings. "Okay. Let's head up." I take the lead.

Victoria's sitting on the edge of the bed.
When Blake follows me in she springs up her eyes filled with
glee.

He stretches out his arms.

I step aside.

Victoria runs towards him and her whole body
seems to disappear in his giant bear hug. "Blake!" she whispers.
"It's so good to see you!"

"Good to see you too, girl. Good to see you
too." He pushes her away and looks her up and down, appraising her.
Appraising my wife. "Damn you still lookin' fine!"

"You don't look so bad yourself," she says
putting a hand on his broad chest.

I walk backwards, towards the chair we've set
up in the corner, trying to disappear in the shadows. This is her
moment. Their moment. I'm just lucky that I get to watch.

Victoria gets started right away. She steps
towards him and puts her dainty white hand on his belt. She jerks
it free then twists the button on his pants free and zips open his
fly. She sinks to her knees and yanks his pants and boxers
down.

I suck in a breath at the sight of his dark
and veiny shaft. It hangs halfway down his thigh. Behind it, his
heavy balls hang low beneath his legs. My cock starts to harden as
I see Victoria wrap her fingers around his girth and lift it
up.

Her eyes are wide and she looks as if she'd
forgotten how big that black cock of his was. Her biceps flex as
she lifts it up, past her tits and towards her mouth. She's wearing
the same white negligee she wore for me all those months ago. When
this all began.

She opens her mouth and starts to take him
inside.

"Mmm," he purrs, "damn, girl. You and your
velvet mouth."

She laughs onto his cock but keeps sliding it
in. She stops about a third of the way in and gives it a suck.

I clutch at the arms of the chair, my
fingernails digging into the fabric. I can't believe what I'm
looking at. Victoria, my Victoria sucking on a black man's
thick cock.

She's gazing up into his eyes with a loving
stare. Like she wants to make sure he has a good time. I can tell
she's working over the head of his cock with her tongue. His member
starts to rise.

She sucks and sucks, occasionally popping off
to catch her breath. When she does, spittle streaks from her lips,
forming a clear rope between his cock and her mouth. Then she sinks
back onto him and slowly starts to bob her head.

This whole time Blake is staring at her. His
eyes dance between hers and the cleft formed by her breasts that
disappears inside the thin fabric of the lingerie she's wearing. He
stands still as she sucks his cock until he's erect. Then he puts a
hand on her arm and makes her stand up.

Is that regret in her eyes when she finally
lets go of him with her mouth? She looks sad that that moment is
gone. She looks at it longingly, like she could suck that black
cock all night.

"Come here sweet thing," he rumbles and
brings her chin up with his finger for a kiss. He leans in and
their lips lock. Victoria closes her eyes and I see her tongue move
as his invades her mouth. They stand there, kissing, his hand still
on her arm. After he's had his fill he steps back.

He lifts his t-shirt up and over his head
revealing a chiselled frame. He's bulky but muscled. Victoria looks
like such a dainty little thing next to him. He reaches over and
grabs the hem of her negligee, then lifts it up.

She raises her arms and lets him pull it up
over her head. When her breasts tumble out the nipples are stiff
and ready for his touch.

He leans in, then bends over, until he can
take her nipple into his mouth. As he starts to suckle Victoria
puts a loving hand on the back of his head.

Slowly, quietly, I peel my pants and
underwear off so that I can touch myself. I've promised myself that
I won't come alone. I've promised her I'll save it for her. It's
going to be a hard promise to keep, I can tell.

Blake suckles one teat, then turns his
attention to the other. They're loving kisses that slurp and smack
every time she falls out of his mouth. It lasts so long that
Victoria starts to mewl a little at the attention he's giving her
breasts. Finally, Blake chuckles as he releases her. He lowers her
to her knees again and takes his cock in hand.

A thrilling pulse of adrenaline courses
through me as I watch how he handles her. The gentle lover
transforms into a man who knows what he wants.

"Come on baby," he whispers, "open that sweet
mouth. Just like old times."

Oh fuck.

Just like old times.

So she did this. She must have done this, or
rather, let him do it to her that night. I watch as he cups his
chin in one hand and uses the other to guide himself inside.

Victoria does what I've never seen her do
before. Like an obedient slut, she opens her jaw as wide as it will
go.

Blake's black snake seeps into her mouth,
stretching her lips, disappearing until half of it is gone.

I stare, wide-eyed. Surely she can't take any
more? She's not that kind of slut. Is she?

"That's it baby. You remember how?" he
asks.

