
  
    
  


  


  
    

  



  Eight Time Zones Away


  



  Chapter 1


  B.C. (Before Children)


  That’s the distance I am from my wife and children. How I got here is part of the story. For years I’ve been pushing her to take a bite of the apple, but she’s resisted temptation. Our life between and on top of the sheets has been satisfying, erotic, and varied, but it’s always been our party. No strangers in our bed although I’ve asked. She even confessed to being tempted. I asked what stopped her. Her smile was so tender, “I’m your wife. I don’t want to hurt you. “I want you too so bad. “Why? I get sick thinking of you with another. “I can’t explain it. I just do. “Don’t count on it happening. I pouted. She wavered, “Oh, all right. If the opportunity comes up, I might. I grinned from ear to ear.


  Making love with her is a treat. She’s open-minded, but hesitant to be seen in the places I frequent. She doesn’t mind sending me to purchase magazines in plain brown bags for she certainly enjoys looking at the pictures. As for those books that cater to the high brow, she likes their tasteful photographs and illustrations, but as for reading, that’s my job. She always says the same thing, “You know I don’t like to read. You read them. I would read and practice on her what I learned. I asked her to go with me to adult stores where I would prowl for hours in search of the perfect toy or video. She said, “I wouldn’t feel right in there. You go. They’re too sleazy. She would kiss me goodbye and I would return with toys or movies for us to enjoy together. She enjoyed the toys so long as they weren’t the main attraction. “I like the feel of your tongue and cock. Both are better than any toy.


  Movies she enjoyed the most. She preferred heterosexual to lesbian, but on occasion she asked me, “Pick one you want to see. I almost always opted for lesbian flicks. She didn’t mind them, but did enjoy seeing how hot they made me. Her favorite and mine was something she specifically requested one Saturday afternoon, “I think it’s called ‘The Pinch Hitter’ One of my friends says it’s hot. I found it and from the jacket alone I knew the theme, two men and a woman. Lots of boy on girl and boy on boy and finally boy on girl on boy. I wondered if her friend was playing a joke on her as I was certain she wouldn’t enjoy it. Still an order was an order; I bought it.


  When I walked in the door she was on the living room floor, naked, a sleeping bag spread out underneath her. “Did you get it? I said, “Yes, but I don’t think it’s your cup of tea. “Why? What’s it about? She sounded so coy; she knew the theme. “Two men and a woman. “That’s your fantasy. You should like it. I started to tell her more, but she cut me off. “Pour us each a beer and take off your clothes. That was another thing I liked about her, she drank beer.


  Together we watched it. I was nervous turning it on. We watched the entire thing without saying a word. After it was over she said, “I liked it. Didn’t you? I can’t believe how wet I am. I didn’t know how to answer. “It’s okay. If you found it erotic, say so. I told her I did. She smiled, “I knew you would. She then told me to lie down. She caressed my scrotum as she sucked my cock. She eased her hand down. I tensed and she said, “Relax. She pressed a finger against my anus and slowly inserted it. She broke from her fellatio to tell me, “You are tight. She fingered my ass and sucked me. After I came, I experienced another first, a snowball. Her mouth full of my cum she passed it to me in a kiss. Actually, it was more akin to a mother bird feeding its young. I opened my mouth and she transferred all of my cum in one thrust of her tongue. She immediately broke from the kiss and smiling said, “Swallow it. I did. She looked at me, “Well? What do you think? “Too metallic, kind of bitter. My mouth feels sticky. She laughed, “Now you know how I feel. I felt less manly for doing it. “Do you think less of me? She hugged me, “Of course not. You worry too much. Feel how wet I am. I put a finger in her; she was soaking, her cunt a furnace. “Now eat me.


  Several days later she gave me a second snowball only this time she passed me my cum slowly in a long, drawn out french kiss. Afterwards I confessed, “That was nice. “And the taste? “I didn’t notice it as much because of the kiss and you passed it to me slow, instead of all at once. A third time followed, only this time we passed my cum back and forth. It was a battle to see who would cry uncle. It was I. The kiss seemed to last forever and by the time it ended I had another erection. “I want you in me now. She pulled me on top of her and we fucked. I tried to go slow, but she wanted none of it, “Don’t worry about me. Right now I want it hard. I pumped in and out of her like a man possessed. She used the heels of her feet to spur me on.


  I knew I hadn’t cum a lot but my exertion physically drained me. She was aroused and wanted to cum, “Eat me, she pleaded, “Just like in the movie. In the movie he didn’t eat his own cream pie, but her other lover’s. I began licking and kissing my way down her torso. “This is so hot. I can’t wait for you to lick me. Get all of his cum out. Hurry, before I get pregnant. I was tonguing her navel when she pushed my head down. I started to swipe at her clitoris when she grabbed the back of my head with both of her hands and pressed my mouth to her vagina. “Put your tongue in me. I frenched her vagina. Her vagina pushed my cum towards me.


  For the next several months our lovemaking seemed to always have me licking my cum off of her, out of her, or having it given back to me in a kiss. Out of the blue, she insisted on using a dildo on me. I was reluctant, but she persisted, “Don’t you want to be my bitch? Trust me. You’ll like it. You like my finger; this will be better. She was right. I did like it, but the orgasms were unlike anything I ever experienced. My cock refused to get hard. Initially, she took it as a sign that I wasn’t enjoying it and even went so far as to pull it out. I pleaded, “No, it feels good. “But, you’re not hard. “I know, but don’t stop. Please. “If you insist, she began fucking me again until I orgasmed. 


  It amazed her I had cum a bucket and never gotten hard. She commented, “You really liked that, didn’t you? I blushed, but admitted I had. For the next couple of months she took me like a girl. On week two I bought a leather harness and dildo for her to wear. She grinned at the prospect, but asked, “What took you so long? This will be so fun. I’ll never forget the first time she took me, my legs drawn up clasping her sides. Those were incredible fucks. She also took me doggy style and once or twice I assumed the woman superior position, but her favorite position and mine was missionary. In bed she took to calling me her bitch, pansy, little fag, or gay boy. The name-calling burned but it made the sex between us even hotter. Afterwards she would hold me and thank me for playing along. I needed the consoling because I did feel humiliated and ashamed for liking it. She assured me what went on in the privacy of our house was our business and no one else’s.


  One day the VCR ate the tape and a week or two later, she asked me to buy something else, “Something heterosexual. I brought it home; she turned it on and cranked the volume up. I had wired the t.v. to my stereo speakers. You could be anywhere in the house and hear the people on the tape having sex. She didn’t want to watch it. She took me by the hand and led me to our bedroom. For a month maybe longer listening to others having sex while we made love became part of our routine. She and I both found it incredibly hot; it felt as though we were sharing our bed with another couple. 


  She also enjoyed having toys used on her. Two headed cocks, extenders, a monster dildo, a pink rotating dildo with a tongue that flicked her clitoris, Dr. Ruth’s vibrator, the strap-on 8 inch cock that I bought for her but now wore, and another strap on that slipped over the base of my cock. Protruding from the bottom of it was a skinny long piece of rubber, the world’s skinniest cock. She enjoyed the double penetration. Other than the times she fucked me, the dildos were my toys to use on her.


  Sexually I satisfied her and she satisfied me, the exception being my unfilled fantasy. Many a night after I had taken her up one peak, and another, and another she would lay in bed too exhausted to move. She and I would be lying on our sides, faces nearly touching. “Thank you. You’re such a good lover. No one could be better than you. I could see the love for me in her eyes as she kissed me goodnight, “Thanks for loving me.


  I would let the matter lie for months, even years, but in the back of my mind it smoldered. No matter how hard I tried to extinguish it, some event would provide it with fuel and it would burst forth from me when she and I made love. I felt perverted when I confessed what I wanted, for another man to fuck her. She enjoyed hearing me talk, but confessed that at times I was so intense it scared her. “It’s better left as a fantasy. “But I don’t want it to be a fantasy. She cautioned me on all that could go wrong, “disease, pregnancy, and worst of all love. “Tell me, what would you do if I fell in love with him? “You won’t. “What if I do? “I won’t let you. “You couldn’t stop it. “I’m willing to take the chance. She would peer into my eyes in an attempt to read me. “My God, you’re serious. “Yes. She would pull me on top of her and we would fuck. As I went in and out of her she talked, “So you would risk everything for another man to fuck me. “Yes. She would then torment me trying to convince me it was unwise, “You know I won’t let you watch. Your cock feels good, but I bet his will feel better. I remained unmoved, “Then do it. “Anything he wants I’ll let him. I won’t tell him no. Is that what you want? “Yes, that’s what I want.  


  Our dialogue would make the fuck that much more intense. We would climax together, but she wouldn’t let me rest. “Don’t stop. Lick me. Pretend it’s his cum. That’s what you really want isn’t it? As I ate her she reminded me of “The Pinch Hitter. She accused me of being bisexual. “Don’t deny it. You want to taste his cum. I bet you want to suck his cock or have him fuck you, don’t you? I would lap at her as though inside her vagina was a meal and I was starving. As she neared orgasm she would pull her lips apart or press my head against her and implore to me lick it out, “Get all his cum. Yes, yes, yes. Eat it. Tongue fuck me. My face slick with her juices she would ask me to lie on top of her. If she were feeling particularly wanton she would lick my face clean of her juices, “Hmmm, I taste good. I’m glad my gay boy likes the taste of pussy. She ignored my sense of shame. Her woman’s intuition told her to push, but not too hard. Once she calmed down, she often thanked me for being such a good sport. She asked if I enjoyed it and I told her, “Yes, but.. “I know you’re not gay. It’s just role playing like I do for you. I just like pretending.


