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It is natural for a wife to be sexually attracted to other men. Don't be afraid to let those men know; they might be attracted to you, also.

~ Unknown




CHAPTER 1

"You're a filthy fucking pervert!" Brett scowled.

Jake jerked as if poked with a needle, but the muscle-head wasn't looking at him. "What?" He felt slightly inebriated.

Ruth pointed across the street.

He looked where she was pointing. A small girl was walking. Jake didn't understand. "The girl's a perv?"

Brett Morgan leaned over and nudged him. "No, look in the window."

He looked beyond the girl. In the window of the house behind her, a fat man watched her pass. "Oh, that guy?"

Ruth said, "He's playing with himself. Fucking sicko."

Jake reacted with a jerk again. "Playing with himself? Over her? How do you know?"

"Watch his arm; it's moving."

"Uhh..."

Brett growled. "She's not kidding. Watch him."

They were sitting on the Morgan's porch. Jake had moved in and introduced himself a few weeks back. Porch-sitting in the heat was relaxing, especially with a good sipping whiskey on a Sunday afternoon.

He looked a little longer at the man in the window across the street. The man's head was looking sideways now, following the little girl. Indeed, his arm was moving. Jake coughed. "That's gross. What is she? Ten?"

Ruth said, "Fucking sicko. Benjamin does that all the time, but only to little girls and boys."

Jake raised his eyebrows. Masturbating is sick? Or just to little kids? "Uh, to kids, yeah."

Brett frowned. He took a swig of whiskey. "Yeah, that's what I meant. He can jack his little dick all he wants, but you never see him jacking to adults."

Jake took off his glasses and wiped his face. "Uh, yeah..."

Ruth said, "What's wrong with an adult?" She was a plain woman with thick brown hair and glasses as thick as her hair. She was on the small side as if constantly fighting malnutrition.

Jake looked at her and leaned back. "Nothing at all, in my opinion."

Brett said, "You're a good man, Jake." He was as different from his mousy wife as night and day. Built like a tall brick shithouse, Brett Morgan was all muscle. His work as a fitness trainer had all the muscle-heads coming to him.

Jake was a swimmer and looked like one. He had bought the house next door because it had a pool. He swam in it every day.

Ruth said, "It's good to know we didn't get another pervert in the neighborhood."

Brett grunted. "Wouldn't be so bad if the guy jacked to adults. Or did his thing looking at porn or something."

Jake grinned. "Ha, yeah. At least porn is private."

Ruth looked sad. "No one would jack over me." There was a world of sadness and regret in her words – someone who had been passed over when God handed out good looks.

Jake felt bad for her. She wasn't ugly, just plain. The whiskey in him had him speaking before his mind cautioned him. He said, "Nah, nonsense. I've jacked over you..." He realized what he was saying and stopped, feeling the heat of embarrassment flushing his face. "Uh..."

Brett was looking at him as if trying to figure out if he was kidding. "Are you being serious?"

Jake entered panic mode. "Um, I didn't mean that." He was shaking his head.

The big man tilted his head. "You said it. There's nothing wrong with that. Did you really jack over my wife?"

Ruth laughed scornfully. "No one jacks over me."

Jake gulped and then swigged some more whiskey. What the hell. "Well, actually I did. Sorry. I don't mean to sound weird."

She was looking at him through her thick glasses. "Get out."

But Jake was looking at Brett with fear. The big man could crush him, undoubtedly. "I'm sorry if that offended you."

Brett chuckled. "Sit down, man."

He hadn't gotten up. He nodded in understanding. Calm down, he means. "Anyway..."

Ruth was twisting her mouth. "Did you really? Me?"

Jake laughed to let out some stress. He was still blushing. He nodded sheepishly.

Brett leaned back looking at him critically. "When?"

He drew in a shaky breath. "Um, well, I swim a lot."

The man nodded.

"So I went upstairs after a swim to shower. I looked out the back window and saw her last Friday with the laundry." The Morgan's occasionally air-dried their sheets in the backyard.

Ruth smiled. "You were peeking at me?"

He laughed again, a little less nervous. "Sorry."

Brett nudged him. "Stop apologizing. I think it's great."

"Uh..."

"What had you looking at her, anyway?"

"She was wearing that sundress... It's sort of see-through with the sun hitting it the right way."

Ruth clapped her hand to her mouth. "No."

"Uh, yeah."

Brett was grinning huge. "And you jacked over that?"

Still embarrassed, Jake nodded.

The big man laughed. "That's great."

He looked into his glass, wondering if he had drunk too much and passed out. I must be dreaming.

Brett nudged his wife. "See? See? You're jack-worthy."

She coughed. "He's just saying that." She looked as if she had shaken her head and dismissed the notion within a few seconds.

Jake straightened a little. "I did. Really. That sundress looks really good on you." It did, too. Her pale legs had caught his gaze. The hem was mid-thigh.

Ruth smiled. "That thing is so old."

Jake raised an eyebrow. What does old have to do with looking good? "Um..."

"I can't imagine anyone getting excited over that old dress."

"Well, I wasn't excited over the dress. Like I said, it was sort of see-through."

Brett was grinning. "And you couldn't resist a little touchy-feely?"

Jake coughed and then sipped some more whiskey. Woo, I'm into this uncomfortable convo way over my head. Put down the mouth, Jake, and back away slowly...

Ruth had a suspicious set to her mouth. "I don't believe it."

He chuckled nervously. "You have nice-looking legs."

Brett said, "I told you."

Ruth's mouth dropped open in a silent cough. "That's not fair."

Jake looked confused. "What?"

"I'm going about my business drying laundry. I wasn't involved. That's sort of like an invasion of privacy or something."

He sat up even straighter. "Like I said, I'm sorry if that offended you. I shouldn't have said anything."

She was looking at him with her own confusion. "No, I'm not offended. I guess it's just that if someone were to actually masturbate looking at me, I'd like to know about it."

"Oh..."

Brett slapped him on the arm. "Think you're a man?"

Jakes eyes went large. Brett could be on any muscle mag with all those bulging, rippling, and straining slabs of beef all over him. "I... Uh..."

The big man flashed a sly smile. "Why don't you do Ruthie a favor?"

"Huh?"

"Be a man and own up to what you did."

"Uh...I already did?" He looked at his glass doubtfully. Maybe I shouldn't have any more.

"Come inside and show her."

"Uh, what?"

"Come inside and show her what you did. That way, it's fair."

"Show her?"

Ruth was silent, but a small smile was on her face. Her head was tilted as if wondering something.

Brett frowned. "Yeah, are you afraid to show her? You don't think she deserves to see what you did when she wasn't looking?"

"Well... I..."

Brett leaned over. "Be a man."

I am a man. Engaged to Jennifer Anderson and a career investment analyst. I'm just not as big as you. "I am a man. I admitted what I did. Besides, I'm engaged."

"But you jacked over my wife when no one was looking."

"Well..."

"Give my wife the respect she deserves and show her."

Jake laughed. "You want me to whip it out and masturbate in front of her?"

"Yeah. Inside."

Ruth's voice was quiet. "I'd like to see."

Jake blinked several times. "Well, um, okay..."

Brett was up and opening the door.

Ruth smiled at Jake nervously.

He got up and followed the big man inside. Ruth followed last.

~ ~ ~

Jake stood, uncertain in their small home. It was cozy and packed with trophies and angel figurines. The trophies were Brett's. Ruth liked angels.

But in the comfort of their home, Jake felt unsure. He said to Ruth, "You really want to see me masturbate?"

She blushed and looked at him through the very top of her glasses, as if the rim would hide her thoughts. "If that's what you did, then yes."

Brett leaned close. "Are you afraid? Got a small one?"

Jake blinked, still feeling a little tipsy. "Um, no."

Ruth sat on the couch.

"You want me to do it right here?"

Brett clapped him on the back. "Right here."

Jake took a breath and began undoing his weekend jeans. He paused a second, let out his breath and slid them off.

Ruth's eyes were on his briefs. There was a wistful smile on her face, and also a deepening blush. "Oh, my."

Jake knew he looked good in his briefs. He wasn't big – just six inches of good-shaped man-flesh. He slid down the briefs under Brett's watchful gaze.

The big man chuckled. "A small one, huh? Guess we all can't have massive cocks."

Ruth frowned. "I think it's...nice."

Suddenly Jake felt as if it would never wake up. Brett has a massive cock? Of course he does. Ruth hesitates to say it's nice? I look pretty damned good...

She looked up into his eyes and her eyes went wide at whatever expression he wore. "No, I really mean it. It's very nice." She shrugged. "This is the first time some man other than my husband has shown me... Well, you know."

Brett clapped him on the shoulder. "You need a towel, buddy? Or a...tiny tissue might be better?"

Jake frowned at him. Big or not, you can stop slapping me. Buddy. "A towel is fine."

He winked and left the living room.

Ruth leaned forward. Her words were a fast whisper. "I meant it; it's nice. He's too big." She leaned back and looked around, frowning. "It hurts."

Jake's nerves calmed. Thank you, Ruth; that was a nice thing to say. He took hold of his dick and began rubbing it. He was looking at her face and his shaft began to swell.

Brett came back in with a towel.

Ruth took it from him and shook it out at Jake's feet.

Her leaning gave Jake a flash of her bare chest down her blouse. She had what might have once been nice boobs, but now maybe less full. They hung suggestively.

His cock swelled more. He stroked slowly, feeling the shaft become full and hard.

Ruth stared at it with wide eyes. "Wow, this is nice."

Brett was giving it a critical eye. "That's as big as it gets?"

Jake coughed. "I've never had any complaints."

Ruth said, "It looks very pretty." She gave a shy smile of uncertainty.

The big man sat in the recliner. "Give her the show, Jake."

She smiled wider in anticipation.

Jake stroked slowly, watching her.

She said, "Is this what you did?"

He nodded.

"Over me?"

He kept nodding.

"And my sundress?"

"Because I could see through it."

She laughed a little. "Maybe I should wear it more often around you."

"I thought your legs looked fantastic."

"Oh, a leg man?"

He nodded again.

"You really like my legs? They're so pale."

"And soft-looking. Very sexy."

She watched his hand slide along his shaft, her smile growing wider. "You really did this while watching me?"

"Yep."

"I sure would've liked to have known. Or seen."

Brett said, "Wear the sundress next weekend and we'll have him jack for you."

She giggled and said to Jake, "Would you?"

He laughed nervously. "Well, uh... Sure, if that's what you want?"

She turned a little serious. "Would you want to?"

Jake was worried again. He glanced at Brett. "I don't want you all to think I'm some pervert or something—"

Brett scowled. "Nonsense. You're not like Benjamin. If you like jacking and looking at Ruthie, then do it and let her see. She deserves it."

"You sure?"

"Absolutely."

Jake turned to look back at Ruth. She had a dreamy smile on her face.

She said, "You really did that over me?"

"Mm hmm."

"I'm flattered."

"You're not grossed out?"

She laughed breathlessly and covered her mouth. "Heavens, no, I love it."

Jake stroked faster. But he glanced at Brett. "You're all right with me doing this and looking at her?"

He looked miffed. "Of course. Unless you'd rather look at me."

Jake coughed a laugh. "No, not really."

He motioned with his hand to turn back to her. "Then I'll have her in that sundress next week."

Jake smiled at Ruth. "You'd wear that just to see me jack?"

She nodded, eyes still wide. "I'll wear it every day if I could see this."

Brett chuckled. "Have to buy you more sundresses."

Jake shook his head. Most men would freak if they knew someone masturbated over their wives. Wouldn't they? He felt the tickle of an approaching orgasm. He let off a bit and moved his fingers around, stroking the head.

She said, "You really think my legs are pretty?"

"Yes, very sexy." He stroked again, going for the orgasm.

"I'm not sure I've heard something so flattering and nice for...a long time. Except for hearing it from Brett."

Jake started panting. He wanted to rub his shaft all over her face. That did it for him, and he tensed up, followed by a strong squirt of sperm. More followed, arching out and falling to the towel.