Victoria gags as the head of his cock kisses
the back of her throat. He holds himself still, to let her get
ready for the rest of him, no doubt. She looks up and into his
eyes. She nods.

Blake smiles. With practised ease he begins
to push the rest of his cock into her throat.

I stare as I see her neck start to take its
shape. I watch as he pulls himself out then shoves himself back in
again, deeper this time. He's fucking her face. He's fucking my
wife's face with his cock. After a few more times he pulls out to
let her catch her breath.

This time a thick strand of spit and bile
follows his cock, clinging to her lip. Victoria gags again and her
breathing is heavy.

How could she do this? How could she let
someone use her like this? They're pointless questions. Paying lip
service to an outrage I feel like I should have. The only thing I
really feel is a building pressure between my legs. My wife. The
slut.

"One more time, okay baby? Fuck I like that
mouth of yours," Blake whispers.

The Victoria I know, all of the Victoria's I
know, should say no. She should tell him that's enough and that she
won't swallow his cock again. But this is a Victoria I haven't met
before. This is a Victoria who wants to be used. She wants Blake to
feel good even if it makes her gag. This is Victoria the slut. She
opens wide and sticks out her tongue, inviting Blake inside.

Right before he disappears into her again I
see the first drop of precum dangling from the head of his cock. He
shakes his cock over her tongue making the sticky liquid drop.

Victoria gobbles it up, like she's been
hungry for this since that night all those years ago. Then she
sticks out her tongue again letting him know she's ready for
whatever he has to give her.

Blake eases himself in, sliding his cock
along her tongue with a satisfied growl. He doesn't plunge all the
way inside. Setting his feet a little farther apart, he starts to
thrust, fucking her face like he would her cunt.

Victoria rewards him with noisy gags and
sloppy sounds as his cock slides in and out. Every once in a while
she looks up. To see if he's pleased. To see if she's being a good
slut.

I can just sit and stare, stroking myself
slowly my eyes wide in disbelief at this Victoria that's now a
whore. A good whore.

As I hear Blake groan and see the muscles in
his legs tense, I gasp. Is this it? Is he going to come in her
mouth? I want more. I want to see what else they did that night. I
want to see him take her pussy! It can't be over yet?!?

With a rough grunt Blake pulls himself out of
her mouth and starts stroking his cock.

Victoria's hands shoot up to her breasts and
she pushes them together, rubbing them against each other for his
pleasure.

Another grunt and the first lash of Blake's
hot white seed comes pulsing from his cock, slapping over her cheek
and onto her forehead.

Victoria sticks her tongue out again, ready
to take his offering.

I have to take my hand off my cock as I watch
my slut wife lapping up another man's hot cum. I'm so close but I
don't want this to be over yet. The pressure eases between my legs,
my climax crawling back up towards my spine.

As Blake shoots the last few blasts of sperm
across her face, Victoria leans forward, takes the head of his cock
into her mouth and starts to suck.

Blake shakes himself inside her mouth,
emptying the last few drops into her and letting her swallow them
up. Her face is covered in his sticky spunk.

When she finally pops off of his cock,
Victoria shoots me a glance. She notices what must be the
disappointment etched across my brow and laughs. "Don't worry
sweetie, he can do that all night!"

Blake chuckles and I offer a little laugh in
return but deep down inside I'm horrified. Horrified that this man
made love to my wife before me. Horrified to think that she's been
thinking of him since. Horrified in the worry that I might never be
good enough now that she's tasted him again. All that worry is
pushed aside as Blake makes Victoria stand and leads her towards
the bed.

"Wait!" Victoria says, her voice hushed. "He
likes..." she looks over at me, as if she's wondering whether it's
okay to say what she's going to say.

I nod. She can do anything she wants now. I'm
hers, so grateful that she's giving me this show.

"He likes to clean up," she whispers at
Blake.

"No shit?" Blake whispers, stepping aside.
"Be my guest," he says, waving towards my wife.

I rise. My cock is hard and bounces each time
it touches my shirt. I walk towards the bed, staring at the drying,
white stains on her face turning clear. I sink down onto the bed
beside her once again overwhelmed by the acrid smell of freshly
spilled seed.

Victoria is smiling as she brings her palm to
my cheek.

I lean closer. I close my eyes. I push my
tongue out and start to clean.

It's sweet tasting. Sweeter than any of the
other spunk I've eaten and I love licking it off her face.

Victoria giggles. "That tickles," she
whispers.

And then it's over. Her face now clean of
seed, I retreat back to my chair and let the show go on.

Her legs are pressed together, knees up in
the air, thighs swaying side to side.