  Chapter 2


  The Confession


  Once we began having children role playing in the bedroom vanished. The sex was good, but less frequent. Parenthood exhausted us. It had been several years since I verbalized my fantasy. It was still there, just dormant. One night in bed, she asked me if I still harbored my fantasy. I said yes. “Then why don’t you talk about it when we make love? “I don’t know, but I still think about it. I thought you didn’t like it. “I never said that. I just said I didn’t want to make it reality. I like pretending. I asked her why the sudden interest. She said, “Just forget I asked. I pressed her to tell me. Finally she did, “Sometimes I think about having sex with other men. I feel so bad because you’re such a good lover. I hugged her and assured her she shouldn’t feel guilty for her thoughts. She began to cry, “But I do. My cock throbbed and while I wanted to pump her full of my seed then eat her, I held her in my arms and told her how much I loved her and that I was far from jealous. She blew her nose and asked, “Really? You’re not just saying that. I told her to look between our bodies. “Oh my God. My cock felt swollen to the point of bursting; precum oozed from its urethra. “Make love to me, she cooed. After I came, “Eat me . I did and she pretended it was another man’s cum I was cleaning up.


  After making love in this manner we often spent the remaining time we were awake sharing our feelings. She asked me if I fantasized about other women. I answered truthfully, “No. “I’m so glad. It would bother me a lot if you did. Why doesn’t it bother you that I do? “I don’t know. It just doesn’t. “Do you think about having sex with other men? “No, I just think about you and he having sex. She said, “I think about that too, but a big part of my fantasies is making love with you afterwards. I want you to eat me. Would you really want to do that after he’s fucked me? No hesitation, “Yes. “Are you sure you’re not bi? I felt sad, “I don’t think so. You tell me. Do you think I’m bi? She stared into my eyes then kissed me, “Yes, but just a little. I don’t think less of you. It’s a side of you I find very attractive. The only word I could muster was, “Really? She snuggled against me, “Why? Don’t you believe me? “No, I believe you. I’m just surprised. “You shouldn’t be. It’s no different than when you get aroused seeing two women. Actually I find the idea very erotic, but I’m not ready to share you, not yet anyway. Probably not ever.


  I wanted to know more as I wasn’t convinced I was bisexual. I didn’t fantasize about sex with other men. “When did you first suspect? “That you were bi? “Yes. “When we started dating. She paused, searching for the right words. “Don’t take this bad, because it’s not meant that way. I’ve always thought you were a little ¦.effeminate. I felt slapped. No I felt like I had been backhanded. “You mean queer? “No, effeminate, girly. She pointed out how I was different than her other boyfriends. “You’re very sensitive. You cry during movies or when you read a book. You’re very fashion conscious. You even make love like a woman, soft. I must have looked as depressed as I felt. “You’re taking everything wrong. No one would look at you and think you’re not manly, but they don’t know you like I do. You’ve shown me a side of you they’ll never see. I find your sensitivity very appealing. And your style of lovemaking is what I prefer, gentle. She talked some more and I slowly began to feel better, but still I cried. She kissed my tears away and pushed me onto my back. I had an erection in spite of the tears. She mounted me and slowly rode me. All the while she kissed me, told me she loved me, and pleaded with me to cum.


  After I did she rested on top of me, but kept kissing me, “Feel better? I whispered back, “Yes. It wasn’t a lie. I did feel better. Her assessment of me was accurate. I was more sensitive than others of my gender. I was thoughtful like a woman. I was the one who was always buying birthday or get well cards. I enjoyed domestic life, hated sports. Her kisses got more passionate. She knew I was going to be okay. In between kisses, she moaned, “I have just what my gay boy needs. You want it don’t you? You just have to ask. I resisted, but I was weak, “I want to eat you. “You want that cum is what you really want? “Yes, I want the cum. She got off of me and stood one leg planted on each side of my face. She slowly squatted, her cunt opened wide. My cum was already dripping out. I thrust my tongue out as she smothered me with her cunt. “That’s it my little fag. Eat me. Get all of his cum out. This went on for several months, but after a while even this became stale and we returned to what was normal for us.


  Years passed. Our kids were now 9, 7, and 4. Every once in a great while I would articulate my fantasy and she would play along or she would treat me like a pansy, but those moments were the exception. We seldom used toys. They were in a box on a shelf high in the closet. Movies I didn’t bring into the house as we both feared the kids being exposed to them. We still made love, once or twice a week and it was always good and special, just she and I.


  Then the unthinkable happened. My company wanted someone to go and troubleshoot problems they were having getting a project in a foreign country completed on time. They looked for volunteers; no one stepped forward so they picked, me. I had mixed feelings. The work would be incredibly interesting and a promotion was guaranteed. More money for my family was a good thing. There was one serious drawback, a year’s separation from my wife and children. As a devoted family man I seriously thought about declining, but in the long run I would hurt my family if I said no. I would be gone a year. My wife felt horrible about the separation. She believed it was her fault that I had to go, “If only I had gotten my degree and not been a stay-at-home mom. “It’s not your fault. We both knew this might happen. Besides you hate school. All you ever wanted was to stay home with the kids. She still felt guilty especially when I became depressed as moving day neared.


  In our role-playing she had never said aloud whom she fantasized about, but four weeks before I departed she floored me by raising the issue of taking a lover. I was in the middle of eating her when she said it. I raised my head long enough to ask, “Anyone in particular? “Yes, Lee. I went back down on her in a fury. I came picturing him fucking her. When she implored me to fuck her I explained I needed a few minutes as I had gotten overexcited. I was embarrassed and even apologized. She said, “Don’t. It was sweet to see you so excited. We lay there kissing as she talked about Lee fucking her. In no time I was erect and as we fucked she pretended I was Lee. She carried her fantasy to an end I hadn’t anticipated, “Give me a baby. That’s it. I want to feel your seed. As I ejaculated, she moaned, “I can feel your cum. It’s so hot. Afterwards she wanted me to cradle her, “We just made a baby. I thanked her for initiating the fantasy. “That was so incredibly erotic. She grinned deservedly pleased with herself, “What was your favorite part? I knew what she wanted to hear, “The part about you and Lee making a baby. She had a wistful look on her face, “Mine too. “You surprised me. “That’s why you love me. I like to keep my man guessing. Call it woman’s tuition, but I knew it would turn you on. “You have no idea just how much. “You’re wrong; I do know. If the kids weren’t awake I would have screamed. “Screamed what? “Fill me with your cum, Lee.


  She looked at me gauging my reaction. I went down on her, lapping at my cum that was oozing out of her. She coaxed me through it, “That’s it. Get all of Lee’s cum, gay boy. Doesn’t it taste good? In between plunging my tongue as deep into her as I could I mumbled a heated, “Yes. And for the second time that evening I ejaculated on the bed sheet and not inside her.


  For the remaining 28 days, she continued to play along, but it wasn’t always Lee she fantasized about. There was the UPS man, the neighbor, and the policeman who let her go with a warning, but three fourths of the time she pretended I was Lee when we role-played. While my fantasy focused solely of him fucking her, hers revolved around him impregnating her and me cleaning her of his cum. She enjoyed teasing me calling me, “Little fag boy, or interrogating me, “You know this means you’re bi don’t you? You want to suck his cock, don’t you? She would push my head away if I didn’t answer her. “Tell me or you won’t get any, she demanded. Her voice contained a mix of syrup and venom. Just the right amount of humiliation to let me know it was part of the game and not malicious. “Yes, I’m bi. I want to suck his cock. “Then go ahead and eat. Get it all. If she found my admission a turn off her body didn’t respond that way. She would go wild, thrusting her crotch into my face as she orgasmed. More than once she commented on how large the wet spot was afterwards or that I needed a towel to dry my face.


  I knew Lee more as an acquaintance than friend, but through tennis and her volunteer work she interacted with him on an almost daily basis. He was older than us by almost a decade, but looked younger. He had married young, but it hadn’t lasted. He never held onto a woman for very long, but it was his choice, not theirs. Marriage he found suffocating. He liked his freedom too much to be tied down to one person. Lee was always on the go and traveled extensively. The three of us had gone to dinner several times. I always hoped he harbored sexual feelings for my wife and looked for anything that might hint at it, but came up empty. They played tennis together once a month sometimes more. I had fantasized about him being with my wife, but then I fantasized about a variety of men fucking my wife, all shapes, sizes, and shades. Still, he was the one I most often fantasized about fucking my wife. In the past two years I had said his name more than once when I relayed to her my fantasy. The reaction was always the same. When she came it was markedly more intense. I would comment afterwards that the orgasm seemed stronger. She would always deny there was a link and say the mention of any man would have produced the same outcome. Deep down I knew better.


  Even though her fantasies had been out in the open, there was never a name to go with them, but now she was eager to talk about Lee. It didn’t hurt that I responded so favorably. She talked while I licked. She told me she was doing it for me and because she felt drawn to him. She confessed that she had long harbored feelings for Lee, but wasn’t sure I could take it. I assured her I could. “I’ll have a whole year with him. Aren’t you worried? I admitted, “A little. “Then I won’t. “No, I want you too. “You’re just saying that. “No, I mean it. “He might not even be attracted to me. We’ve been friends a long time. He might not want it to change. “True. I went back to licking her, savoring her cunt. Withdrawal was going to be painful.