Ruth's mouth was open and her pulse was beating in her neck. "Wow..." She blushed a deep red. Her words were breathless. "Thank you."

Jake chuckled. "Maybe I should thank you."

Brett got up. "Good show, buddy."




CHAPTER 2

Jake wasn't sure about anything Sunday night. He had masturbated in front of his neighbor's wife, and they had liked it. They had said they wanted him to do that every weekend.

Do I really want to? She's sexy enough for being plain, but I'm engaged.

Jennifer was at the dining table, leaning over a book of drapery samples. "Do you like diamond patterns? Because I do."

Not on my windows, no. "I don't know." He didn't want to hurt her feelings.

She held out her arm, looking at it. "What do you think of tennis bracelets?"

"Tennis bracelet? What's that? I didn't know you played tennis."

She smiled, her white teeth shining at him in a smile of mirth. "No, silly, it's a diamond bracelet. It has nothing to do with playing tennis; it's just what it's called."

"Oh." I just gave you a diamond engagement ring. You're wanting a bracelet to go with it? "Uh, you think that would look good on you?"

Her mouth closed into a provocative smile. "Stunning."

~ ~ ~

Jake thrust his erection into Jennifer's pussy, relishing the velvety feel, but thinking of Ruth. Why is she on my mind? Sure I jacked a little over her, but Jennifer is the one I should be thinking about. She's got that runway model beauty with her professionally-done hair and nails. Why am I thinking about Ruth? Her prettiness is on the plain side.

He focused on Jennifer below him. She lay under him, a small smile on her face. She was enjoying it. Her hands were up, stroking his muscled shoulders and face.

He frowned slightly. Would she prefer Brett's massive muscles over my leaner ones? He thrust in deep and she moaned contentedly. Or would she like Brett's cock being that it's supposed to be so massive?

She moved lightly underneath him, relaxed and letting him do the thrusting. She said, "I'll need to go after this."

Jake was panting. "Okay." He sped his motions and felt the tickle build.

She smiled in expectation.

He knew she wanted to get pregnant. He pushed in deep and held it there. She closed her eyes as he unleashed his sperm for the second time today – but this time inside her and not on a towel.

Her smile grew and she wriggled her shoulders. "Mmm."

He collapsed on her and breathed heavily, his orgasm still sending flashes of tickles through his limbs. He kissed her lightly.

She said, "Okay, I need to get going."

He moved off and flopped onto his side. He watched her get up and move into the bathroom with her clothing.

She came out a few minutes later and kissed her finger. She laid it on his lips. "See you later, handsome."

~ ~ ~

Work as an investment analyst was stressful. Portfolio recommendations that didn't particularly work out were embarrassing. He tried to set up a slice in each that included profitable and dividend-paying utilities. It helped to alleviate the vagaries of companies who scoffed at dividends and thought they were doing favors by manipulating capital appreciation through stock prices.

He had met Jennifer when she had brought in her father to help invest his money. After a few phone calls from her asking about T-bills, she had become a little more personal and began asking about him.

Jake had never had more than one girlfriend at a time. His good looks tended to intimidate women, though he did get a lot of hopeful smiles.

If he had a girlfriend and got a smile from someone else, he wasn't interested. He came off cold that way, he knew, and sometimes regretted not being just a nice guy and smiling back or saying something.

If my eyesight hadn't gone sour, I wouldn't need these glasses. I'd be even sexier.

Ruth flashed across his mind as he was checking on an option for one of his clients. I wonder if she thought I was sexy? Or was that all a joke? She seemed eager for the coming weekend. Do I really want to masturbate for her again? What about Jennifer?

He clicked a couple times, scrolling down the options chart. But his mind wasn't on it; he leaned back and took off his glasses. He rubbed at his face as if to remove the thoughts that were chasing him.

I need to focus on Jennifer.

She was a personal banker at Bank of America – promoting efficient banking with customers through usage of debit cards and the like.

We're suited for each other: both of us are in the financial industry. She's a classy woman: beautiful and poised. So why am I thinking of a pale woman who lives next door and is married? This isn't right.

His cell phone vibrated. He plucked it from his belt and thumbed the call button. The display said it was Jennifer. "Hello?"

"Hey. I got us reservations at The Silverlight."

"Friday?" They had talked about it before. She wanted to dance. Jake thought he wasn't half-bad at it.

"Yep. At seven."

"Good time."

"Yeah, you have to call so far ahead. This is going to be fun."

Jake liked the idea of dancing –stretching his legs out after sitting in an office chair all week. The Silverlight was a posh nightclub that catered to a slightly more mature customer. Less youth and more gray-in-the-hair type of customers. The youth stayed away for exactly that reason and all went to the first-come-first-in clubs like the Strobe Room and Skin Deep – basically just twerk rooms.

The Silverlight didn't put up with that kind of dancing. Try it and you were politely asked to leave by someone Brett Morgan's size.

Jakes thoughts drifted from dancing to masturbating. How did I get so careless as to admit I jacked off to Brett's wife? Crap, how embarrassing. I need to stop drinking whiskey.

The entire week was filled with thoughts of regret, determination and embarrassment.

~ ~ ~

The Silverlight was a welcome diversion not just from his thoughts, but work. Though he loved swimming, a little bit of social fun was a good way to provide meaningfulness to his life rather than just be a number-bot for an investment company. Swimming was solo, like masturbating. The nightclub was going to offer something deeper.

So he hoped.

The club was decorated in silver, steel, and chrome. Or whatever looked like silver. Low-lit, the walls were decorated with autographed photos of some celebrities, works of art by locals, and a wealth of plants spaced evenly between the displays.

Vinyl sofas surrounded a dance-floor where couples moved to subdued dance music. There were no disco balls or annoying songs played. Dance mixes were used direct from the artists. Colored floodlights over the dance-floor cast an impressive array of shades down onto the dancers.

Jake liked it.

Jennifer was smiling, hugging close on his arm. "Drinks first? Or dance first?"

Drinks reminded him of last Sunday. "Let's dance." Maybe I won't think about stroking onto a towel. How ridiculous.

They moved onto the dance-floor and found a spot. He twisted into a move and began dancing. She did the same – looking around, smiling.

He admired her form. She was sinuous and graceful. Her dress was a plain, white single piece that was knee-length and sleeveless. A necklace of amber was around her neck that didn't detract from her light brown hair. The barest hint of lipstick completed her perfection.

She saw him staring at her and smiled. "Enjoying yourself?"

"Yes." Feeling good, he decided he would have to tell the Morgans that he wouldn't be putting on a jerk-display for them.

"You seem pre-occupied, lately."

Uh...crap. "I do? Work can be stressful."

"I found a store that makes beautiful tennis bracelets."

"Oh?"

"I have a brochure; I'll show you later."

Why the big fuss over a bracelet? "Yeah, sure."

~ ~ ~

Jake relaxed on one of the black vinyl sofas. He scanned the dance-floor and then looked across to where his fiancé was buying drinks with his fifty. He had hemmed and hawed about drinking, but gave in when she coaxed him.

One drink won't hurt.

She was turning towards him, drinks in hand.

A man was walking by, tight-looking in his tailored suit. His black hair was slicked back and he said something to her as he passed.

A smile bloomed on her face and her eyes turned. Then her head turned to follow him and she said something in return.

He stopped and looked back, a half smile on his face.

She said something again and he winked.

He said nothing else – just coolly turned and headed to the booths at the end of the bar.

Jake considered the man. He had a good eye for it serving his clients. Tailored suit, expensive shoes, subdued gold watch... He also didn't have a flashy air about him, as if trying to show he was wealthy. No, this man carried himself like wealth. Whatever he had said, he showed confidence all the way through their short exchange.

Confidence was what Jennifer had said she liked about Jake. He knew he was confident because he knew his job. He knew himself as a man. He understood his capabilities and his limitations and he was comfortable with all of it.

Probably, the wealthy man had displayed confidence in whatever he had said, and her radar had picked up on it.

She walked towards him, all sexy and poised.

He accepted his cocktail. "Who was the guy at the bar?"

"I don't know." She was smiling.

"What did he say?"

Her smile brightened. "He said it was a pleasure to see a lovely woman at the bar."

"Ah, indeed."

She peered at him. "Oh, you're checking out the women?"

He shook his head. "Only you."

She patted his knee. "Good boy."




CHAPTER 3

Saturday, he swam. He would swim until he was pruned from the water.

The previous night had been fun and had provided just the spice at the end of the week he was looking for.

Jennifer had made reservations again for the following Friday.

He swam until his muscles were vibrating and he had that cool, heavy breathing from a workout that didn't break a sweat.

He climbed out and toweled. His backyard was almost all pool. Some previous owner had eschewed lawns and trees and went for the pool. Not much more than the walkway around the pool and a three-foot plant bed up against the fence made up the majority of the yard. He had a small patio at the back of the house.

Ever since he had bought the place he wondered what equipment they had used to dig the pool. The side yard leading to the front was only a few feet wide.

He went inside and headed upstairs for the shower.

Coming around the bed, he glanced out the window that had caused the discomfort of last Sunday. He had stood there, a Friday before and seen... Looking out now, he was jolted by the duplication. Ruth was in their backyard, hanging blankets. A couple Fridays back, she had been hanging sheets. But that was the only difference. She was down there wearing that sundress again.

She didn't look up.

Jake watched. Her movements seemed different, somehow. Less sure and slower than normal – as if she knew she was being watched. He leaned back a little, in case she looked up. But she didn't.

Had she heard me out in the pool? Decided to give me something to see again? Went out to hang her laundry when she heard me stop splashing around? He gazed at her pale skin. She might have been on the plain-side of pretty, but she had the milkiest, smoothest skin. She had very sexy legs – not thin, not thick, just very nicely shaped. He could see through her dress and admired her form. He felt himself start to harden.

Oh, fuck no. I'm not doing this. He turned abruptly away and set his mouth in determination. A shower. A cold one.

~ ~ ~

Sunday, Jake resisted the urge to even peek outside. He knew the Morgans were on their porch; they always were in the heat of the day.

Jake didn't need to be outside; he had put in air conditioning. Brett had laughed, saying there was no need for it here, but he was out on his shady porch.

Ruth is out there, too. He felt himself stir.

The knock on his front door disrupted that train of sensation immediately.

He got up from watching a financial show on cable TV. Peeking out the peephole, he saw Brett. Oh, shit. He opened the door.

Brett's intense face peered down at him. "Hey, buddy, you coming over? We got a cup set out for you."

He wasn't all that much taller than Jake – only two inches, but his enormous muscles made it seem like he hulked over everyone. "Oh, uh, I was watching TV—"

"Oh come on. TV? Come on over and shoot the breeze. A good cup of whiskey will wash all that TV crap out of your mind."

"Oh, well, I was thinking I shouldn't be drinking—"

He leaned in a little, his voice low. "Not wanting to be around Ruthie?"

Jake could feel the blush rise. "I, uh, really don't think I should be masturbating over your wife..."

He was nodding. "I see, I can tell her." Then he was shaking his head in disappointment.

Crap. She'll think I don't want to be around her because she's ugly. He blew out a sigh. "No, no, I'll come over. The programming on the weekend sort of sucks anyway."

Brett's face split into a grin. "There you go."

"I'm going to grab something, but I'll be right over."

He gave an upward nod and went back next door.

I guess I can just sit there and talk. I don't have to do anything else, right? Right. He went into the kitchen and poured himself a large iced tea. Tingles of expectation tickled his back and arms. Will she be wearing that sundress? Thoughts of her smooth legs tortured his mind. Suddenly, he wanted to go over there.

He hastened.

Climbing the steps to their porch, he raised his glass at both. Ruth was wearing a sundress, but not the same old one as the day before. This one was new, and shorter. His eyes were immediately drawn to the length of thigh displayed and he swallowed, hard. He also had to tear his eyes away. "Hey."

Ruth was smiling, studying his face.

Brett made a face. "Tell me you put something in that iced tea."