Blake takes an ankle in each hand and without
ceremony splits her legs apart revealing a pussy so soaked and
dripping with juice that it immediately starts to trickle down her
ass and onto the bed.

It looks like my little slut gets off on
sucking big black dicks and cleaning them off.

"Mmm," he purrs again, holding her open with
one hand as he reaches down with the other to rub her pretty little
cunt. He pushes a finger into her honeyed hole making her gasp. He
pulls it out and leans over her, offering her a taste of her own
wetness.

She sucks it in like a lollipop and cleans of
his dark finger like a good little slut.

Despite his orgasm, his cock is still solid
and he takes it in hand as he crawls up onto the bed in between her
thighs. He guides his cock towards her soaked hole and presses the
head inside.

Victoria gasps as he drives his shaft into
her. His dark and rigid pole glides into her cunt her slickness
allowing him to slide in easily.

I watch her body tense as he stops only half
way inside.

"Oh fuck Blake, it's so big! I don't know if
I can..." she whines.

Blake only chuckles at this, pawing at her
tit as he prepares for his final plunge. "Yes you can, baby. Just
like old times, remember? Just like old times." Then he releases
his weight and I watch his fearsome cock stretching the tight lips
of her pretty pink cunt as he fills her to the hilt.

Victoria's back arches and she moans, her
voice mingling with the sloppy wet sound of his dick thrusting into
her.

Blake groans in pleasure as her body swallows
him whole.

I wrap a fist around my cock and start to
pump.

At the same time, Blake's hips start to swing
against her. Her legs are splayed apart and sway in the air as he
fucks her. She moans and mewls and whines but doesn't protest. Her
hips start to rock as if she's trying to push him even deeper
inside.

I watch her legs wrap around his trunk. Her
hands claw up his back. She's overwhelmed with the pleasure of his
thick rod plunging into her pussy. She's a different Victoria now
again. An animal. An animal that needs to be fucked.

Her toes curl and her thighs flex. She
screams as an orgasm courses through her body. I watch her shudder
and in between her legs a thick white cream starts to ooze from her
hole.

Blake grunts. The same sound he made right
before he filled her mouth with cum.

"Oh baby," Victoria moans, "fuck me full of
that cum. Give me all that black seed!" she begs.

Blake grabs her breast and holds himself up
on the bed with his other hand.

I can see it clearly now, his cock
disappearing into her pussy. His balls slap against her ass in
noisy wet smacks.

His nuts tighten. The muscles in his ass
flex. His head rolls back and he slows his thrusts. His cock pulses
and I know he's dumping another thick load, into her pussy this
time.

I wonder if they did this that night, too?
Did he fuck her bareback? Did she let him come inside her like
this? Was she on birth control? Or was there a possibility that his
seed would take root and make her belly swell?

The thought crawls from some dark part of my
brain and makes my cock harden in my hand.

He's slowing now. More of her sticky white
moisture spills spurts out from between her lips and his cock.
Mingled with hot white cum this time.

I'm disappointed that it's over but
overwhelmed by hot it was. I can't believe it when Blake yanks
himself out and rolls her over onto her stomach, then jerks her up
by the hips.

"You know how I like it best, don't you
baby?" he asks.

Victoria glances back. Is that fear in her
eyes? "Blakey, I don't know. It's been so long. I don't really do
that any more," she protests.

"Baby," Blake growls, rubbing the head of his
cock above the tightly puckered hole of her exposed ass. "This
shit's like riding a bike. You never forget." And in the same way
he pushed into her pussy, he eases the head of his cock into her
ass.

She gasps.

He grunts, then drives himself all the way
in. "Fuck that's tight!"

Victoria starts mewling again as he climbs up
on the bed with one foot, the other leg resting on his knee and
starts to fuck her in the ass.

I can't believe what I'm watching. My wife.
My slut wife is letting this huge man with his huge, black cock
deep into her ass.

"Oh fuck Blake!" she moans, her cheek
pressing against the mattress with each of his might thrusts.

"Not much longer baby," he says. His hands
grab her hips and he piles even deeper inside. His hips slam
against her in furious jerks. I can tell he's not in control any
more and neither is she. They're just two people who have turned
into a fuck machine. Rutting until he comes.

And then his nuts tighten again. His back
tenses. He grabs her even more firmly with his hands. "Fuck!" he
groans and drives himself deep into her ass.

I crane my neck higher as I try to see every
detail of his thick and veiny cock, what it looks like as it spews
its load. It doesn't last as long this time and when he's done he
does the same thing with this hand that he did in her mouth. He
coaxes the last drops of cum into her. Then he pulls himself
out.