  She quit talking about Lee and coached me to clean up Lee’s cum. Afterwards she wouldn’t even be through breathing hard before guilt at the thought of being with Lee hit her. I did my best to encourage her not to feel guilty, but with mixed results. After I consoled her I would hold her and she would thank me for being her friend. “I don’t want to lose what we have, but I’m so curious. “Then do it. You have my blessing. “Can I tell you what I really want? “I already know. A baby. “You must think I’m horrible. “Not at all. I want the same thing. “You want Lee to make me pregnant. I swallowed the lump in my throat. Having her fuck another man was my fantasy, but it seemed so important that I support her, “Yes, that’s what I want. It always ended the same, we made love again, she pretending I was Lee making a baby with her. She wouldn’t let me eat her afterwards. And she would fall asleep whispering that we had done it, make a baby.


  In our last two weeks together she changed our bedroom routine. Convinced I honestly supported her desires, she divided our lovemaking into two sessions. Part one I was Lee and my job was to fuck her and fill her belly with my cum. Part two I was back to being me. She lay there legs draped over my shoulders and back while I hoovered Lee’s cum from her freshly fucked vagina.


  On my last night we made love as husband and wife. It was incredibly sweet and satisfying. We reminisced about our lives together. We fell asleep my cock snuggled against the cheeks of her ass, my right arm draped over her body cradling her stomach.


  In the morning I got up before her and took a shower. I came out naked and began to get dressed. She said, “Don’t. Get in bed. She got out of bed and went into the bathroom. I heard the water run as she brushed her teeth. I heard her urinate followed by the toilet flushing. She came back out naked. I stared at her nipples; they were strawberry-colored and poked out from the areola. She joined me in bed. We began kissing. I was touched she wanted to make love yet again, hours before I left.


  In between french kisses that became longer, wetter, and hotter, she pressed her mouth against my ear. Her breath was hot, “Lee, make love to me. “You don’t have to do that. She kissed me. “I know, but I want to. You want me to don’t you? “Of course, but ¦ she stopped my protest with a kiss. “Don’t say anything. Just play along. Come on Lee. Fuck me. We fucked for half an hour. I would stroke her love button as I moved in an out of her vagina until she came. I stayed in her, my cock growing harder it seemed each minute. My balls ached. On her last orgasm she pushed my hand away and said, “No, I want you to climax Lee. No more teasing me. I want your cum in me. I’m so fertile. Come on, let’s make a baby. I pumped in and out of her hard. The sound of our bellies slapping together filled the room. My balls ached afterwards.


  I lay on top of her afterwards, her hands caressing my back. She sighed, “That was so nice Lee. I thanked her for feeding my fantasy the past 4 weeks. She said, “You’re welcome. Suddenly I had the feeling she wasn’t going to follow through. I could have said nothing, but I didn’t. I had to get her to talk and to let her know I wanted her to have Lee as a lover, no matter the price. “You don’t feel guilty do you? She was still torn between keeping it fantasy and making it reality, “Not during, but afterwards I still feel bad that I got so excited. When I really feel guilty is if I have sexual thoughts about him during the day. My stomach felt empty. My heart was galloping, “How often do you think about Lee? Sexually? She was quiet, “You’re not jealous are you? I don’t want to make you jealous. You’re going to be gone a year. You don’t deserve this kind of torture. I shouldn’t have said anything. She started to say more and I said, “No, I’m not jealous at all. I’m actually very happy. “Really? “Scout’s honor.


  She kissed me, “I love you. “I love you too. Then tell me. “I think about him a lot, at least a couple of times a day. Her words were so sweet, “But I feel bad that I get excited. I felt like nursing at her breasts. I looked at them; each nipple looked painfully erect. I took a breast into my mouth, but not before saying, “I want you to be excited. She ran her fingers through my hair, “I do get excited. Sometimes I even masturbate thinking about him. And lately I really am thinking about him and not you when we make love. I hope I’m not hurting your feelings. I felt punched in the stomach and still I moved to the next breast. The pain went away and now I felt flushed from head to toe. I wanted her to continue to open up. “I’m glad. That’s what I want. “What really arouses me is the idea of making a baby with him? I know it’s insane, but it seems incredibly erotic. It was insane, but I didn’t say so. In fact, I said just the opposite, “I want that too. She was panting, her nipples felt enormous, “Are you serious? I’m so wet. You want him to fuck me and make me pregnant. I groaned, “Yes. She pushed my head down. I was the man on death row getting his favorite meal before the execution hour. Only I wasn’t being put to death, just a year long exile. Rather than implore me to suck Lee’s cum out, she pretended my tongue was Lee’s cock and she and he were making a baby.


  I had a hard on afterwards, but she said, “No, don’t cum in me. I want you to masturbate. On my knees I stroked my cock. I closed my eyes, but she said, “Open them and look at me. While I stared at her, she said, “Just think Lee and I will have a whole year to get to know one another. He might be fucking me in this very bed. If I get pregnant, you know I’m going to keep the baby. She then began to pet herself and kept repeating Lee’s name. She and I came together. Mine collected between her navel and bush. I was breathing hard. My face and chest felt red. I started to get up when she said, “You’re forgetting something. I looked down. “It’s Lee’s. I saved it for you. I licked it up. And then I went down on her one last time. As I ate her I savored her genitalia’s taste, texture, and smell. I even went further down and tongued her anus that always drove her wild even though she thought it was nasty. I felt anguish as the reality of my impending departure hit me like a brick wall. I would be without her for the next year.


  She and I took the kids to school. There were lots of tears as I kissed them goodbye. She then drove me to the airport. She broke down crying and couldn’t walk me in. She told me how much she loved me. All talk of other lovers or my fantasies was out the window as we said goodbye one last time. Or so I thought. I stood by her window. She rolled it down. Her face was swollen and tear-stained. She said, “I haven’t forgotten your fantasy. I don’t want to disappoint you. Promise me you’ll love me, no matter what happens. “You won’t disappoint me. The last month has been incredible. Thanks for playing along. We kissed one last time. Her face was wet, eyes shiny. She broke from the kiss, “I wasn’t playing. You mean so much to me. I want to make you happy. She drove off before I could say anything more. 


  Chapter 3


  Rachel


  On the flight over thoughts of she and the kids filled my head, but so did Lee. I had two drinks, leaned my chair back, and began to drift off. There was something about the flight attendant that reminded me of my wife. I felt homesick and I hadn’t been gone but a few hours. Images of Lee and my wife fucking peppered my dreams. It was a mix both erotic and horrific. Lee and she making a baby, her straddling my face as his cum dripped out of her and into my mouth in a never ending flow, “That’s it fag boy. Eat it all. If you’re really good I’ll let you watch. Maybe even let you put his cock in me. Her words dripped venom, “I know what you really want, to suck his cock. Come on. Say it ¦. Then another dream. I was cradling her as Lee fucked her. She was looking at me telling me how good it felt. Lee was just a human dildo solely for our pleasure. She relayed to me everything she felt, “It feels so good. God, he’s big. I looked down at her and she up at me. As he fucked her I studied her face, loving her lose composure as she neared orgasm. Then another nightmare began. The more aroused she got the less she looked at me. Soon I was an annoyance. “Go sit in the chair and watch. I can’t concentrate with my head in your lap. I got up and sat down. “Much better. I watched them fuck. “I love you, was passed back and forth. “Make me a baby. Afterwards they lay there kissing, two lovers, oblivious to my presence. “That was so good. I never knew what I was missing. And to think, I thought I was satisfied all these years. He laughed. She turned her head to me, “You can leave now. We want to be alone.


  I woke up. I had a blanket on me. The flight attendant saw me. She asked if I was hungry. She had the same twang as my wife. I looked at her and all I thought of was my wife’s cunt. “Yes, what have you got? She brought me a filet mignon. It was good. I had an obscene thought. I wanted pussy and got served meat, a premonition of things to come. After dinner, she took my tray and brought me coffee. Through most of the flight she had been busy, but now there was dead time. When she brought me a refill she smiled at me. I thanked her for the blanket. She said, “No problem. Do you know you talk in your sleep? “Really? I felt my face redden hoping I hadn’t said anything embarrassing. “What did I say? “Mainly the word no, but I also heard stop it. “That’s it? “Two names. Lee and ¦ I said my wife’s name and came up with a lie, “Two of my kids. They fight all the time. “They must be a handful to make you talk in your sleep. “Not really. They’re good most of the time, but the last month has been a strain. “Why is that? I told her about my job. “Poor baby, she said. “A year’s a long time. She left me to tend to other passengers.