Jake sat in the extra chair. Brett was between him and Ruth, but he had a great view of her thighs. The material hung loosely, gathered in down between her thighs near her panties. He felt his cock stir. "No, just tea."

Ruth looked at him quizzically. "You don't want to relax?"

No, I'd love to run my hands all up and down your legs— "Uh, I was just thinking I probably don't need to drink."

Brett said to her, "I think he's embarrassed over spilling his guts last week."

Jake chuckled nervously. "Uh, yeah, something like that."

Ruth looked disappointed. "Don't be embarrassed if it was the truth."

He cleared his throat. "No..."

But the look of disappointment didn't go away.

Now I feel like a total fuck-nut. How do I extricate myself from this? "I just...never thought I'd find myself masturbating to a married woman with her husband's permission. It's kind of awkward, you know?"

The disappointment decreased. She said, "I thought it was great. I saw something I never expected to see: someone masturbating for me." Her words were soft.

Brett said, "You made my wife very happy. She talked about it all week."

Jake laughed. "You're kidding. Like about how funny it was?"

She looked horrified. "No."

That made him feel bad again.

Brett chuckled. "Like about how much she looked forward to seeing it again."

She smiled shyly. "I wore that old sundress yesterday."

Jake said nothing. Did she need to have affirmation from other men that she was sexy? The thought struck him in a new way. He looked at Ruth at that moment, reconsidering her. She definitely is sexy. She might have been on the better side of plain, but her shape and figure were almost mouth-watering. Her curly brunette waves hung simply, without any coiffing. Her brown eyes were large and inviting behind her glasses. Her face had that porcelain smooth paleness that could be seen on any depiction of a goddess.

Jake's cock began firming. Yes, take off the glasses, and she's beautiful. He opened his mouth in awe, and then filled the silence. "Yes, I noticed."

A smile played across her mouth. A little wider than normal on a woman, her lips looked soft and playful.

He ran a hand through his hair, ripping his look away. I shouldn't be looking at her like this; I need to think of Jennifer.

No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't keep his thoughts on his fiancé.

~ ~ ~

Brett said, "I got Ian coming over in a half hour to do some reps. He wants to try out my cable crossover."

Jake raised his eyebrows. Brett had equipment in his garage as a makeshift workout gym. "Ah? Maybe I should get back home—"

"No, I mean, maybe that would be a good time to give her your demonstration, again."

"Oh..." He shifted. Why do I suddenly want to whip it out and jack right in front of her? I thought I was going to avoid this?

He grinned and nudged Jake. "Ian and I won't be in the house."

His breathing quickened in a mixture of excitement, anticipation, nerves, and uncertainty. "Are you sure you want—"

Brett laughed. "Of course I am."

He looked at Ruth; her face was alight with eagerness. I can't say no, can I? I don't even want to say no. "Okay."

~ ~ ~

Jake went into the house with Ruth. Brett had lifted the garage door and began toying with weights. The big man had assured him that he and Ian wouldn't come in the house so he needn't worry about an embarrassing interruption.

Ruth looked nervous, but excited. She had a towel already folded on the couch.

He was already half-hard and his pulse thundered in his neck. But lust won out over embarrassment and he slid out of his jeans.

She was sitting on the couch again, smiling and looking at his briefs.

Jake felt the thrill of what he was going to do. I guess this isn't so bad. And Brett wants me to do it. Can it be so wrong? He pushed down his briefs. What about Jennifer?

Ruth's widening smile erased that thought.

His cock hardened fully under her stare. He could see she was delighted. Is this bad? If she really likes it, should I really be fighting it? Running from something so fun? He gripped his shaft and began masturbating. Pulses of blood surged in his erection as he stroked it.

She said, "Do you want any oil? We have some sesame oil..."

The idea made his erection flex. "Oh, yeah. That'd be nice." He let go and let it bob there. He was a good six feet away with the towel between them.

She got up and came back a moment later with a small bottle. She handed it to him with a suppressed smile of shyness.

He opened it and poured a tiny bit on his hand.

She took the cap and bottle as he smeared the oil over his dick. She said, "Would you mind maybe coming a little closer? Maybe do it from the side? My eyesight isn't what it used to be."

"Oh, sure."

She moved the towel lengthwise with the sofa and smiled up at him.

"Here?" He was at the edge of the towel and felt stupid about the question, but he was so close to her that he felt compelled to ask.

She nodded, her eyes large and eager.

He had a great view down the unbuttoned top part of her dress. The hanging swell of her left breast was visible as he stood at her right knee. He started stroking.

She reacted very visibly.

He could see her breathing quicken. Her eyes shone with an intensity that said she was enjoying seeing it up close. Her pulse raced in her neck and her chest moved with a shakiness that told him she was very excited.

Her reactions made him even harder. He slid his hand back and forth on his erection, not just giving her a show, but really enjoying it himself. This can't be bad. Brett likes it. She likes it, and I really like it. Why was I so worried they would think I was a freak? He began pumping his hips a little, counter-thrusting his fist.

Ruth sighed in wonder and squeezed her arms in on herself. Her fingers clawed her thighs.

The simple movement of her fingers spurred him on. "You really like seeing this?"

She nodded quickly. "It's so...sexy." She looked up at him with a smile. "Thank you."

Jake watched her gaze drop back down. A surge of satisfaction swept through him that this married woman was so eagerly looking at his display.

Without looking up, she said, "I really hope you don't think I'm weird for wanting to see this."

Wow, my thoughts in reverse, exactly. He chuckled. "You know, I worried about the same thing; that you all would think I was a freak."

She giggled, wide-eyed, her gaze snapping up to his eyes. "Oh, goodness, no. I was bothered by what you thought of me."

He shook his head. "I think you're great, Ruth."

She didn't look back down. "Great? Isn't that a word used by people to avoid saying what they really think?"

Ouch, she's right. "Well..."

Her countenance wilted.

Jake stopped stroking and suddenly sat next to her. He touched her knee briefly. "Look, I didn't mean it like you think. I'm sorry."

She didn't seem concerned at all that he was sitting so close. "Then what did you mean?"

He laughed in self-mockery. "I'm trying to be careful with what I say."

"Why?"

He tossed up his hands. "You're married. And Buddy Brett could pick me up and body slam me."

She leaned back in surprise. "You're afraid of him?"

No, that doesn't sound right. "No, I suppose not. But maybe I'm wary about pulling some dumb stunt and pissing him off. You're good neighbors—"

"So are you."

"I don't want to upset that."

Her smile was small. "I don't think you are."

He nodded. "Okay."

"So what do you really think of me?"

His cock had softened a little. It twitched in his lap.

She noticed and grinned down at it.

Fuck, should I say what I really think? He opened his mouth, but no words came out.

Her eyes were soft and inviting, if somewhat guarded. "Tell me."

"I think you're sexy."

She leaned back slowly. "Really?"

Jake nodded. Why not? "When I came up the porch earlier, the first thing I thought was that I wanted to run my hands all up and down your legs."

Her eyes sparkled and she suppressed a smile. "No way."

"I'm not kidding. I had to try to keep looking away."

"You don't have to look away."

"But your husband..."

"Oh. Hmm, right." She looked down into her lap at her hands. "Yes, maybe you're right. Though I think he might care more about his muscles than me."

"Aw, I wouldn't say that. He seems really concerned about making sure you're happy."

She didn't answer for several seconds. "Well. You can look at me whenever you want for however long you want." She searched his face with her eyes. "I think I've never heard anything more flattering."

Jake let her study his face.

She got a suspicious look. "You're not saying all this because you think Brett would beat you up if you didn't?"

He laughed and bounced back against the sofa. "Ha. No."

"Are you sure?"

"Ruth...no. I'm quite sure. I just don't want to come off like the freak across the street."

She shook her head. "I don't see you like that."

"How do you see me, then?" A toy to watch?

She locked her eyes onto his, though she appeared uncertain. "A handsome man who's said and done some very nice things for me."

The words echoed in Jake's soul with a warm welcome.




CHAPTER 4

Jake looked up at Jennifer. "That's a pretty wild-looking bracelet." It was a swirl design. Very pretty, he had to admit.

She beamed at him. "I love the swirls."

He looked down at the price. Eighteen thousand dollars for a bracelet? Wow, good thing I was sitting down for this. Would she be really happy if I bought this for her? I'd have to cash out some of my investment holdings.

She bounced on the balls of her feet. "I'd adore that on my wrist."

Yep, she really wants it. I'll need to make some adjustments tomorrow on my portfolio. He made his doubtful-investment face. "I'll have to chew this one over a bit."

Her smile lessened only slightly. She twisted a little back and forth. "Okay."

Jake pursed his lips and frowned. It was a good facial indication used by all the TV media talking heads to show serious consideration. It worked beautifully on Jennifer.

She smiled a little wider, a hint of hope passing over her features. "So... Are you up for any sexy bed-stuff?"

I squirted for Ruth earlier, sorry. He felt bad. "I've been feeling a bit off, today, really." He pouted up at her.

She tilted her head a little as if considering. "Oh, that's okay. If you don't feel well."

"Maybe next Sunday I'll be all raring to go."

She dropped down onto the sofa next to him and hugged him. "I can't wait for the wedding. I'll be able to mother you properly. Make you soup." She kissed his nose.

The domestication will be nice. A stable house, stable finances and the promise of kids in the near future – if my seed gets into her at the right time. But they weren't trying very hard – only on Sundays. She hadn't missed any periods.

How will I handle masturbating for Ruth? Will it have to end? I had fun today watching her watch me shoot my load out onto the towel. What's going to happen? Should that side of me come to an end?

~ ~ ~

Jake transferred the funds required and used the debit card to make the order for the bracelet. He was amused that the bracelet was in stock, though many of the lesser items were made-to-order. They probably don't run out of the high-ticket items as often as the cheaper stuff.

Delivery was promised Wednesday with two-day shipping.

It will be a surprise for Friday night. She can wear it dancing at The Silverlight. What would the Morgans think of this kind of purchase? Would Ruth even consider accepting such a gift, much less wear it? The woman didn't wear jewelry.

A man leaned into his doorway.

Jake looked up and smiled. "Arthur, come on in." He waved to the chairs. "I have a couple of puts for you to consider while the market sinks..."

~ ~ ~

Jake felt accomplished. Bracelet in hand on Wednesday, he prided himself on an efficient transaction. He looked forward to seeing the expression of surprise on Jennifer's face.

He was watching a financial show and getting nothing out of it. The talking heads at their half-moon table were all saying the same things as the previous crash – that it wasn't really a crash. They either were shameless enough to ignore they were all wrong the last time or were told what to say by the network managers.

He guessed the latter because each one made fun of those who suggested it really was a crash. No one can be this stupid all of the time – not even a rock. He sighed and turned off the TV. Useless trash.

With a simple press of a button, his thoughts snapped not to Jennifer and the upcoming presentation of the bracelet, but rather the Morgans next door. A thrill tingled through him at the thought of Sunday. Previously he had set himself against repeating something he had thought embarrassing. But it wasn't embarrassing after it had come out and they had encouraged him to demonstrate. So, I'm a little kinky behind my good looks and glasses, and so are they behind their normalcy. It fit like a puzzle piece hinting at a much bigger picture. That puzzle piece felt comfortable.

He leaned back more on the sofa and daydreamed of stroking for Ruth. He pondered what made it so fun. Was it the private act exposed to others? He certainly wouldn't want to jack for Brett or the pervert Benjamin. Would Jennifer ever watch him masturbate? Doubtful - she always wanted to get down to the business of getting pregnant.

I wonder what Brett and Ruth do? She had said he was too big, but did she mean it?

Thoughts in bed later began to make him hard. She likes my size. Ruth had said it was perfect. What's perfect? Its color? Length? Shape? Thickness? The woman had not said. But he had seen the wondrous smile on her face as she had stared at it. He hardened fully. He reached a hand down and began playing with himself. He slept naked – no reason to worry about having someone see him in his own home. He stroked, thinking of doing it for Ruth.