I stare at the gaping maw that is her
destroyed ass.

Again, Blake shakes his cock, spilling a few
more drops into her closing hole. "Up," he orders.

Victoria is sluggish as she moves but she
heaves herself up onto all fours and spins around.

I stare in horror as Blake feeds her his
cock. She cleans the length of it, her body infused with a renewed
energy, it seems, by the filthy act.

Then he's stepping back. A sadness settles in
Victoria's eyes. "Do you want to stay?" she asks.

Blake smiles. "No can do. I have someone
waiting for me."

Victoria seems unperturbed by this. She
slumps forward onto the bed, spent and exhausted from his fierce
love.

I barely notice as Blake gets dressed and
slips out of the room. I get up and walk across the room. Victoria
looks exhausted but she smiles as I lay down on the bed next to
her.

"I guess you want a turn?" she teases.

I nod, eyeing the curve of her breast and
running a hand over her ass.

"You'll have to do the heavy lifting, I'm
afraid. I'm pretty spent."

That shouldn't be a problem. Rolling her over
onto her back, I crawl between her thighs and sink my cock into her
filthy cunt. I groan as I slosh into the stretched and leaking
mess. I feel Blake's cum pouring out of her, down my shaft and over
my balls. I feel my cock harden and my balls tense right away. Our
eyes meet.

"Did you like it?" she whispers.

"So fucking hot," I manage between
thrusts.

Her smile widens and she wraps her arms
around my back.

I close my eyes in a blinding flash of
pleasure as the first pulse of my seed wretches into her. Nothing
has ever felt this hot. I cry out as my orgasm peaks.
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It ended that night. Not because of any
misgivings. We had the hottest sex the next morning and cuddled
until noon. We had breakfast together, smiling like young lovers.
Then we walked home and talked things through.

It had been a wild ride. A good ride. But it
wasn't the time for it. We had other things to take care of and we
both admitted it had consumed us a little more than we'd liked. We
didn't rule out trying it again. In fact, I'm pretty sure we will
at some point.

But things settled down and went back to
normal. A good normal. The kind of normal even I liked. For a
while.

Then the sex started to wane. It went from
three times a week to two, then back to one. Back to the way things
had been before all of this had happened. And a year later it felt
like we were back where we'd started. A loving couple with a good
marriage. A dutiful wife.

Things were perfect.

Except I've got this little thing, you see.
Things can never be perfect. Just when things settle into an easy
happiness, I feel the need to stir shit up.

It was the summer and the kids were at camp.
Victoria had been gardening and was in the shower. The urge came
from somewhere deep and dark.

When she walked out of the bathroom,
towelling off her hair, I was standing naked in the middle of the
bathroom. Head lowered. My cock locked in its cage. I looked up
into her eyes. I opened my palm and held it out. Inside was a tiny
key.

One corner of her mouth twisted into a smile.
A gleeful smile. A smile I hadn't seen in a long time.

"Tell me what to do," I whispered.

Victoria stepped closer. She took the key
from me, turning it in her fingers to examine it. When she looked
back the smile had turned into a grin. She spoke softly.

"Get on your knees."

THE END
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Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a
seedy motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will
cope with having to share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with
only two channels on TV, Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth
or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor,
the situation turns explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage
but things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an
opportunity to add a little spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey
allows herself to be convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden
fantasy and a secret from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to
an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing
the gift of his wife.






Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark
and Keira's hidden desires.

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge
head-first into the hotwife lifestyle.

As the two progress along their journey a
happy balance becomes difficult to find.

Will Mark succeed at taking back his
wife?






Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old
crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she
was.

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from
the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to
seeing her with other men.

But the attraction he felt is still as strong
as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced
with a difficult choice.

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their
relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to
want?






The Sowing Song

Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena,
his bride-to-be.

When she begs him that they get married in
her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say
no.

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena
must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path.

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long
ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?






The Summer House

When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her
friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's
shocked into action.

A romantic evening out to try and patch
things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must
do more for his wife.

Val's been talking about a summer house since
they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent.

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for
Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy
aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?











Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he
wants more attention from his wife.

When she leaves her diary out, he can't
resist the urge to peak inside.

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason
their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed
their marriage.

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote,
the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation
of their life.

Will their marriage be able to survive?






The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy

Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage.
He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his
needs require.

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning
seems perfect for the next step in their life.

When their new friends mistake Jenny's
anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle,
Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances.

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy.
Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his
voyeuristic desires.

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will
Jenny become the village wife?






Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage,
Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's
thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try
it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey
of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up
too high for their marriage?
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