  I sat there and felt miserable. A year was a very, very long time. What had I done? My wife was going to be fucking Lee the entire time I was gone. She might even have a baby before I got back. I felt a panic attack come on. I breathed deep a few times and calmed down. I began to logically think out my wife’s reality for the next year. Three young children to take care of would keep her harried. It would be tough to find the time to have much of a relationship with Lee. He wasn’t particularly fond of children; that’s one reason he divorced his wife. Even if they had an affair, my wife would insist it be low key. She would worry about her reputation. As for pregnancy, she wouldn’t conceive unless Lee agreed to it. And he wouldn’t. She also wouldn’t conceive if it meant scandal. She had no intention of being branded with the Scarlet Letter. I also knew she wouldn’t terminate her pregnancy. She would insist we raise it. In the sterile confines of the airplane I asked myself, “What would your reaction be? I closed my eyes. I saw him fucking her, her belly growing with their child, returning in time to make love to her as she grew heavier with child, being there for the delivery, nursing at those breasts with their child. My fetish had been so simple, for another man to fuck my wife. Now it was so much more complicated, not just to fuck but to leave with her a live souvenir of their affair, a baby, that I would be responsible for not just raising, but nurturing. I would have to love their child as though it were my own. I fidgeted in my chair. My cock was throbbing.


  My flight attendant returned. My eyes were still closed when she asked, “Hot towel? I mumbled, “Yes. She unrolled it and placed it on my face. I woke up and handed it back to her as she made the rounds collecting them from all the passengers in first class. There was another lull in activity and she stopped to chat. “Miss me? she asked. I smiled, “Yes. I’m glad you stopped by. Don’t tell me I was talking in my sleep again? “No, you were quiet. She had a personality best described as disarming. She asked about my job and about my family. It felt good to talk about them. She left again, but 45 minutes later was back. “Where were we? Yes, you were telling me about your family. I began to talk. She asked me their names and not accustomed to lying I told her the truth. The moment I said it, her face broke into a grin as wide as Texas.


  “So who is Lee and the woman? I felt my throat tighten, “My wife. Her smile narrowed to a grin. She patted my forehead, “You poor, poor man. You think they’re having an affair? Her bluntness surprised me. “It’s okay. Tell me. “No. “But, you’re jealous. Afraid they might. I squirmed, “Something like that. She looked hard at me, leaned very close, and whispered, “You want her to have an affair with this Lee character, but now you’re worried that it might get out of hand.


  “Yes, I mumbled back. She stood up, “Just think, you’ll be in some miserable third world country while they’re back home playing house. What were you thinking? I said nothing. Towards the end of the flight she handed me her business card. She apologized, “I’m a Texan and we’re straight shooters. I’m going to be honest with you. You’re a good looking man, but Lee must be a hunk. She wrote the name of the hotel she stayed at when she was in town. “Very nice place. If you ever feel like talking. I spend the night here twice a month. She caught me looking at her hands, “I’m not married and I’m not making a pass at you, at least not right now. We can just talk about your wife and Lee. I’m a very good listener. My head was spinning, “Rachel, thanks. She squeezed my hand goodbye. “Good luck.


  It took a week to get over the jet lag and the work site was far from the city where the airplane landed. I kept Rachel’s card; it was my safety line in case I began to drown. I would use it only in an emergency. Assessing the situation at the dam was a monumental task. Just when I thought I had all the pieces together so I could devise a plan, I uncovered another mess. It was even more disheartening to know that my predecessor had parlayed this job into one with better pay.


  Chapter 4


  Testing the Waters


  Days began early and ended late. The only time I thought about my wife and kids was at night. Fourteen hour days were common my first three months as were seven day work weeks. I literally cycled between work and sleep. Mail was sporadic; the internet was our lifeline, but it wasn’t intimate because it wasn’t private. I emailed from work, she from the school secretary’s desk or the charity where she worked after she dropped the kids off or before she pulled duty as a playground monitor. I sent her an e-mail every day and she sent me one almost every day. They were mainly news of our day to day activities, keeping me abreast of the kids’ activities, the operation of the household, the state of our car. For many reasons they had to remain mundane. Not once did she mention Lee and not once did I ask. I convinced myself that her yearning for Lee ended the minute she dropped me off at the airport. Initially I felt relief, but at night I masturbated to mental images of Lee and my wife fucking. Separation or not it was something I still wanted to happen.


  Slowly the mail trickled in. Normally it took a month to arrive. The first two months I received cards. They all said the same thing, “I miss you. My kids sent me letters; they missed me too especially my seven year old. Her card tore at my heart when she wrote how much she missed her daddy. I read them and felt terribly homesick. After the first month I didn’t feel threatened by Lee. He became nothing more than a tool I used when I masturbated thinking about my wife. As time wore on, I didn’t think of he and my wife. I instead thought solely about my wife and how badly I missed making love with her.


  Towards the end of my third month I received my first letter. Its arrival marked a turning point. She began it with, “I’ll save these hand written ones for things more personal. She wrote about Lee.


  Her letter wasn’t pornographic, but God was it erotic. She explained that she too had been overwhelmed the first two months of my departure, but now she had adjusted. She was even volunteering one or two days a week at the charity Lee headed. She described what she wore the day she saw him, “I was wearing my purple shirt (my best color). I opened the door and the wind blew my hair back. I was wearing it loose. He looked to see who came in. When he saw me he smiled and said hello. It seemed that I had made his day. A day later I saw him again at a party. He asked if I was up for tennis. He then thanked me for the birthday card I sent him. He commented on the fact I sent him one and you and the kids sent him one. He asked about you. I told him you left two months ago. He was mad at himself for not remembering, but then he laughed and said two months ago. We’ll have to make up for lost time. Two wasted months. I told him that you wanted me to play with him as much as I could. I said that I probably could twist his arm to play with me again as he laughed and grinned. I told him that I found playing with him very relaxing and a needed past time. I told him that you worried about all the stress I could have at times and wanted me to take time to play with him. I told him how much I enjoyed the day with him when we played tennis. He seemed to like the compliment.


  “The next day I ran into him again. He was talking to other people when I walked by, but he stopped his conversation with them to tell me good bye. I’m sure it’s all in my head-but what if he does have a crush on me? I think he’s just being a friend and taking care of a woman whose husband is gone. If he is smitten with me, oh well, it’s not that unlikely. I am pretty fun to be with-you like being with me right? Oh well, Just thought you’d like to know what happened. What do you think he meant by two wasted months? Do you think I’m reading too much into his comments? What about when he said we’ll have to make it up. Do you think he was talking about tennis or s-e-x? God, I hope it was about s-e-x. I wonder if he’ll want to make a baby with me. I think of him all the time, especially at night when I masturbate. I wonder if he’s as good a lover as you are or better. Do you think he wants to be my lover? I hope so. Will I arouse him the way I arouse you? Again, I hope so. I’m scared yet anxious for something to happen. I so badly want to have his baby.


  I love you.


  P.S. “I think about you too. I miss your mouth so bad, not just your mouth because I love your cock too. Right now I think mainly about your mouth and Lee’s cock. I can’t wait for you to come home and clean me of his cum with your tongue. You’re my best friend. I hope you’re ready for a fourth. Work hard. Do well. If all goes like I hope it will, we’ll need the raise.


  As I read the letter, my cock had immediately gotten hard. Halfway through it began to throb and towards the end it happened; I came in my pants. I took my pants off and looked at the front of my underwear. Instead of my usual teaspoon I had spewed forth a good tablespoon maybe even more. I changed, dried myself off, put on fresh underwear and returned to work. At the end of the work day I emailed her discretely letting her know that I received her letter and found it very enjoyable. As for her questions I answered her, “No, you’re not reading too much into it. A three letter word is what he was referring to making up. He was talking about the three letter word. Yes he does. Yes, you will. I’m working hard. Money won’t be a problem. I think about you too, but you knew that. You’re my best friend too. This is nuts, but I’m so excited for you. She emailed back a few minutes later. “I’m glad you liked it. Me, I liked writing it. More are on the way. Be safe. Only nine more months my love. Hope you’re home in time.


  I emailed back, “Time for what? She answered, “What do you think? Gotta go.


  At night I jacked off rereading that letter and imagining them in bed. Waiting for the mail was agony. The weather turned cold; the wind bit hard. Another letter arrived. It wasn’t until page three that she wrote, “I have something to tell you ¦.


  “Last Saturday night I went to a pig roast. I looked good! I wore that aqua/green/blue pantsuit. I wore that blue necklace you bought me. I wore makeup with eyeliner-so my eyes looked good. A friend french braided my hair. I took the kids to mass before the party and out of the corner of my eye I saw Lee. We made eye contact. I smiled at him and he smiled back, I think pleased with what he saw. He also was at the pig roast. He greeted me with a big hug. He squeezed me hard. I never realized how much bigger he is than you, lots of muscles. I sat for dinner with D., C., and J. We had such interesting convo that it kept me there for awhile. I noticed Lee kept an eye on me-waiting for an opportunity, but it never came. They started a gambling game-as he went to play he stopped by, touched my shoulder, and asked how I was doing and how you were. You’re not going to believe what I said. Fine, just lonely. He said, A beautiful woman like you should never be lonely. I answered back, but I am. Someone called for him and he left. Hot, isn’t it? But wait, it gets better.


  “Brett came and sat by me before dinner and we chatted. I think he has a crush on me too and it made Lee jealous. I went outside after dinner and Brett was there. He and I were talking when Lee walked up and commented that people might talk if we stayed outside in the dark too long. He walked away, but he was obviously bothered by Brett and I being alone. Lee kept an eye on me all night. Whenever I noticed I would smile at him and he smiled back. At one point I caught him looking me up and down. He was a little drunk. I got the feeling he was thinking something naughty, like going down on me. I left early and he insisted on giving me another big hug. He told me what a wonderful gal I was. He looked at me and I swear I thought he was going to kiss me in a room with all our friends, but he didn’t.