The image of her soft eyes, magnified by her glasses, flashed in his head. He stroked more fully – long strokes up and down the shaft. Yeah, you like my cock, don't you? I'll give you all six thick inches, baby. The sudden shock of his thoughts were a jolt of orgasmic eruption. He gasped in surprise as his cock swelled and shot his sperm in rapid ejections.

He groaned, half relieved and half disappointed; he had not wanted to finish. He laid an arm over his head and laughed.




CHAPTER 5

Jake showed their driver's licenses to the gentleman at the door of The Silverlight.

Jennifer was wearing a slinky black number that perfectly accentuated her model body. She wore a simple gold necklace with a Star of David on it. She looked stunning.

Sitting in a booth, they ordered a light plate of chicken fingers with a honey-mustard dip. Two cocktails to accompany.

Jake was leaning forward, smiling at her. He felt proud to have such a fine woman at his table, on his arm, and later, moving together on the dance floor. "Jennifer."

She had been looking around at the people. "Hmm?"

With a lopsided smile, he slid the silk pouch across the table.

A sudden delight lit her eyes and her mouth spread into a grin of pleasure. "Something for me?"

He leaned back, waiting – watching her expression.

She unzipped the pouch and slowly pulled out the bracelet. Her eyes were ablaze with joy.

He relaxed, smiling wider.

She ran her fingers lightly over the workmanship.

Jake had been impressed at how beautiful the thing looked. But for the price, he figured it had better look stunning.

"Oh... Thank you. Thank you." She undid the clasp and settled it over her wrist. With deft fingers, she brought the clasp back together and snapped it into place.

He gave an imperceptible nod. Money well-spent. It looks beautiful on a beautiful woman.

She stared at it for several minutes, turning her wrist and smiling.

After eating and a few sips of cocktail, they headed to the dance floor. They set their glasses down on one of the metal lamp tables by an empty couch; booths were for eating and had to be given up when done.

Jake moved with her, dancing lightly to the music. She wore a very pleased smile and he thought she looked even better with the bracelet; it made him feel good.

After the dance, they sat and finished their drinks.

Jennifer said, "One more?" It was what they did: two drinks; dancing; and then home.

He snaked a fifty out of his pants pocket. He didn't carry a wallet. "Here you go."

She plucked the fifty and swished her way to the bar.

The man from the previous week – the rich one – approached her as she waited.

Jake frowned. What are you up to, guy? Move on. He stood and moved down to the short area around the dance floor. Small groupings of plants surrounded it and he stood near to one, observing the dancers while listening to Jennifer and the man.

"Thank you," she said.

Silence for a second.

The man said, "That's a rather small bracelet for someone like you."

Jennifer laughed nervously. "Oh, this? I didn't want to wear anything too flashy here."

Jake frowned again. Hey... An odd jangle of nerves twisted in him.

The man's voice was smooth and confident. "You should be wearing something twice that size. I wouldn't allow you out wearing something like that."

Jake peeked through the leaves.

Jennifer was standing there, open-mouthed. But she brought her lips together as if rubbing her lipstick. "I haven't been able to find a reliable jeweler—"

"I know one. Excuse me? My party is waiting."

She turned her head and watched him go.

Jake used the opportunity to go back to the sofa. He was sitting as she approached with the drinks. She did not appear to consider where he had gone and her face wore an expression of concentration. 

He said, "Nice man compliment you again?"

She jerked as if startled from her thoughts. "Hmm? Oh, yes. He commented on my bracelet."

"Ah, liked it, did he?"

She handed him his drink. "Yes."

Why did you lie? "Nice of him."

They weren't three sips into their cocktails when the man approached them. His walk was almost feline it was so smooth. It broadcast power. Jake saw it instantly: bank presidents moved that way. Corporate executives. They glided with smooth efficiency. Lesser men seemed almost brutal in the way they walked, almost as if they were stomping. Jake wasn't sure where he fit into that kind of walk. Power? Or brutish?

The man was handsome, certainly, but not as handsome as Jake. However, he wore the confidence that said he was not only comfortable with his looks, but everything about himself.

Jennifer stiffened next to him.

The man smiled at Jake. "I believe I must have the honor of dancing with the most beautiful woman here. If you would?"

Jake stood abruptly and met him eye-to-eye.

There was no flinching or hesitation to the man; he met Jake's eyes.

They considered each other without shame or fear. Whether or not the man cared if Jake was weak or strong in will, he didn't know. He gave a short nod. "Of course."

The man's smile did not change, though his eyes registered a change Jake could not decipher. The man extended his arm, palm down, offering a shake. "Trevor Gorman."

Jake looked at the hand and was instantly insulted. A palm-down handshake offering meant Trevor thought Jake was a lesser man. A real man-to-man shake between equals came straight in so neither hand was turned up or down. To shake the man's hand as offered meant Jake would admit he was a weaker man. Instead, he moved his hand in straight, making contact between Trevor's thumb and finger.

Jake knew the man would recognize the move. He would have to twist his hand to the equal position or maintain his palm-down offer and manipulate a very awkward shake.

Trevor's hand didn't change. They shook in a very awkward grip. Neither did his face register the uncomfortable shake.

The man turned to Jennifer and held out his hand in more of an equal position, open and gentle. "Trevor Gorman."

She put her hand in his. "Jennifer Anderson."

Jake noticed her hand shaking.

Trevor said, "I want to dance with you."

Jake raised an eyebrow. For all the poise wealthy people had, when it came to their desires, they sounded more brutish than a caveman.

Trevor led her away without her saying anything.

Jake sat back down and finished his drink.

~ ~ ~

Saturday was a swimming day, like normal, except that it was sprinkling.

Jake didn't care. He felt as if a good two hour swim would wash off whatever it was he was feeling from the previous night.

Did she really think my gift was barely worth wearing to The Silverlight? Or had she just said that to the man in embarrassment? And why did she lie to me that Trevor had liked it?

He found no answers, no matter where in the pool he swam. He swam harder, going for speed - back and forth, one end to the other. His heart thumped hard, and his breathing was a smooth pumping of air. His end-kicks against the edge propelled him forcefully back the other way.

Then he found himself treading water, not realizing he had stopped. He felt good, if somewhat puzzled at what had caused him to stop swimming. He realized he was done; his limbs were thrumming with energy and that hint of exhaustion. He moved slowly to get out.

Panting, he toweled off.

Heading inside, he wondered if Ruth would be out with laundry on a day ripe with drizzle and sprinkles.

She was not out back.




CHAPTER 6

Sunday, Jake wondered if the Morgans would have their regular porch-sitting. Rain beat down outside in fits of strength and hints of weakness. Wind blew and spattered drops loudly against the windows at the back of the house.

Benjamin won't be having any kids to beat off to. Sick fuck.

He didn't want to watch any financial programs. The talking heads were in full denial mode. He wondered if it was some kind of collusion between those who really controlled the market and those who owned the majority of the media networks. He had heard some wild conspiracy theories about that.

Everything's okay, spend your money investing in losing stocks? One part of him said that purposely bankrupting people diminished the market, but he also knew for every loser, there was a winner.

A transfer of wealth? The rich get richer and the poor get poorer? Slaves for the super-wealthy?

Thunder began booming in the distance.

The knock on his door was a welcome surprise; he had been trying to be interested in a Science Channel program about British scientists who used transcranial magnetic stimulation to remove belief in God. It was being promoted as an excellent method to promote Atheism and reduce opposition to immigration problems.

It was Brett. Big Buddy said, "Hey, we aren't porch-sitting, but you can come over."

A thrill snaked easily through his limbs. But what are you going to be doing? "Oh..."

"Ian is coming over again. We're going to do some reps to the storm." He winked. "You won't be bothered."

Jake looked beyond him. The rain was falling very slanted. The Morgans' garage door being open wouldn't be facing the rain. He gave the muscle-head a smile. "Sure, if she still wants to see me—"

"She does."

Jake pursed his lips. "Are you okay with it? It's kind of odd—"

"I'm all right with it." He twisted his head a little as if relieving stress or stretching a sore neck muscle. "I'll admit I was blown away by the fact you did, but I think it's great someone jacks off over my wife and I like that you're willing to show her. Builds up her confidence."

He nodded once, uncertain. "I'm not creating any problems?"

"Fuck no, she's been very happy recently. Not that she was unhappy before, but you can see that glow in her eyes, now."

"And that doesn't bother you?"

"Hey, it's raining out here. Are we going to play touchy-feely all day?"

Jake snorted and held up his hands. "I'm just making sure."

Brett frowned. "If I had a problem with it, I wouldn't be inviting you over. Now, if you don't mind? It's cold out here."

He chuckled. "All right, all right."

The big man grunted and lifted a hand in a wave.

Jake watched him trot across the yard and into theirs. Sure, buddy, I'll jack for your wife. Gladly.

~ ~ ~

Ruth let him in.

"Hey," he said.

Her smile was welcoming and curious. "Hi."

He saw the towel and bottle of oil already on the couch.

She had shut the door and came around him, turning to him. "Are you all right?"

"Hmm? Yes, what do you mean?"

"Brett said you were acting funny."

Jake chuckled. "Acting funny? I was just making sure he was okay with everything."

Her eyes sparkled. "Oh."

"I don't want to create any problems."

She glanced at the side wall, where the garage would be. "I don't think there's anything..."

"Yeah, he said he was okay with it all."

She shrugged. "Then why are you so concerned with it?"

Jake recalled Friday night and the seemingly innocent dance Trevor and Jennifer had shared. "I don't want to have your husband thinking I'm moving in on you." Is that what I'm feeling with Jennifer? But it was just a dance. She had danced with a few men when they were out both before they started going to The Silverlight and after. She had danced with two other men their first night there.

Ruth tilted her head. "I don't think he thinks that."

Jake shrugged. "It's kind of fun, but the arrangement is a little out of the norm."

"Sure, based on what we see."

"Hmm?"

Ruth folded her arms under her breasts, then lifted a hand as if to point at the ceiling. She twirled a finger. "How do we know what goes on behind closed doors? I think this is pretty tame."

"But..."

She looked at him curiously. "But what? You think you were the only man on the entire planet who masturbated in private over some woman?"

"Well, I mean that this is directly involved. I'm not next door doing it hidden."

"And so? Isn't this better?"

"I, uh...guess it is." Jake frowned.

"Why would you want to hide it? I wouldn't want you to hide it."

He tossed up his hands. "It's not like every husband on the block would want some man masturbating over his wife. You don't just go knocking on doors and asking if you can have a private stroke-moment with a guy's wife."

"No, but you know us. It's different." She sat on the couch. She was wearing the newer sundress with the short hemline.

Jake licked his lips before he knew he was doing it while she watched.

A flicker of a smile flashed across her lips. "You like these dresses?"

He drew in a shaky sigh. "Not particularly, except that you look sexy in them."

Her teeth shined shyly white in her mouth. "Does it help you when you're masturbating?"

Jake was removing his jeans. "Uh, yeah. For sure."

Her smile widened. She unfolded the towel and laid it out on the floor. She looked up as she did, getting a close look at his hardening cock. She blushed.

Jake heard Ian's truck pull into the driveway. He oiled up and started stroking.

Ruth sat back, the smile still on her face and her blush deepening. She touched the hem of her dress. "So... Does this help?" She lifted the hem.

He saw her panties. He groaned out loud, his heart suddenly hammering as if he had just swam for an hour. "Yes."

She giggled and dropped the hem. She lifted her hands and undid the only fastened button. She plucked at the collar and placket, giving him glimpses of the soft swell of her boobs.

He groaned again, almost in a pant.

She looked up at him with a look of wonder on her face. "You really do like it?"

"Uh huh." He stroked faster.

She lowered her chin a little and looked at him over the top of her glasses. "Do you mind if I look a little closer?"

"No, not at all."

She scooted forward to the edge of the couch. Her knees parted wide, one behind him and the other in front. She brought her face a forearm's length close, studying his erection.