  “I’m glad you’re not the jealous type, but it did feel kind of nice knowing two men, make that three (I forgot about you) have the hots for me. I guess I still got it. I wonder what Lee would have done if we had been alone. I really liked his hugs. I wonder if he’ll make a move on me. I hope so, don’t you? If only he knew how often I think about making love with him he wouldn’t be so shy. I hope he and I become lovers and soon. Time is running out and I want to be showing when you return.


  “PS. I know he wants me; he’s just afraid to make the first move. He called the next day and we’re going to play tennis Wednesday morning. Maybe I’ll bet him, winner gets to fuck me. Don’t you think he and I would make a beautiful baby?


  “PSS. I wasn’t lying when I said I was lonely. I miss you so bad at night. When I’m not thinking about Lee, I fantasize about you. You really are such a considerate lover. I bet you can’t wait to come home and find me preggo. After I get pregnant, whatever Lee fills me with you can lick out. Remember that movie we used to watch, “Pinch hitter . That was my favorite.


  “I love you gay-boy.


  I whipped my cock out and jacked off. After I came I was satiated sexually, but became depressed. 


  I missed her so much I hurt inside. I also found myself thinking about Lee and my wife. He was big, a good half foot taller than me. He was muscular without being bulky and strong. He had a face that matched his body, strong features with deep blue eyes. He wore his hair short; he was going from brown to gray. I pictured the two of them hugging at the party and embraced on my bed as lovers. I looked at the postmark on the envelope, nearly a month old. What had happened since? Were they now lovers? Her e-mail hinted there was more. She hoped I was home in time. Was she already pregnant?


  Chapter 5


  Work


  When I first arrived at the job site I couldn’t concentrate on anything but getting the project back on time. I wasn’t merciless, but if people weren’t doing their jobs I sent them packing. Those who were trying I kept. The ones who were taking kickbacks from local contractors I sent home first to let the company deal with them. I also concentrated on safety. The local workers were callous about safety. Their life was full of uncertainty. I made it a goal to make them change. I offered financial incentives to the crews that had the fewest injuries and greatest productivity. I put the onus on the crew chiefs. I garnished their wages if members of their crew were caught violating safety rules. We went a month without anyone getting maimed or killed. I showed them a tape of the Hoover Dam construction and the St Louis Arch. They were in awe. They couldn’t believe no one died at either site. I explained it as part luck, but mainly professionalism. They did things the right way because they cared about each other. No one wanted to be responsible for another man’s death or loss of livelihood.


  In my fourth month I began to concentrate on my pet peeves. The canteen was horrible. I assigned a team to fix it. They came up with recommendations and we immediately implemented them. Much of it was teaching locals how to cook two kinds of food. We split the cooks into two groups; one made local dishes, the other American. Workers raved.


  My other goal was to speed up the mail. I did it for purely selfish reasons as a month was too long to receive a letter. I queried other sites to find out how long it took them to get mail, under two weeks. I found out their trick. They picked up the mail in the city and brought it to the site rather than wait for the local mail service to deliver it. The plane that brought me here also carried the mail. I still had Rachel’s card. I was certain I wouldn’t use it, but it was nice to know there was someone who knew what I was going through that in a crisis I could talk to. I’ve always enjoyed the company of women more than men. I had plenty of male friends, but the people I clicked with best had always been women. Now I knew what my wife meant about me being effeminate. It was true. There was nothing effeminate about the way I talked, looked, or acted, but I responded emotionally as a woman to many things.


  On the job site there were few women in management. The vast majority of workers were locals. Their women didn’t work, but stayed home. Their lifestyle was vastly different; they didn’t date. They just married and began making babies. Their tea and coffee houses were off limits to women, all male affairs. There were American workers too, but I avoided forming strong attachments to anyone, local or American. At first there simply wasn’t time. Later I wanted to avoid the appearance of favoritism. I wanted no one to think I had any favorites. It was difficult because it wasn’t like me. I had always been part of a circle of friends. Even though it was the smart thing to do it made what free time I started to have seem eternal.


  After that letter I emailed my wife and tried to pry more information out of her. She was adamant about not answering. “I like torturing you. You’ll have to wait for the letters. I’ve thought about using e-mail, but that would take the mystery out of it and it would be so embarrassing if someone saw what I was writing. Speaking of writing, I certainly wouldn’t mind a few letters from you. You were always such a good writer. I asked her, “What kinds of letters? The next day she answered, “Like the ones you wrote when we were first married. Tell me what you miss about me, what you really think about all this, that you’re happy with what I’m doing. I really want you to tell me what you imagine I’m doing when you’re not here and he is. She signed off, “I can’t wait for you to see me. I couldn’t let her last comment go. “What do you mean? Are you? “Am I what? “Pregnant. “You’ll see. Why? You think I am don’t you? You want me to be? “You know why. I don’t know. I think you might. Yes. “That’s enough. No more e-mails about that. Write me long love letters like you used to. Be imaginative. You know what I like.


  I wrote her several letters in quick succession. They were a mix of romance and reminiscing about the past. I included sexual thoughts, but they were all about us and what we had done. I wrote about her body and how much I missed it. I described the firsts we experienced together, from kisses, to taking her bra off and seeing her breasts, later kissing and sucking them, petting her to orgasm my finger hooked in the cleft of her labia as she wouldn’t let me take her pants down. Later she told me why, “I would have made you fuck me. I wrote pages about eating her and later fucking her. I described her body as my playground.


  She emailed me as she received them. “I like them so much. At night I read them in bed while I drink a glass of wine. They are beautiful. Remember the box in our closet? I took it down. I had forgotten we had such a collection. You forgot to write about them or the movies we used to watch. I like hearing about your fantasies. Remember all those things I used to do to you. I think about doing them to you a lot. You’d like that wouldn’t you?


  Now I embarked on a frenzy of new letter writing. I described in detail the snowballs, cream pies, and fucking I experienced from her. I wrote how good and bad it made me feel. Good because it was so pleasurable; bad because I worried she thought me queer. I was so happy she didn’t. I wrote about her pet names for me and how they had the same result, stoking my libido and emotionally painful at the same time. None of what I wrote was a surprise. I had expressed these feelings in the afterglow of lovemaking when I suddenly felt vulnerable and needed her acceptance. Still, it was nice to recreate those emotions and put them to paper. I told her I still didn’t consider myself a bisexual, but I could see why she thought I might be. I confessed how much I missed snowballs, cream pies, and being fucked by her. I wrote about the first time she wore the strap on and used it. In my head I had been the woman and she the man. It had been incredibly sexy even though my bottom ached for days afterwards. I remembered her disbelief at how easily my bottom took the eight inches of silicon cock she had. She had been merciless in her teasing, “I think you’ve been keeping secrets from me. She accused me of spending way too much in those movie theaters and bookstores. “Is that why you’re so loose? Have you been spreading your legs for other men? She knew it wasn’t true, but it made her hot to hear me deny it and urge her in the same breath to fuck me harder. “You like’em big don’t you gay boy? I moaned yes. She said, “I guess we have something in common.


  She emailed me as the letters arrived. She thought they were so well written and emotionally revealing. She reminded me that I wrote like a woman, concentrating more on the feeling than the physical act. She expressed surprise that I hadn’t written letters about my fantasies. At the end of her e-mail, she asked, “You still have them don’t you?


  I wrote back, “Yes. She responded, “Good, you scared me. I have a treat for you. Pictures are on the way. Any reason why? “I thought you wanted me to write about us. She emailed back almost immediately, “They’re still about us. I need to know if you really feel the way I do. I emailed back, “I do. Another fast response, “Then write me your feelings and fantasies. I hope the pictures help. My birthday is in three weeks; a letter like that would be the best gift you can give me. Hugs and kisses.


  Chapter 6


  Happy Birthday Darling


  I promised I would. I didn’t wait for the pictures to arrive before I started. Just knowing there were pictures was fuel enough. I wrote about first becoming aware of my fantasy. We had been dating a few months and gone to a wedding and the reception that followed. I’m not much of a dancer having grown up in a rather repressed Southern Baptist environment, but she is. I watched her dance with a number of men and instead of being jealous I found myself aroused. She would come and get me during the slow songs, but there were several she didn’t. They were all with older men. The kind of men who still fancied themselves as ladies’ men. They were taller and bigger. I guessed most were ex-jocks. It amazed me how they pressed against her.


  I also felt jealous, but the arousal is what I remembered strongest. She and I hadn’t done too much physically, long make out sessions, me petting her she petting me. We were months away from oral and intercourse was even further down the road. One man in particular kept asking her to dance and he was the one who was the most blatant in bringing their lower bodies in contact. He danced fast songs with her, but when she tried to leave and get me when a slow song began he insisted she dance with him. And she did. He had a very curious way of holding her when he danced. He put his arms around her waist clasping his hands together and engaged in conversation with her. Being as he was taller she had to slightly lean back to look up at him. As they talked I noticed his hands were low on her back, just above the curve where her buttocks began. Holding her in this manner he pulled their pelvises together. She didn’t seem to mind, but it was obvious to me their genitals were in contact. In spite of being annoyed I felt my face getting flushed and developed an almost painful erection.