He chuckled nervously. "Do you like it?"

Her eyes went large and she nodded quickly.

He was shaking. Her position on the couch with her spread legs, flash of panties and his better view down her open top of the sundress started him panting.

She said, "Do you...mind if I..."

"What?"

She glanced at the wall towards the garage. Her three words were rushed and hushed. "Play with myself?"

He let go of his cock. A surge of excitement had made it super-sensitive at her words. "Yeah, sure. Go ahead." He laughed in amazement. But tendrils of worry and danger snaked through his mind. What if Brett comes in?

Her eyes were crossed, looking at his cock, as she slid her hand down her panties. Her fingers began moving.

He gripped himself again and stroked slowly.

She sighed, mouth open. "It's so beautiful."

"But it's not massive like your husband's."

She made a face. "It's too big and he likes to be rough. Thinks it's all manly or something. Like he's pumping iron."

"You don't like it?"

"What, his thing or his method? Neither, really." Her hand stopped moving.

"I meant his dick."

"It's too big; it hurts. He rams it in too deep. If I wanted to feel like my stomach was bruised all the time, I would've taken up boxing."

"Oh, sorry to hear that."

She twisted her lips and shook her head. "I'm glad you like doing this; it's fun." Her hand began moving again.

He grinned. "I'm glad you like watching it. Sure beats doing it from my bedroom window."

She laughed. But it was replaced quickly by a sigh as she watched.

Jake's eyes were glued to her moving panties.

She noticed, and with a mischievous grin, pulled her panties out a little. He got a good look at her fingers rubbing her clit. He could see some of her pussy lips. She was trimmed neatly.

He gasped and let go of his shaft. "Oh, wow." His breathing quickened again into a full pant. He glanced at the front door and the wall sharing the garage.

She said, "Don't worry; he won't come in."

"I hope not. I think I'd be the one in trouble."

She laughed nervously. "Oh, I don't know. He'd probably flex his muscles at me, not you."

Jake started stroking again.

She said, "You liked the peek?"

He nodded.

She let her mouth fall open and her eyes partly shut. She pulled her top out so he could see down.

He sighed, moving a little closer to look down her dress. "Very nice."

"They're starting to sag."

"They look beautiful." And they did. He guessed her age in her late thirties or maybe even early forties; he wasn't sure. "How old are you?"

Her open-mouthed breathing turned into a smile. "Forty-one."

He raised his eyebrows. "No kidding? I'm forty-one in November."

"You can't be forty."

"I am."

"You look like you're thirty-five, at the most."

"Nonsense."

She laughed. "You getting a good look down my dress?"

"Yes, thank you."

"That helps?" She glanced down at his moving hand.

"Heck, yeah."

She looked over at the wall again and then spread her knees wider. "No one said I couldn't play." She pulled her panties aside and began rubbing herself openly. She dipped two fingers down and stuffed them up inside herself. Her eyes were glued to his erection.

Jake took a shaky sigh. "Wow, that's hot."

She snapped her eyes up to his. "You think so?"

"Uh huh. I guess I can understand how much you like seeing this."

"Because you like seeing me do this?"

He nodded.

She smiled brightly. "Well, we share something in common."

He flexed his cock in his hand and squeezed.

Her eyes were moving, following his hand and looking over every inch of his shaft. "Wow, that looks so nice. You really don't mind masturbating for me?"

"Nope."

"Seriously?"

"Seriously."

"Well, I hope you'll do this for me every Sunday."

Jake didn't answer right away. Would I be able to do this and still marry Jennifer? I don't think I want to stop doing this; it's too much fun. "I..."

"Worried about your fiancé?"

Thunder boomed outside. Both of them looked towards the door.

He sighed with relief Brett wasn't charging in. "But I don't want to stop doing this."

"Then don't; it can be our secret."

He chuckled. "I'm not sure she wouldn't wonder why I came over every Sunday for a half hour without her."

Her face fell. "Oh. You really love her?"

"Yes." I do, don't I?

She was nodding. "Well, that's just great. Nothing against what you feel for her, but I finally get to see something fun like this and it's going to get snatched away."

"Maybe I'll be able to find some time."

She pursed her lips, her fingers moving faster. She opened her mouth to say something, then closed it.

Jake saw the indecision. "What?"

She looked up at him sheepishly. "Can I... Can I touch it?"

The alarm must have shown on his face. He looked around the living room. "Is that a good idea?"

Her words were breathless. "I want to feel it."

Well, what the hell do I say to a woman who wants to touch my dick? "Sure, I guess."

She didn't take her eyes from the prize. She slowly reached up a hand as he pulled his away.

Jake shuddered deliciously when her hand wrapped around his shaft. Her skin was cool against his hot flesh. He moaned when she began moving her hand in a back and forth motion. Oh, fuck. Ruth is masturbating me and it feels wonderful.

She stroked him so slowly it was as if she was relishing the feel of him rather than trying to get him to finish. Her other hand was thrusting as many fingers as she could get into her pussy.

He tensed, feeling the onrush of sensation and tingles that said he was going to cum. She's fucking me with her hand. So good, so very good... He groaned loud, his butt clenching and his hips pushing forward. His eyes roamed over her face, her hands, her breasts flashing in and out of view, her thighs and her pussy.

It was too much. His cock swelled up and blew. Streams of cum shot out, landing well beyond the towel.

Her mouth was dropped open, her hand still moving, as she watched him erupt.




CHAPTER 7

Jake couldn't get the event out of his mind. He dreamt about it. He daydreamed about it. His heart thumped in response every time. His dick awoke several times in response.

I need to get a grip. He sat at his desk Monday morning. Or she does. He felt his cock stir.

Sighing at his brainless head, he snatched up his cell phone and pushed Jennifer's number.

Her voice seemed subdued. "Hello, there."

"Hi, what's going on?"

"Nothing much."

"We have reservations again for Friday?" He didn't know because she hadn't come over the previous night.

"No, I've got a cold. I didn't make any for this week."

He wasn't sure how he felt about that. "Aw..."

"Maybe next week."

"Yeah, no problem. I hope you feel better."

After the call, he frowned at his phone. Had she come down sick from The Silverlight? She had sounded slightly nasally.

Then his thoughts returned to Ruth and her hand touching his dick. He began hardening again. Fuck. I'm going to drive myself nuts.

He clicked into a portfolio and checked its progress.

~ ~ ~

The week went by with no calls from Jennifer. Which was just as well since Jake couldn't get his mind away from Ruth touching him. He jacked his dick all over the house when he got home each day, remembering the feel of her skin on his. He dreamt about fucking her twice, and awoke each time on the verge of orgasm.

Wednesday was so bad that he selected a counselor from the phone book and set up an appointment for the following Monday.

Friday was pure torture. I really wish Jennifer hadn't been sick; dancing would have taken my mind off all this. Will Ruth want to touch it again? Will I be able to give up the feel of her hand on my cock when I marry Jennifer? This is so fucked.

He paced all evening. He thought about diving into the pool fully clothed and getting an extra workout; his brain needed relief.

What's Ruth doing next door? Thinking of me? Playing cards with her friends and not thinking about me at all? A sick feeling flowed through him. Am I being used? And if I am, is that so bad?

Saturday, he swam. The rain was gone. The sky was blue and colder. He looked out the window after his swim, but Ruth wasn't outside and neither was any laundry.

He felt disappointed and a hollowness opened up in him that made him worry. Am I slipping into something dangerous? Wanting to see and jack for another man's wife? This can't be good.

Sunday had every nerve in Jake's body on edge. He wanted to run over there as soon as he was done with his shower. But he waited, pacing some more. Maybe the counselor can fix me tomorrow. He paced circles around his dining room table. But not before today.

He began peeking out the window to try to see their porch starting at noon. Sometimes they would be out there before, sometimes later: depended on the warmth of the day. It was not particularly hot out this Sunday.

Ian would be showing up around 1:30 to pump weights. Jake watched out the window until he saw movement on the Morgans' porch. Limbs shaking with excitement, he went out front.

He crossed over to their yard.

Brett was saying. "He's one twisted fuck, jacking off."

Oh shit, me? He paused, then climbed the steps under their watchful eyes. The excitement he felt evaporated and each step felt like leaden weights multiplying on his feet.

Both of them were scowling.

Jake was at a loss. He thought everything was okay. Are these weird people or something? All promoting me jacking and now turning around and saying I'm sick? "I, uh... Maybe I should go."

The scowls deepened.

Ruth almost looked angry.

Brett said, "What the fuck are you talking about? Sit your ass down and have some whiskey."

"Hey, I only did what you both wanted—"

"What are you talking about?" Brett looked ready to bend iron.

"You think I'm twisted for jacking off to your wife?"

Brett coughed and shook his head. "What the fuck?"

Jake pointed to his yard. "I heard you coming over—"

Brett jerked his head back and waved him silent. "Shut up and sit down; we were talking about sicko across the street."

Jake turned. Benjamin was in his window, looking frantically up and down the street. His arm was moving.

"Sit and have some whiskey."

He drew in a shaky sigh. Fuck, what am I into? His arms and legs were quivering. "Yeah, I think I will have some."

Brett handed him a cup. "That jackass over there starts slobbering over a boy on a bicycle. The kid couldn't have been more than eight. Makes me want to go rip his dick off and stuff it down his own throat."

Jake chuckled with nervous relief. "I think I'd help."

Ruth said, "You're a good man, Jake Donalds."

He took a large sip of whiskey, his limbs still jittery with panic.

She was wearing the old sundress with the longer hem.

Does she not want a demonstration today? Getting sick of me?

Brett said, "You're out a little early today."

"Oh, well..."

He clapped him on the shoulder. "Excited to give her your little show?"

His grin was annoying. Jake sighed and shrugged.

Ruth was smiling at him.

Brett said, "She's been looking forward to it all week. Keep up the good work."

Uh...? I guess it's all okay again? Or was it bad? Or something? I'm confused. "Sure, of course."

The muscle-man laughed.

Jake shook his head, trying to clear his confusion. What the fuck is wrong with me? He took another large sip of whiskey.

Ruth said, "I wish someone would run that fat fuck over." She was looking across the street.

Feeling the buzzing approach of courage, Jake said, "Maybe they can shoot him up with a pedophilia vaccine."

Brett snorted. "Yeah, right. A vaccine."

"Hey, don't think it too far-fetched."

"Not gonna happen."

Jake frowned. "I don't see why not; the pentagon developed and tested a vaccine against religious beliefs almost twenty years ago."

Brett looked at him with annoyance. "What the fuck are you talking about? A vaccine against religion?"

He nodded. "It exists and was successful."

Ruth looked troubled. "How do you know about this?"

Brett was shaking his head. "Hey, I thought it was all cool that you wanted to jack your little dick for my wife, but this tinfoil conspiracy kookery—"

Jake shrugged. "There's a leaked pentagon video of a presentation detailing the success of the vaccine. They called it the funvax."

The muscle-head squinted at him. "You're shitting me."

Jake brought his leg up, resting his ankle on his knee. He watched the fat man across the street for a second. "I used to think the same: tinfoil kookery and little green Martians. But a former state department employee said something to the effect that no matter how tinfoil conspiracy-minded you are, what the government is doing is far, far worse than you can imagine."

Brett had nothing to say, though he looked as troubled as Ruth.

She said, "Somehow, I believe it."

Jake dropped his foot down and leaned forward, looking sideways at both. He held his cup out and his other hand as if explaining a set of parameters. "Good people don't want to believe in bad things. It's easy to scoff and ignore so we don't have to face the evil around us."

Her look was appraising. "You really are a good man."

"Sometimes I want to just close out my dealings with the outside and stay in my own little bubble. Stay in my house."

Brett grunted. "Why don't you? I'd love to move to California."

Ruth rolled her eyes.

Jake gave him a funny look. "Why there? That state is screwed up the ass, socially. The government there is bat-shit crazy."

Brett was shaking his head. "Lots of fitness freaks there. My kind of people. Thought about opening my own gym."