  She spent most of the evening on the dance floor while I chatted with people who stopped by the table. She got me to dance a series of fast songs and we exited the dance floor, both sweaty and thirsty. She asked me to get her a beer. While I was gone a slow song began. The bartender seemed to take forever. I hurried back with beers in hand intending to put them down and dance with her. She was gone. The lights were dim and I saw her with the man who had danced with her most of the night. They were glued together. She almost appeared to be resting her head on his chest. They were just swaying to the music. I knew that if I danced with her in that manner I would have an erection. I wondered if she had been grinding against his erection all night and that’s why she was so eager to dance with him.


  Three songs later the series of slow songs ended and a fast one began. He tried to get her to stay and dance with him but she declined. She headed back to the table and sat down. Her cheeks were flush. I was jealous, but knew I couldn’t pout. She held my hand and leaned over to kiss me, “So, you like watching me dance? I was caught completely off guard. She said, “I saw you watching. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself. “I love to dance, you know that. She dragged me on the dance floor and we danced to four or five fast songs. Finally, a slow song came on and she pressed herself against me. She whispered, “This is how I like to slow dance, don’t you? I could feel her pubic bone pressed against my cock. I started to get an erection and backed away, but she said, “Don’t. She kissed me a few times and then leaned her head against my shoulder. “Hold me tighter, she whispered. Now I knew exactly what he had been feeling. I could feel warmth emanating from her loins. I smelled her perfume, Jontue. Her breasts pressed against me. I closed my eyes and we danced. The song ended and she led me by the hand back to the table.


  She insisted I pull my chair close to her and she leaned against me as we sat and drank. She whispered to me, “Let’s leave. I want to be alone with you. I said, “Okay. Before we could get up he came back again only this time I was present. His face had the flush of alcohol. He looked at me, “You don’t mind if I get in one or two more dances with your pretty lady? I did, but I said, “No. She’s all yours. She looked at me as though I said the wrong thing, but she got up and went with him. It was a repeat of their earlier dance but other than their bodies pressed together and her head resting on his chest while his hands roamed up and down her back I noticed nothing different. At one point they moved to the edge of the floor and I could see her eyes were closed and his had this dreamy look about them. He then maneuvered her back into the crowd. He walked her back to the table afterwards. Both hers and his face looked flushed. He took a long time to say thank you and goodbye. Finally he left and she said, “Hurry, let’s go.


  I thought something was the matter, but she said, “I feel like being alone with you. Besides I’ve danced enough. I want to make out. We left the reception hall and found a place. In between kisses and sucking her breasts I petted her to orgasm several times. Afterwards she said, “That was so good. I was so horny.


  “Me too. “I’m sorry. I forgot about you. She and I kissed while we both worked at unbuckling my belt and unfastening my pants. I held the waistline as she pulled the zipper down. She liked to pet me with my underwear still on. I didn’t mind as I would never turn down any opportunity for her to hold my cock. As we kissed she rubbed and pumped my penis until I came. She always liked to see how big a wet spot I left. “You came a lot. “I was excited.


  We made out some more and then talked. She had a good time and told me so. “Thanks for not being upset that I danced so much. “I liked watching you. “I liked you watching me too. She then said something that surprised me, “Did you notice the way the older men all wanted to dance slow songs with me? “Yes. “That one man ¦. she paused, “I could feel him against me, you know, his erection. “You could tell? “Heck, yes. He was rubbing against me when we danced. “Why didn’t you stop him? She looked at me, “I don’t know. I guess because I liked knowing I excited him. It felt good too. That’s why I wanted to come here. I must have looked as upset as I felt. “Don’t be jealous. It just got me more excited to be with you. She consoled me through my pout. “During the last dance he got a little handy. That’s why I wanted to leave. I felt emotionally twisted inside. Jealous, but aroused at the thought of his cock pressed against her. I began kissing her again and this time we petted each other at the same time. Only this time she had me pull my underwear down. As she pumped me she commented, “I don’t think I could take one real big. Yours is a nice size. It prompted me to ask, “Why? Did his feel bigger? She waited before answering, “I don’t know, but it felt bigger than yours. I came not fifteen seconds later and she was less than a minute behind me. As I came I experienced another first. My cock juice boiled over and down her hand. She used my cum as lubricant as she finished her hand job. It was an incredible feeling.


  We cleaned up, kissed some more and I took her home. It was 1 a.m.; her parents were already in bed and she asked me to come in and watch a little t.v. before I headed home. She liked falling asleep on the couch with her head in my lap. We both started to doze off and I told her I needed to go home. She and I got up and hugged. We began kissing and our bodies were pressed together. My erection hurt. She said, “I don’t want you to go. I slowly backed towards the door. Somehow in pressing against each other the head of my cock lodged against the cleft of her labia. We stood there kissing. She looked so beautiful and tenderly said, “I want you so bad right now. “I want you too. “Now you know why I didn’t stop tonight. That’s how it felt when he and I danced. I came in my pants pressed against her labia. She was overjoyed at sending me over the edge.


  At that point in our relationship I was too jealous to fantasize about a man fucking her. I couldn’t articulate why I became so excited watching her dance. Hearing her talk about how he felt bigger, telling me he had been fresh and why she overlooked it because it felt good having the head of his cock lodged between the lips of her labia had both hurt and titillated me. In my eyes the fact that men ogled her made her more valuable to me. I trusted her. If she had wanted to deceive me it would have been so easy. It was hot knowing others felt the same way.


  Several weeks went by and we didn’t talk about it, but our makeout sessions seemed hotter to me. She had never been vocal, but suddenly she was. It added to the moment. I commented on the change and she asked if I minded. I said, “Not at all, but why now? “I’ve always felt like it, but was too embarrassed. I guess it’s a sign I feel comfortable with you. Don’t you feel like we’re best friends? “I do and I’m glad you feel that comfortable. “As best friends we can talk about anything right? “Sure, not certain where she was taking our conversation. “I want to ask you a question. “Okay. “Do you think what I did at the wedding was wrong? I took a deep breath before answering, “I didn’t think you did anything wrong. If anyone did so.
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  Happy Birthday Darling
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  I also felt jealous, but the arousal is what I remembered strongest. She and I hadn’t done too much physically, long make out sessions, me petting her she petting me. We were months away from oral and intercourse was even further down the road. One man in particular kept asking her to dance and he was the one who was the most blatant in bringing their lower bodies in contact. He danced fast songs with her, but when she tried to leave and get me when a slow song began he insisted she dance with him. And she did. He had a very curious way of holding her when he danced. He put his arms around her waist clasping his hands together and engaged in conversation with her. Being as he was taller she had to slightly lean back to look up at him. As they talked I noticed his hands were low on her back, just above the curve where her buttocks began. Holding her in this manner he pulled their pelvises together. She didn’t seem to mind, but it was obvious to me their genitals were in contact. In spite of being annoyed I felt my face getting flushed and developed an almost painful erection.


  She spent most of the evening on the dance floor while I chatted with people who stopped by the table. She got me to dance a series of fast songs and we exited the dance floor, both sweaty and thirsty. She asked me to get her a beer. While I was gone a slow song began. The bartender seemed to take forever. I hurried back with beers in hand intending to put them down and dance with her. She was gone. The lights were dim and I saw her with the man who had danced with her most of the night. They were glued together. She almost appeared to be resting her head on his chest. They were just swaying to the music. I knew that if I danced with her in that manner I would have an erection. I wondered if she had been grinding against his erection all night and that’s why she was so eager to dance with him.


  Three songs later the series of slow songs ended and a fast one began. He tried to get her to stay and dance with him but she declined. She headed back to the table and sat down. Her cheeks were flush. I was jealous, but knew I couldn’t pout. She held my hand and leaned over to kiss me, “So, you like watching me dance? I was caught completely off guard. She said, “I saw you watching. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself. “I love to dance, you know that. She dragged me on the dance floor and we danced to four or five fast songs. Finally, a slow song came on and she pressed herself against me. She whispered, “This is how I like to slow dance, don’t you? I could feel her pubic bone pressed against my cock. I started to get an erection and backed away, but she said, “Don’t. She kissed me a few times and then leaned her head against my shoulder. “Hold me tighter, she whispered. Now I knew exactly what he had been feeling. I could feel warmth emanating from her loins. I smelled her perfume, Jontue. Her breasts pressed against me. I closed my eyes and we danced. The song ended and she led me by the hand back to the table.


  She insisted I pull my chair close to her and she leaned against me as we sat and drank. She whispered to me, “Let’s leave. I want to be alone with you. I said, “Okay. Before we could get up he came back again only this time I was present. His face had the flush of alcohol. He looked at me, “You don’t mind if I get in one or two more dances with your pretty lady? I did, but I said, “No. She’s all yours. She looked at me as though I said the wrong thing, but she got up and went with him. It was a repeat of their earlier dance but other than their bodies pressed together and her head resting on his chest while his hands roamed up and down her back I noticed nothing different. At one point they moved to the edge of the floor and I could see her eyes were closed and his had this dreamy look about them. He then maneuvered her back into the crowd. He walked her back to the table afterwards. Both hers and his face looked flushed. He took a long time to say thank you and goodbye. Finally he left and she said, “Hurry, let’s go.


  I thought something was the matter, but she said, “I feel like being alone with you. Besides I’ve danced enough. I want to make out. We left the reception hall and found a place. In between kisses and sucking her breasts I petted her to orgasm several times. Afterwards she said, “That was so good. I was so horny.