Ruth was still shaking her head. "I'm not moving there. This is my house and I'm not leaving it."

Jake raised his eyebrows. "Your house?"

"It's been in the family for three generations now. My grandfather bought it for six thousand dollars."

He laughed. "No kidding? That's great."

"I grew up here."

Brett was looking across the street. "And living across from that."

Jake said, "You'll find those people in California, too."

"They're more enlightened."

"If that's the kind of enlightenment they celebrate, then I want to forever remain in the dark ages. Maybe Benjamin should move to California." He leaned back and sipped his whiskey.




CHAPTER 8

Jake removed his jeans and briefs.

Ruth said, "Brett has a bug about California; you can't tell him anything against it."

He shrugged. "You two seem so different..."

She smiled, her eyes magnified behind her glasses. "I know." She handed him the oil.

"How did you two come to get together?"

Her smile widened and she gave a slow shrug. "Fresh out of high school, I guess I was enamored with his muscles."

"He had all those back then?"

She laughed. "No, not as much. But he was built and looked like a romance novel model. He had the shoulders and rippling abs."

Jake looked down. "My abs don't ripple."

She covered her mouth, her eyes shining bright. "No, but you're sexy as all get out."

"Me?" But he knew he was. "Compared to Brett?"

She made a face. "He was done shaping his body a decade ago. Or more. It's too much now."

He started stroking. "Should I get rippling abs?"

She rolled her eyes with long experience. "Oh, please don't. Your stomach is taut enough as it is and yes, I can see some ripples there."

Jake snorted.

She said, "So..."

"Hmm?"

She lifted the hem of her dress.

He was grinning, anxious to see her play with herself.

She wasn't wearing panties.

No wonder she wore the longer dress today. His mouth dropped open.

She said, "Does this help more?"

"Uh huh." He was nodding. He turned to her a little, stroking slowly.

"I love the way you do that."

"What?"

"Jack yourself. It really looks like you enjoy it."

"I do; it feels good. And I like doing it while looking at you."

"You'd jack like that over anyone."

He shook his head. "No. You're beautiful."

"I've seen your fiancé; I'm not beautiful like her."

"That's different."

She gave him a suffering look. "Sure it is. She has the beauty; I don't."

"No, really. It's different. Her beauty is carefully constructed."

She raised an eyebrow. "You jack for her, don't you?"

"Never once."

She barked a short laugh. "Her loss."

"She doesn't have the raw sexuality you do." Uh... Should I have said that?

"Me?"

"Yep. It radiates from you like heat. Sorry, maybe I shouldn't have said that."

"No, you can say it. You really think I'm beautiful? I wear these clunky glasses."

He chuckled. "They certainly accentuate your eyes."

She sniffed.

"I wouldn't be jacking for you if you weren't pretty."

She blushed and said nothing. She ran her fingers over her pussy and began playing.

Jake turned straight to her and stroked, his cock aiming between her legs and his vision looking down at his cock and her pussy below it. Even though some distance separated their two crotches, he saw his cock as if it were touching her pussy lips. He groaned and pushed his erection through his fist.

She said, "Can I touch it again?"

They both looked around nervously.

He started to shake. "Yes, sure. Please."

She giggled. "I'm the one that should be begging."

"No, really. I've been thinking about it all week." The truth can't hurt, can it?

"No kidding? So have I." She reached up and gripped his shaft in her soft hand. She started sliding her hand down the shaft as he flexed.

He sighed with relief. "That feels so good."

She licked her lips.

He imagined rubbing his cock all over her face and gasped with surprise as she leaned forward quickly and sucked the head of his shaft into her mouth. Her wet mouth on his skin was electrifying. He tensed up almost on the balls of his feet.

Her tongue swirled and she sucked with her mouth. Then her head leaned forward and he felt her mouth taking more of his shaft.

He glanced worriedly at the door. What if Brett comes in? This could be a disaster. "Maybe we shouldn't do this. What if your husband—"

She pulled her mouth off. "He won't come in." Her mouth slid over his cock again.

Objections met pleasure and melted in the face of the sensations coursing through him from her mouth. He looked down at her as her lips slid along his shaft. He sighed raggedly.

Her head began moving energetically, her mouth now accustomed to his size and shape.

Oh fuck, Ruth is sucking my cock. Fuck, yes.

She let go of her pussy and gripped his hips, pulling and sucking hard.

Jake couldn't control anything, especially not the onrush of his orgasm. He panted and groaned louder. His arms shook with nerves and he kept glancing at the door. It would be just perfect if he opened the door now, wouldn't it? Total catastrophe. But the crashing rush overtook him.

Ruth moaned around his dick and sucked even harder.

Jake was stunned. He figured she would pull off and have him squirt on the towel. She wants to swallow? He felt the uncertainty of her doing it and being found like this twisted together in a small form of panic. But the first convulsing blast that shot into her mouth took away his fear. His orgasm overwhelmed all else. He shot his sperm into her sucking mouth in a grunting release of relief as her husband was outside on the other side of the wall.

She held him in her mouth, even after he was done, slowly sucking and moving her mouth.

He felt the panic return. Okay, okay, we took the risk; let's not push it. He pulled away from her.

She looked up at him with warmth and something that looked like triumph. The satisfied smile on her face hinted at other things. "Was that okay?"

He laughed incredulously. "Yes, but..."

"I told you he wasn't going to come in."

"How can you be sure? What if he has to go to the bathroom?"

"I doubt it."

Jake shook his head. Doubt was an awful thing upon which to base trust.

~ ~ ~

Monday's appointment was nothing like he expected. Plagued all night with thoughts of Ruth and her mouth and her lack of panties, he had been unable to sleep well. He had even jacked his dick again in the middle of the night, thinking of her.

A woman came out of the door and scowled at him. Some patient or client. Whatever you call people who need help.

Nadine leaned out of her door. "Jake Donalds?"

He got up. He hadn't been sure what to expect, but the woman was ugly. Frighteningly ugly. Her long blonde hair was brushed back in silky waves, but her face was a death-mask. Either the woman applied too much of something to remove dead skin or too much of something else to make it look taut. Wrinkle remover? Her face looked like a wax mask of shininess.

He sat on a couch she indicated. Part of her office looked like a living room. It had a couch, coffee table with magazines on it, a lampstand and lamp, and a large leather chair that she sat in.

She looked at him with a cool look that said she knew he wanted her.

I don't know if I'm giving any kind of look, lady, but I'm not impressed. He cleared his throat.

She wrote a few things down. "You told me you are having some relationship problems. Why don't you describe them? With who? And are you married or divorced?"

"I'm engaged."

"Okay."

"And I have this neighbor."

"Tell me the names of your fiancé and neighbor?"

"Jennifer is who I'm engaged to, and Brett and Ruth are my neighbors."

She was writing. "Okay. Tell me about what you think could be a problem."

"I, uh...got slightly tipsy one Sunday and admitted to Brett and Ruth that I masturbated."

Her look was neutral. "An odd admission."

"Well, we had been talking about the pedophile across the street and Ruth had said no one would masturbate over her. I accidentally said that I already had."

A stoniness came over the death-mask. "You said this to try to seduce her?"

"No. It was an accident."

"And Brett heard this?"

"Of course, he was sitting between us."

She wrote. "I see. What was his reaction?"

"He thought it was great."

She tapped her pen on the pad. "Great?"

"Yeah, he slapped my back and everything."

She blinked rapidly several times with a small shake of her head. "So what do you think is the problem?"

"He, uh..."

"Go on." She said it with relish, as if expecting something worth of a Jerry Springer show.

"He wanted me to show Ruth."

"Show her?"

"Yes, he thought it would be respectful to her if I showed her what I did in private because it basically involved her."

Nadine tilted her head. "I see." She wrote. "And what did Ruth think?"

"She wanted to see it."

A slight lift of fake eyebrows and a quick scratching of pen. Her stoniness softened. "And did you show her?"

"I did."

She nodded. "And Ruth enjoyed this? You don't think you pushed yourself on her and she didn't really want to see your dirty little secret?"

"No, she practically begged. She kept doubting anyone would masturbate over her."

Some writing. "I see nothing wrong there if Ruth wanted to see it. How did your fiancé react?"

"Well, that's just it; I haven't told her."

The stoniness returned. "So you're keeping secrets from someone to whom you've made vows."

"We're not married yet."

Nadine slowly thrust her chin forward, a smug look on her death-mask. "Engagement is as good as marriage. So you cheated on Jennifer." She wrote some more.

"How can I cheat if we aren't married—"

She shook her head. "Men. Do you ever consider things before you justify cheating with excuses?"

Jake didn't know what to say.

She wrote some more. "Do you love Jennifer?"

"Of course." Do I? Don't I? I bought her the bracelet. I gave her the engagement ring.

"And yet you're whipping it out for some other woman."

"But she wanted it."

"Ruth."

"Yes."

She shifted her head in dismissal. "That's okay. It's the woman's choice."

"But it's wrong because of Jennifer?" He was confused.

"Of course. You made a commitment to her. She deserves your loyalty. I have personal experience with this. A woman deserves total commitment to the promises you men have given. Trust is key to the relationship. So what do you think is the problem?"

He raised his hands. "I can't get Ruth off my mind. I'm trying to focus on Jennifer, but—"

"Do you ever do things with Jennifer? Or is she just a convenient sex object—"

Jake scowled. "Yes, I do things with her. I dance with her on Fridays—"

More writing.

"I bought her a tennis bracelet."

Nadine looked up. "As a way to assuage your guilt?"

"No. She wanted one."

"Something little to toss her way while you're tossing one for Ruth?"

"It was eighteen thousand dollars."

Her face softened again. "I see." She wrote something.

"There's more, though."

She looked up, stoniness returning. "Go ahead."

"A couple Sundays ago, Ruth wanted to touch it."

Writing.

"She sort of gave me a handjob."

"You didn't force her to touch you?" The disgust in her voice said she expected she knew the truth.

"No, she asked."

Her face softened and she wrote. "I see nothing wrong there."

Jake took a deep breath. "But yesterday was even worse."

Nadine's words were sharp. "Tell me."

"She asked to touch it again. Then she...um, sucked."

A fire of indignation washed over the death-mask. "You forced your penis into her mouth?"

"She did it on her own. I was surprised."

She squinted at him for a second, then wrote. "Are you sure you didn't force her to..." Disgust overrode her words until they died.

"She wanted to."

Nadine looked him over critically. Not giving any indication of what she thought she saw, she said, "I see."

"I want to know what I need to do to get Ruth out of my mind. To focus on Jennifer."

"And why would you want to?" There was accusation in her voice.

Jake held his palms up. "For crying out loud, she's married."

"No, I mean to focus on Jennifer? There's nothing wrong with Ruth."

He frowned. "She's married."

"If Ruth wants to see you..." She wiggled her fingers. "...masturbate, then that's her choice."

He sat, confused.

Nadine said, "Like I said, I have personal experience with this. With men, it's all about hot-wild-sex." She said it as if they were all one word, and her head shook with bitter disgust. "With women, it's about trust."

What the fuck? "So it's okay that Ruth sucks me but she's married, but it's bad when I get sucked because I'm engaged?"

Nadine wrote. "Precisely. For women, it's about inner expression; with men it's all about hot-wild-sex."

I came away more confused than ever and a hundred and ninety-five dollars poorer.




CHAPTER 9

Jake punched in Jennifer's number.

She sounded bothered. "Hello?"

"Bad time?"

"Yeah, just got done with a bitchy old woman who was demanding we actually pay her interest on her savings."

"Them old people..."

"Yeah, who in the world believes people used to get fourteen percent on their savings account? I don't think I believe her. Must be Alzheimers."

"Actually, people did used to get fourteen percent—"

"On what planet?"

Jake let it go. "Did we get reservations for Friday?"

She sighed. "No. I need to spend a little time with my father; he's starting to slow down a lot. I hope it's nothing serious."

"Oh, yeah, I hope so, too."

"Anyway, I'll have to call you and let you know when I think things are settled."

Jake frowned. Her father had seemed in good health. "Maybe get him in for a check-up."

"Yes, that's what I was thinking. He's a vet, though. Getting in can take days or weeks."

"At least it's free. I have to pay through the nose for my free Obamacare."

"Yeah, so do I. I'll call."

He frowned harder at the phone as he clicked off. I hope everything is all right with her father.

~ ~ ~

Nothing Nadine had said helped. In fact, it made things worse.

He paced. He swam.

If it's good for Ruth, why isn't it good that I'm helping her expression? Or whatever the fuck was that gibberish Nadine shoveled at me?

As the days of the week ended, his confusion grew. Jennifer didn't call.

On an anxious Friday, he wished he had made reservations himself at The Silverlight. A couple of drinks and a little dancing would have been a diversion. He picked up the phone and called The Silverlight. "I want to make reservations for next Friday for two..."

He hoped she would be available by then.

~ ~ ~

Sunday brought a mixture of relief and resignation. Professional help hadn't helped; he was going to go over there and give Ruth the opportunity to express her feminine inner whatever by jacking his dick for her and he was looking forward to it. At the same time, he understood he was violating the trust Jennifer was placing in him.

But he was resigned to his inadequacy. He wanted to jack for Ruth and he knew it. He just didn't know what to do about it.

He climbed their steps. "Hey, you two."

Brett grinned. "Hey Little Wanker."

Ruth scowled and slapped her husband's arm. "Stop that."

The muscle-head rolled his eyes. "Sorry."

Jake sat and took the proffered cup of whiskey. "Benji over there hunting for kids again?" He wasn't in the window.

Ruth said, "Maybe he jacked so hard his dick fell off and he bled to death."

Brett grunted. "We could hope."

All three of them erupted in a chorus: "No!"

Benjamin had opened the drapes and was looking around.

Brett said, "Shit."

Jake sipped his whiskey then held up his middle finger to the fat man.

Eventually fatso caught it and scowled at him.

Ruth giggled.

Jake wasn't all too concerned with Benjamin; he was trying to catch peeks of Ruth. She was wearing her longer-hemmed sundress.

She caught him looking and gave him a sly smile.

~ ~ ~

A half hour later, Jake was standing and oiling his erection in their living room. "Brett still seems okay with all this?"

She nodded and glanced furtively at the door. "I haven't told him that some other things have happened."

"He really trusts me that much? Or you?" Nadine's words about trust echoed oddly in his head.

She shrugged. "He doesn't seem suspicious."

He sighed. "Good, because I like you touching me."

Her smile brightened the room. "You do?"

He nodded, silent.

"I've had dreams about it."

He broke his silence with a chuckle. "Me, too. I can't stop thinking about it. But..."

"What?"

"I'm sort of troubled by my relationship with Jennifer. She doesn't know." He was stroking.

"Does she need to?"

"I even went to a psychiatrist, or whatever she was."

"You're kidding?"

"Nope. She just ended up confusing me."

"Let me stroke that." She pointed. Gripping his erection and stroking, she said, "What did she say? This was all bad and sick or something?"

"Actually no, she said it was good because you wanted it but it was bad for me because of my commitment to Jennifer."

"That doesn't make sense. Did you tell her I was married?" She lifted her hem all the way up, exposing her nakedness.

"Yeah, she had no problem with that. Said that a married woman expressing her inner something or other was just fine. But me being engaged was a no-no."

"She sounds like a whacko."

"I think so."

Ruth started to lean forward, then stopped. She looked at the door. "Jake."

"Hmm?"

She spread her pussy lips apart. "Put it in."

Shock spread through him. "What? Are you kidding?"

"Put it in. I want to feel it." She was looking at him with pleading eyes.

"Are you crazy? What if Brett comes in? No way." He felt himself shaking with fear just at the thought. He wasn't a timid man, but this kind of thing resulted in murders.

"Please. Just so I can feel it."

Despite his fear of being caught, his cock flexed in desire and precum oozed from the tip. Should I? Can I get away with a quick insertion? He was panting.

She leaned all the way back, her head against the back of the sofa. Her legs were spread open and her hand held her pussy lips apart. "Please, I want to feel it."

Jake looked back and forth at the wall and the door. He stepped over to the front window and peeked out. Other than Ian's truck, he couldn't see anything in the driveway. No one was coming up the steps.

Shaking and panting, he moved quickly back to Ruth. He gripped his cock and looked around again. Then he knelt.

She smiled, her breasts heaving under her dress. "Do it. Let me feel it."

Risking Brett walking in, he knew he was going to do it. He wanted to feel it, too. Even if just one quick slide into her. Brett won't know if I'm quick.

He moved close, shaking. He pushed the head of his cock into her warm lips. Her pussy accepted his push. It felt smooth and soft. He pushed in, sliding his length into her. He groaned out loud and so did she. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath; she felt heavenly.

Ruth was quivering. "Oh my god, that feels so..."

He pulled out and stood in a rush. Panic had gripped him again. He moved to the door and peeked out the window.

Nothing.

He blew out a shaky breath.

She said, "Is someone out there?" She had risen up.

"No."

"Put it in again. One more time? Please?"

He moved back over to her, standing and stroking in case someone came in. "I don't know if that's a good idea. He could come in at any time."

She looked at the door. "We'd hear him coming. Just put it in again. Hurry."

He wanted to. He wanted to feel that lovely warmth again. Nadine would undoubtedly approve and say I was being selfish if I didn't. He knelt down and pushed his cock back into her pussy.

She sighed with relief and tension.

Something felt so good and right with his cock shoved as far as he could get into her with her husband right outside. I'd love to thank you, Brett, for letting me stick my cock in your wife's pussy. What an amazing gift. He pulled out, not wanting to, but needing to.

She pouted.

"Maybe I should just squirt. We don't want to risk—"

"I know." She sat up with disappointment.

It was with the memory of her pussy on his cock that Jake fucked his hand and released his sperm in long squirts onto the towel.

She stood, close by him, and said, "Thank you." She leaned her head up.

He brought his down and they kissed. Her mouth was warm and wet, and their tongues shook with passion and panic. He felt himself become dizzy with desire. Sperm dripped from his dick as he kissed Brett's wife.

They both broke the kiss at some sound, and busied themselves arranging clothing and cleaning up. But no one came in.




CHAPTER 10

Jake was even more tortured. He did not return Nadine's call for another appointment; she wasn't going to be any help.

At home, he would look out the windows both below and upstairs. What was Ruth doing? Where was she? Was she spending time with Brett in bed? The thoughts angered him. On Monday, he wanted it to be Sunday, already. He wanted to feel her again.

We didn't fuck. We just put it in and felt. That can't be bad, can it? But at least I didn't fuck Brett's wife. I can say that. I just put it in, is all. And I want to put it in again. Just a little feel.

He paced. He swam. Neither gave him any relief. He masturbated. That didn't help, either, leaving him feeling empty inside. He tried calling Jennifer, but she had her cell on voicemail.

Friday came and he sat at his desk violently twisting a pencil. I guess I'm going to The Silverlight alone. Maybe a little dancing would settle my nerves.

He went home and dressed for the club. Would Ruth want to go? Would Brett let her or would that be way too suspicious? Does Ruth own a dress suitable for it? Should I ask Brett if he would allow that? No...too obvious. I can't alert him that there's more than just masturbating going on. No way would he let me date her.

The Silverlight was as busy as usual. He wondered if even dancing could get his mind off Ruth. He didn't eat, he just ordered a cocktail and sat on the sofa to sip for a bit and watch the dancers.

A woman sat down next to him as if dropping out of the sky. She wore a grin and a twinkle in her eye. "Are you waiting on someone?"

He knew he would have to make it clear that he was only interested in dancing. "No, actually. Just came to dance and have a bit of fun."

Her eyes were all over him, appraising and obviously liking what she saw. She held out her hand. "Melanie."

He took her hand gently. "Jake." His smile grew. "You want to dance?"

"Love to."

He followed her out onto the dance floor. They broke into an easy dance and talked.

She said, "I've seen you before?"

"Yes, I come with my fiancé."

"Oh." She seemed a little disappointed. "But she's not here?"

"Nah, not tonight. Something with her father."

Melanie gave him a sly grin. "She doesn't mind you dancing with strange women?"

He mimicked her sly grin. "As long as it's only dancing."

She laughed. "I hope I didn't come on too strong. Get a drink in me and woo."

"You're fine. I wanted to dance. Hectic week."

"Too bad you're engaged."

I guess it's not too bold a thing to say when you know there aren't any consequences. "You don't know me."

"But I've seen you. Calm, reserved, handsome. I can tell the kind of man you are. My friends say you're a total GQ hunk."

"Did they put you up to introducing yourself?"

Her smile was wide and genuine. "And I made a cool twenty bucks on that bet."

Jake laughed. "How come you don't have a boyfriend?"

"I'm waiting for the right man." Her eyes were locked on his.

Sorry, Melanie. Not happening.

She pursed her lips. "After the dance, could I give you my number?"

"I'm flattered, but I'm just here to dance."

She gave a dramatic pout. "Can't blame a girl for trying."

He flashed a big smile at her. "No harm, no foul."

~ ~ ~

He was sitting, finishing his cocktail when Trevor approached. The man was cool in his tailored jacket and open collared white shirt. A shorter man was beside him.

Jake shook his head. "I'm alone tonight." No dance for you.

"Yes, I see."

Jake frowned up at the man.

Trevor tilted his head and spoke low. "I would like you to leave. Come back another night."

He snorted. "I don't really care what you think, pal."

"I'm not your pal."

"I don't care."

"I asked you nicely."

Jake stood. "So? I can go where I please."

"I can have you removed."

That irritated him. "You don't own the place and I can damn well go where I please."

"I'll buy the place right now and have you removed."

Jake coughed in derision.

Trevor turned to the shorter man. "Would you tell Mister Gorski I would see him immediately?"

"Of course, sir."

Jake rolled his eyes.

Trevor said, "I'm a billionaire."

"So?"

"I use handcuffs."

"Whatever."

"I'm a very strong alpha-male."

He coughed again. "I don't give a fuck."

The billionaire broke into a smile. "Ah, the vulgarity of the common man—"

"Blow off. What's your beef with me, anyway?"

"I don't have one. I just don't want you here tonight."

"Whatever the fuck for?"

Jozef Gorski was a round man of Polish origins. He was frowning worriedly as he came down to them near the dance floor. "What is the matter, Mister Gorman?"

Trevor offered an upturned finger in Jake's direction. "I would like him removed."

Jozef began rubbing his hands together. "Is he creating a problem?"

Jake scowled. "I am not. Rich boy here just doesn't like me—"

Trevor interrupted. "At issue is not my like or dislike of you, but the fact I would prefer you not be here tonight." He turned to Jozef. "Will you remove him or do I need to buy your nightclub?"

Jozef's eyes went wide. "It isn't for sale."

Trevor looked around. "I've seen many like this. Two million is a fair price."

The Polish man gulped. "It isn't for sale."

"Five million, cash tomorrow, effective now."

Jozef paled.

Jake rolled his eyes again. "What a show-off."

But the Polish man was wide-eyed and shaking. "Done."

Jake coughed in indignation. "What the fuck?"

Trevor turned to him. "Now, would you be so kind as to leave my nightclub? You may return another time."

He threw up his hands. "Why in the world did you buy the place just to kick me out tonight?"

Trevor lifted his chin. "Because your presence here is making Jennifer uncomfortable." He turned to Jozef. "Please fetch your bouncer."

But Jake was dumbfounded. He looked past the bar towards the booths.

Jennifer was trying to hide her face.

He blinked several times: it was her. He held up his hand to Trevor. "You don't need to have a muscle-head escort me out. I'll go."

"Very good. Jozef? See that he gets a reservation for another day."

Jake left without another word.




CHAPTER 11

Jake no longer paced with conflict. Instead, he paced with anticipation.