  “Me too. “I’m sorry. I forgot about you. She and I kissed while we both worked at unbuckling my belt and unfastening my pants. I held the waistline as she pulled the zipper down. She liked to pet me with my underwear still on. I didn’t mind as I would never turn down any opportunity for her to hold my cock. As we kissed she rubbed and pumped my penis until I came. She always liked to see how big a wet spot I left. “You came a lot. “I was excited.


  We made out some more and then talked. She had a good time and told me so. “Thanks for not being upset that I danced so much. “I liked watching you. “I liked you watching me too. She then said something that surprised me, “Did you notice the way the older men all wanted to dance slow songs with me? “Yes. “That one man ¦. she paused, “I could feel him against me, you know, his erection. “You could tell? “Heck, yes. He was rubbing against me when we danced. “Why didn’t you stop him? She looked at me, “I don’t know. I guess because I liked knowing I excited him. It felt good too. That’s why I wanted to come here. I must have looked as upset as I felt. “Don’t be jealous. It just got me more excited to be with you. She consoled me through my pout. “During the last dance he got a little handy. That’s why I wanted to leave. I felt emotionally twisted inside. Jealous, but aroused at the thought of his cock pressed against her. I began kissing her again and this time we petted each other at the same time. Only this time she had me pull my underwear down. As she pumped me she commented, “I don’t think I could take one real big. Yours is a nice size. It prompted me to ask, “Why? Did his feel bigger? She waited before answering, “I don’t know, but it felt bigger than yours. I came not fifteen seconds later and she was less than a minute behind me. As I came I experienced another first. My cock juice boiled over and down her hand. She used my cum as lubricant as she finished her hand job. It was an incredible feeling.


  We cleaned up, kissed some more and I took her home. It was 1 a.m.; her parents were already in bed and she asked me to come in and watch a little t.v. before I headed home. She liked falling asleep on the couch with her head in my lap. We both started to doze off and I told her I needed to go home. She and I got up and hugged. We began kissing and our bodies were pressed together. My erection hurt. She said, “I don’t want you to go. I slowly backed towards the door. Somehow in pressing against each other the head of my cock lodged against the cleft of her labia. We stood there kissing. She looked so beautiful and tenderly said, “I want you so bad right now. “I want you too. “Now you know why I didn’t stop tonight. That’s how it felt when he and I danced. I came in my pants pressed against her labia. She was overjoyed at sending me over the edge.


  At that point in our relationship I was too jealous to fantasize about a man fucking her. I couldn’t articulate why I became so excited watching her dance. Hearing her talk about how he felt bigger, telling me he had been fresh and why she overlooked it because it felt good having the head of his cock lodged between the lips of her labia had both hurt and titillated me. In my eyes the fact that men ogled her made her more valuable to me. I trusted her. If she had wanted to deceive me it would have been so easy. It was hot knowing others felt the same way.


  Several weeks went by and we didn’t talk about it, but our makeout sessions seemed hotter to me. She had never been vocal, but suddenly she was. It added to the moment. I commented on the change and she asked if I minded. I said, “Not at all, but why now? “I’ve always felt like it, but was too embarrassed. I guess it’s a sign I feel comfortable with you. Don’t you feel like we’re best friends? “I do and I’m glad you feel that comfortable. “As best friends we can talk about anything right? “Sure, not certain where she was taking our conversation. “I want to ask you a question. “Okay. “Do you think what I did at the wedding was wrong? I took a deep breath before answering, “I didn’t think you did anything wrong. If anyone did something wrong, it was him. She smiled, “Good. I’m glad you think that. “Why was it bothering you?


  “I felt guilty afterwards. “For not stopping it? “Yes. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. I never realized how lecherous married older guys are. That one guy was totally out of line. He probably felt bad the next day. It was pretty obvious he was hammered by the time we left. “So, you don’t think I’m a slut or some kind of tease? I hugged her, “Not at all. At least I know this, he has good taste in women. You’re young and beautiful, and a good dancer. I’m sure he was on cloud nine. I lowered my voice and continued, “Besides, after rubbing against you before I left I understand why he wanted to keep dancing with you. If you remember, I had quite a climax. She thanked me for being so understanding, “You’re such a sweetie. She confessed more, “I felt like I was on fire down there while he and I danced. He was hugging me and it was his penis pressed against me that I was feeling, but it was you I wanted so badly afterwards.


  That said, we began making out again. Only this time she lay down on the back seat and I got on top of her. She asked me to pull my pants down and to rub against her. It felt fantastic to have my cock pressing against her nylon covered panties. She reached down and rubbed the head of my cock against her clitoris. She soon brought herself to orgasm. Afterwards she told me to pump against her. The sensation of simulating intercourse was so pleasurable that I quickly came. She had me get some tissue and wipe up the cum I had deposited onto her panties. She later told me how good it felt, “I can’t wait until you and I make love. It will be so good. “Me too, I answered back.


  Three months passed and we found ourselves at another wedding. My wife is an only child but her extended family is big; it seems like there’s always a relative who’s getting married, giving birth, getting engaged, or dying. It was a distant cousin whose wedding we attended and it pretty much turned out like the other reception. The same man who danced with her at that wedding was even there. He hadn’t been too drunk because he immediately recognized her. He also had no qualms about coming to our table and asking her to dance. She would glance at me as though looking for guidance but I said nothing. She gave me a half smile and said, “I’d love to, and off they went. Only this time I scrutinized their every move as I knew what the two of them were experiencing.


  She returned after each series of slow songs red faced. She even commented on how worked up she felt. She fanned herself, “I feel overheated. She and I danced also, but he seemed to appear at our table the minute a slow song started. I was jealous and super aroused at the same time. She turned her head that was resting against his chest and smiled at me. I smiled back and she closed her eyes.


  Around ten, friends I didn’t know were part of her family showed up and they dragged me over to their table. For an hour, maybe two, I lost track of my girlfriend. I did look on the dance floor and didn’t see her so I assumed she was making the rounds visiting other tables. Sometime between eleven and twelve my girlfriend showed up where I was now sitting and pulled me onto the dance floor, “I’ve shared him with you long enough. We all laughed said goodbye and were soon dancing a slow song. I teased her and asked, “Where’s your other boyfriend? She looked a little hurt, “You’re my only boyfriend. I apologized, “I was just making a joke. “You’re forgiven. She then seductively whispered, “Hold me tight. I pulled her into me and she said, “That’s better. It felt like our bodies had joined. I developed an erection that she noticed. She rubbed back against me. I remembered her hair smelling of smoke and perfume, her breath faintly of beer and cherries, from the gum she was discretely chewing, and her body smelled faintly of sweat, from dancing all night. I liked her aroma. When the song ended she said she was ready to leave. She whispered, “I want to be alone with you.


  We went back to our table. She grabbed her purse. We quickly exited. She took me by the hand and led me in a direction very different from where I remembered parking. “I moved the car, she explained. And indeed she had, parking it not just away from the other cars but hidden from view. “I needed some privacy. I don’t know why, but I didn’t ask. She mentioned a cousin who needed to talk. “It was personal. I was quiet and I guess it made her nervous for she offered more information. “She smokes. The reception had been in a parish meeting hall. There were several portable buildings that had been used as classrooms, but now they were for storage. She had parked between them. You would have to be looking for us to find us.


  She took the keys out of her purse and unlocked the front door. She opened it, reached in, and unlocked the back. She shut the door and opened the back door, “Get in. I slid into the back seat and she got in behind me and closed the door. She was ravenous. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths. Her lips felt swollen, almost tender. I detected the faint taste of tobacco on her breath. She was the aggressor and began kissing my neck. She unbuttoned my shirt and for the first time I experienced having my tiny little nipples sucked. She kissed down my torso. I could feel her hands fumble with my belt. I started to help. She said, “No, I’ll do it. Another minute passed and as she dipped her tongue into my navel she undid my pants and began tugging them down. I lifted myself off the seat and a second or two later my pants and underwear were down around my knees. I caressed her hair; it reminded me of silk as she took me in her mouth. She took me deep then backed off, sucked just the head, went back down, then back up, just keeping the head in her mouth. Her tongue swabbed the underside. I was delirious with pleasure. I had no idea a woman’s mouth on my cock could feel so good. I moaned, “I’m going to cum, thinking she deserved a warning. She sucked harder and I felt my cock jerk again and again as I emptied what felt like a ton of cream into her mouth. I could feel her jaw tighten as she swallowed. She continued sucking me until I went limp.


  All I could say afterward was, “Thank you. That was great. She looked at me, “You’re just saying that. I’ll get better. “Seriously, it was great. You sure seemed like you knew what you were doing. She smiled, “I’ll take that as a compliment. I thought about it and saw how she could have interpreted it. “I didn’t mean to imply. She kissed me on the nose, “I know. I’m teasing. Even though I knew what to expect the taste and texture surprised me, but yours wasn’t so bitter. Right now I need some gum. She reached into her purse, grabbed a stick, unwrapped it, and popped it into her mouth. The smell of cherries filled the car.


  I felt too exposed and refastened my pants and buttoned my shirt. She chewed rapidly, “My mouth feels sticky; this helps. As she chewed I told her what she did was completely unexpected. “I’ve been thinking about it for quite a while. I don’t know why, but tonight just seemed like the right time. I’m certainly horny enough. All I thought was, “After all those slow songs who wouldn’t be.