Jennifer had been seeing him behind my back and Nadine had blamed me for a violation of trust. Stupid bitch. So the first billionaire comes in and sweeps my former fiancé off her feet. Did I stand a chance? Do I care?

He kicked his couch.

Eighteen thousand dollars down the drain. I bet she threw it away; Trevor had said it was too small. So, no sick father, just her chasing Trevor. Well, good fucking riddance.

He picked up his phone and deleted Jennifer's number.

~ ~ ~

"Hey, you two." He stepped up onto the porch.

Brett grunted. "You're early, today."

"Eh, so?"

Ruth was looking at him with surprised eyes.

Brett scowled. "What's into you?"

Jake rubbed his brow. "Sorry, my fiancé got swept off her feet by a bad-boy alpha billionaire who uses handcuffs."

Ruth snorted. "Um, sorry."

Jake sat and waved her off. "I should have seen it coming."

"Aren't billionaires all like eighty years old?"

Jake raised an eyebrow. "Some are as young as fifty."

Brett said, "She fell for an old man?"

"No, actually I think he's younger. Like twenty-nine."

Ruth said, "Wow, who would've thought we had a twenty-nine year old billionaire running around this town?"

"Apparently, they're all over the place – just never on the cover of Forbes. Maybe the magazine only puts old billionaires on the covers."

"Are you all right?" She sounded odd.

Jake shrugged. "Yes. I'm only angry because I spent a ton of money on her the week before she runs off with this guy."

Brett said, "Shame."

"Live and learn."

Ruth was quiet.

~ ~ ~

Jake peeked out the window. "All clear. Ian's in there now."

Ruth said, "Do I get another feel? Inside?"

He hurried to the couch. "Yes, let's make it fast." He stroked himself and then knelt down to her. He pressed the head against her pussy and slid the tip inside.

Ruth sighed with pleasure.

He grabbed her hips and pushed, sliding his cock all the way into her. Without having to worry about Jennifer, he found he enjoyed Ruth more. He pressed deep, settling his pubic bone against hers.

She moaned happily.

He felt his erection expanding, becoming even harder. His cock felt so perfect in her pussy and he didn't want to pull out. "Does that feel nice?"

She convulsed in a giggle. "You have no idea."

He pulled back, unable to contain himself, and thrust smoothly back in. Well, I guess this makes it a fuck. There's no just feeling anything about this, that was an in and out.

She said, "Wait a minute." She was pushing at him.

He pulled out and stood.

Ruth shifted around and laid back on the couch. "Get on."

He was wide-eyed, wanting to, but worried about Brett coming in and finding them on the couch. He looked towards the window.

"It'll be okay. Just get on. We can do this."

He moved to the window and peeked out. There was nothing to see. Taking a deep breath, he moved quickly back to the couch and climbed over her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded.

He slid his cock into her and settled down. He put his mouth to hers and began kissing her. He moved his butt, driving his cock in and out of her pussy. Well, this is definitely fucking. Sorry, Brett.

Ruth moaned loudly in the kiss.

Suddenly there was a sound. Something was dropped in the garage.

Jake was off her faster than he could think about moving. His heart pounded in his chest and he looked wildly about the room.

Ruth had scrambled up, arranging her dress to cover her naked pussy.

He panted, seeing spots. "I..." He moved to the window and looked out. There was nothing. As if at a distance, he could hear Ian and Brett talking in the garage. He blew out a relieved breath. "Whew."

Ruth's voice was shaky. "No one's there?"

"No."

She scooted down on the couch in the other position. "Maybe this way is better, in case someone comes in."

He nodded. "Yeah, that scared me."

"Put it back in." She cast a worried glance at the door.

"Okay." He knelt down and slid his erection back into her. He looked down and watched his shaft sliding in and out for a moment.

She said, "Do you like this?"

"Yes, it's awesome."

She gasped. "Will you cum in me?"

He stopped. "Are you serious?"

"Yes, I'll use the towel to clean up."

"Are you sure?"

"I want to feel it. I want to feel you..."

"Okay." He began pumping again.

She moaned with need.

He thrust harder, pushing deep.

Her mouth dropped open in a silent pant. She whispered, "Do it."

He grunted, forcing his cock in and out of her. Brett's right outside and here I am fucking his wife on their couch. This is crazy. He felt the build of his orgasm. He thrust harder.

She groaned loud and moved her hips. She clamped her pussy on him over and over.

He moaned loudly and rammed in, holding it there. His first blast inside her married pussy was accompanied by the creaking of the porch.

Jake was off her in a flash. He stood, shaking like a leaf in the wind and started jacking his squirting cock.

Ruth scooted up and shoved down her dress.

The door opened.

Brett looked in and then came in. "Sorry, emergency bathroom time." He looked at Jake's squirting cock. "Oh, just in time for the money shot."

Jake laughed nervously, his cock sending out tense bursts of cum. "Uh, I guess..." I was just balls-deep in your wife. He grunted, the final squirt sending a thin stream out.

Ruth pouted as Brett crossed the room behind the couch.

The muscle man said, "Don't let me bother ya, buddy."

Jake panted in panic. "Uh, I guess I'm done."

The big man paid no attention, he was moving fast for the bathroom.

Jake wiped a fine sheen of nervous sweat from his forehead. "Whew, that was close."

Ruth shook her head. "Tell me about it." But she looked disappointed.

Maybe next week.




CHAPTER 12

Jake's workweek was far less stressed than before.

What had bothered me so badly? Jennifer? Was Nadine right about the whole trust thing even though we weren't married? Was that what had me bothered? My own sense of morals? But what about Ruth? I had started to shoot cum into another man's wife. Nadine would approve because Ruth wanted it. But what about me? Probably not.

He received a call on his cell from Jennifer late Monday. He did not answer.

Like I have anything to say to you.

She called again at the end of the day. He did not answer.

What the fuck are you going to say? The engagement's over? I don't need to hear you say it to know it. Blow off, bitch. He flipped off his cell phone.

He really didn't care what she was calling about. Something in him had detached. Was it his duplicity in fucking Ruth behind Brett's back that caused his emotional detachment from Jennifer? Had he been attached to Jennifer at all? Or had it just been a seemingly good life-move? A step towards home-life that complimented his career? So what if they were both in similar fields?

Do I feel anything for Jennifer? But he didn't, strangely enough in his mind. He found that curious; he had been going to marry her. She's nothing like Ruth.

Jennifer did not call again.

~ ~ ~

Sunday was a bright, but chilly day. Jake hoped the Morgans wouldn't decide that porch sitting was over for the year.

Brett and Ruth were on their porch.

"Hey."

Brett waved. "Hey little jack-buddy."

Jake chuckled. "I think I've gotten comfortable doing it."

"You sure looked nervous last week."

"You scared me." It was the truth.

"Sorry about that; I really had to go. I'll make sure to go today before Ian pulls in." He handed over a cup.

Jake took the cup of whiskey. "You sure you're all right with me doing this for Ruth?"

"Of course. It makes her happy; I appreciate it."

"Not many men would say that."

He gave him a penetrating stare. "Ruthie deserves it. Maybe it's not normal or whatever the fuck normal is, but as wild as it sounds to an outsider, it's made her happy. She deserves that kind of happiness. You keep right on whacking for her, neighbor."

Jake laughed. "All right." He felt himself getting hard. I'm going to do more than jack for her, Brett. I'm going to slide my cock into your wife and she's going to like it.

Benjamin didn't make an appearance, much to the satisfaction of all three of them.

Brett was good to his word and used the bathroom before it was time for Ruth to get her show.

She shut the door and peeked out the window. "Okay..."

"Get over here." Jake pointed to the couch.

She giggled and scurried over.

Manhandling her down, he put his face between her legs and began licking her pussy.

Her eyes went even wider and larger behind her glasses. It seemed as if her eyes were all pupils. She gasped and clutched his head.

He moved his tongue around her clit, savoring the skin-taste of her folds. He licked up her button and then down.

She shuddered.

He put in two fingers and began playing while he licked.

Her shuddering grew more severe. Her thighs clamped on his head and she grabbed a pillow from the couch. She covered her mouth and wailed into it. Then she began grunting, her hips raising off the couch. Her thighs had a death-grip on his head, squeezing and clenching as she rode her orgasm.

Finally, she relaxed in a collapse of movement. She was panting. "Get on."

Jake looked around, still wondering if one day the door would fly open and he would be caught, but the house was still. The porch didn't creak.

She laid back on the couch and spread her leg out to rest her foot on the floor. "Get in." Her smile was welcoming and salacious.

He didn't need the invitation. He climbed over her and settled down, sliding his cock neatly into her pussy.

She closed her eyes and groaned happily.

He moved slow, fucking her deep. Her hips worked with his and her pussy moved with his thrusting.

She lifted her hands and ran her fingers through his hair. "Don't stop. Don't ever stop."

His skin tingled, the hairs standing tall. His erection hardened and he growled with passion. He thrust into her, forcing his shaft in deep.

He leaned all the way down and kissed her. His butt rose and fell as his cock slid cleanly in and out of her. Sorry, Brett. I'm fucking your wife. I need to. And I need to keep fucking her.

She moaned happily in the kiss and pulled on his shoulders.

I need to find a way to do this more often. He broke the kiss, smiling down at her. He thrust harder. The couch began creaking and Ruth started panting. This is so crazy, her husband is right outside. Why don't I care? Why do I need to fuck her right on their living room couch?

He felt the tension rising in him. He felt the tingles start in his feet. He felt his shaft becoming sensitive. He drove harder. He didn't know if he was hearing sounds; he didn't care. No one came in and he fucked Ruth with strong fluid thrusts. He sank in deep, filling her pussy with his shaft. He held it there and squeezed his eyes shut.

His sperm exploded out of his cock and deep into Ruth's pussy. Several wracking spasms jerked his body as he sent his squirts into her. Each convulsion was a relieving release of pleasure that radiated in pulses throughout his body.

With a final grunt and push, he sent his last squirt into her. He panted, collapsing down onto her.

She was open-mouthed and wide-eyed, her hands roaming over his face, shoulders and back. There were tears in her eyes. "Thank you."

He chuckled. "I should be thanking you. Or thanking Brett."

She covered her mouth in a burst of laughter. "Oh my god, don't."

"I'm going to want more."

She looked up at him with wonder in her eyes, and a hint of question. "Are you serious?"

"Yes."

"What about my husband?"

He shook his head and pulled out of her. His cock was slick with their juices. "A little late for that, isn't it? But I won't tell him if you don't."

She giggled.

He watched his cum leaking out of her. "I hope Brett doesn't decide to eat you later."

She covered her mouth again. "Umm..."

Jake laughed. "Sorry, I don't mean to sound rude. But if he sees cum leaking out of you..."

"He won't."

He sighed. "Sunday takes too long and is over too fast."

Ruth nodded slowly. "Don't I know it."





EPILOGUE

Jake fucked Ruth eight more times before the shit hit the fan.

He was in bed on a Wednesday night, just drifting off to sleep when a furious pounding on his front door startled him awake. He bolted upright.

The pounding came again.

Brett? Jennifer? Trevor?

He pulled on some house-pants and went to the front door.

Standing outside was Ruth.

Jake blinked. "Oh, hi. Thought it might be Brett or someone else."

She looked bothered and was hugging herself with her arms. "He left."

"Left? Who?"

"Brett. He left."

"What happened?" He felt as if his world was collapsing and he had caused it. He had been found out.

"He wasn't just pumping iron for a living. He was pumping Ian, too."

"He what?"

She shivered; it was chilly out. "Said it was time to come out of the closet. He and Ian ran off to San Francisco together."

Jake burst out laughing. "San Francisco?"

She looked annoyed. "Yes, to embrace his new lifestyle."

Jake sobered. "Are you all right?"

She looked away, towards her house. "Yes, I guess so. I guess I knew somehow. I don't know." She looked back at him.

He held out his hand.

She placed hers in his.

He pulled her inside. Holding her in a one-arm embrace, he looked around outside.

Then he shut the door on the rest of the world.
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