  “Was your cousin smoking in here? She smiled, “You noticed. We cracked the windows. “It’s okay; it will air out. What was wrong with her that she needed so much privacy? “Boy trouble, what else? She didn’t want anyone to see her crying. “Is she better? “Completely. She went back inside. They made up.


  She was through talking, but got quiet. She was waiting for me to take the initiative. I did.


  Now I was the aggressor. I had the back of her dress unzipped and pulled off of her shoulders within a minute. I next unsnapped her bra. She left the straps on, but I freed each of her breasts from their cups. I looked at each nipple, the way they stuck out so far from the rest of the breast when she was excited. I began sucking them. They tasted faintly of salt. As I sucked them I put a hand up under her dress. I came into contact with her vulva and slipped a finger between her labia and was rewarded with a gush of liquid. She moaned, “I took them off earlier. I plunged a finger into her. I could feel the outline of her hymen. “That feels good. I did this for a minute maybe longer then began to stroke her clitoris. Hers is prominent, more akin to the golden bearing than the golden beebee.


  It was then I really thought about licking her. I moved down onto the floor of the car. She pulled the back of her dress up so her bare buttocks were on the vinyl back seat. She opened her legs and I pressed my face forward. I heard her moan, “Go ahead. Please. It makes me feel so good. As I got closer her smell was overpowering and intoxicating. I was drawn to it like a bee is to a flower’s nectar. She groaned the instant my tongue made contact with her. I had it thrust out and made a big swipe drawing it between her labia passing her clitoris at the end of its sweep. That groan was my green light. She smelled mainly of cunt, but I detected the faint ammonia of urine, and sweat. The salt left as the perspiration evaporated was a spice added to the main meal, the juices that trickled out of her vagina.


  I had no idea what I was doing. It was my first time to eat pussy. My tongue followed her moans. If she moaned a lot I kept licking in that one spot. I savored the texture of her flesh, softer than I imagined. When the moan diminished I moved on. From the very first time I knew I would be hooked on eating at her Y, the black forest she called it as she possessed a rich thatch of coal black, surprisingly soft, pubic hair. The blow job I received had taken at most two minutes, but the first time I ate her it was fifteen maybe thirty before she climaxed.


  All her other orgasms paled compared to the one I gave her with my mouth. She was sobbing when she came. Afterwards I got up to find her crying, “That was so beautiful. I love you. “I love you too. We kissed and I suddenly became conscious of her smell plastered to my face. She didn’t care and I didn’t ask for gum to mask her flavor. I loved her smell so much so that 10 minutes later I ate her a second time. I had an erection the entire time, but I didn’t care about cumming. I wanted to repeat the heights I had taken her to the first time. And I did. After the second time, she was just as emotional as the first wanting me to hold her, thanking me, “I had no idea anything could feel so good. I mean I knew it felt good, but the way you made love to me with your mouth was indescribable. She asked if I had a towel or anything to dry her with. I got out of the car, retrieved one I kept in the trunk for spontaneous visits to the lake, and I dried underneath her and between her legs, and the cheeks of her ass. I kissed her pussy one last time. She got dressed and I reminded her of her underwear. She looked in her purse and laughed, “It must have fallen out. We both started laughing at the prospect of someone finding her matching burgundy panties. “I bet they’re in the bathroom. “Or the parking lot.


  Her happiness was contagious. My feelings for her had been strong, but I felt for the first time the giddiness of being in love. And she had it too. Out in the horizon we saw each other together forever. As can be expected, once you’ve bitten the apple you want to savor its flavor again and again. She sucked me and she swallowed, but those instances were treats. Mainly I received a nice hand job, sometimes two, in a night. She on the other hand had no trouble keeping my head pried between her legs. There were nights when I felt like I had more face time with her cunt than her face. Her pussy was my drug of choice. If she even hinted she wanted to be eaten, I went down on her. With each lick I improved and I relished the way I could play her body.


  I didn’t involve just my lips, teeth, and tongue, but my chin, nose, fingers and thumb. I found out something else. She enjoyed having her other hole pleasured just as much. A finger slickened with her juices gently pushed up her ass as I ate her pushed her over the top time and again. I experimented further, one finger up her ass, the other up her vagina, my tongue flicking her clitoris, bingo, bango, bongo, she gushed. My fingers are short and thick, my thumb big. I dipped it in her honey pot, then held it against her sphincter. She pressed against it and I thumb fucked her ass as I ate her.


  Fall turned into winter, then spring, and finally summer. We had gone all the way. We seldom had intercourse in the car; it was too much of a treat. We reserved that pleasure for hotels. We both still lived at the home, me just for the summer as I went to school two hours away but she had never been on her own. We ended up going to the coast, but she stayed with her cousin, his wife, and their two small sons. I slept on the hood of my car. She and I babysat their kids during the day and went out at night. We would park on the beach, make out, and she would pull her swimsuit bottoms to the side and I would eat her. It was very romantic, relaxing, and we found something else we liked, drinking wine and watching the ocean.


  Her cousin, his wife, and their kids were nice. I found his wife attractive in a wholesome way. She was introspective while he was the typical Texan, big, beefy, loud, opinionated, and I thought a complete lecher. Even though his wife was nice looking, I literally felt he undressed his young cousin, my girlfriend, when he looked at her in a swimsuit. And it made me hard. He was always finding an excuse to touch her, but she didn’t seem to mind. His wife would make some comment about it, but then she would laugh as that’s just the way he is. No harm no foul. Memories of her dance partner had faded, but now I dwelled on her cousin. And since she was no longer a virgin, my fetish began to take shape and it involved her big beefy cousin banging her. It shamed me, but I thought it the entire 7 days we were there.


  I showered at their condo and during the day she and I stayed there with the boys while he and his wife went to the beach or to Mexico. At night they left us once or twice and went to the races. Sometimes we just stayed at the pool. I was in the water with the boys. Each of them had floaties on and her cousin came out, saw her lying on her stomach and exclaimed, “You’re going to burn. Let me get some lotion. She stared at me as I stared at him who never looked up rub lotion all over her back. I remembered seeing her spread her legs so he could apply lotion to her inner thighs. I almost forgot about the boys until one shouted for me to catch him. I turned in time to catch him as he jumped into the pool.


  When I turned around a few minutes later she was on her back and he was doing the front of her legs and arms. I then heard him say something about her stomach. His voice sounded tight. I recognized it from my own experience; coating her body with sun block had aroused him. He squirted the lotion all over her torso and she propped herself on her elbows and watched him. My cock felt like it would explode, especially when she said, “Thanks. He said, “My pleasure, and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. She rolled back over and resumed looking at me, only this time she was smiling. He stood up, his face red, and that’s when I noticed the pole tenting the front of his trunks. He wasn’t looking at me, but her. He pulled his t-shirt down to cover it and hurried off.


  I replayed that scene in my head for months. That was only the first incident. The second was in the condo when she saw me nodding off and told me to sleep in their bedroom. “It’s very comfortable. I went into the bedroom and got on the bed. “You’re right. It is comfortable. “I told you so. “I thought you slept in the boys’ room. “Sometimes, but not always. There’s room for three. It’s a king size. I had to ask, “Where does Johnny sleep? “Where do you think? In bed with Betsy and I. What a nap that was. I knew Johnny most likely didn’t sleep in the middle but he did in my dreams, fucking my girlfriend and his wife all night long.


  What really pushed me over the edge was finding Betsy and the boys walking up and down the beach collecting sea shells one morning. I asked where my girlfriend and Johnny were. She hesitated before answering and stammered as she spoke. “They’re still sleeping. The boys were awake so I gave them time to be alone. I mean, too sleep. The boys are so noisy. I said nothing, but my body felt on fire. I walked with her and she talked about Johnny. It was obvious she loved him, but she also commented on how he was like a kid in a candy store. “I don’t know who’s the bigger baby, him or the boys. He’s always got to be doing something. And he’s such a flirt. I said nothing. Another hour passed. She looked at her watch and commented to herself, “That should be enough time. Come on boys. Let’s head back. She didn’t invite me to breakfast, but said, “Come by for lunch.


  My girlfriend wasn’t doing anything with her cousin Johnny, but in my head they were having a torrid affair that made by balls ache. I was like a vacuum cleaner sucking up skimpy observations and turning them into entire movies. I kept those thoughts to myself. She rode back with me at the end of the trip and we talked about how much fun the week had been. She then asked what I thought about Johnny and Betsy. I told her I liked them both a lot, but they were such opposites. She said, “Don’t let Betsy fool you. She can be pretty wild. And Johnny reminds of a big kid always getting in trouble. I laughed as that observation fit him to a t-. “Betsy puts up a lot with him, but she doesn’t seem to mind. She giggled, but didn’t share her thoughts.


  Of course I’m having the most perverted thoughts imaginable. Wild Betsy, all three in bed, Johnny always in trouble, and on and on. My girlfriend leaned against my shoulder and fell asleep. When she woke up, we stopped, stretched our legs, visited the bathroom, bought some food, and continued our drive eating in the car. She fed me my fries while I drove. It’s one of those memories where I had that same giddy feeling of being hopelessly and wonderfully in love. After we were done eating she commented on how we had been together nearly 24 hours a day, except when she was sleeping, and not quarreled even once. I joked, “It’s because I let you have your way. “Be serious. Don’t you think it means we’re meant for each other? I didn’t hesitate, “Yes. “I do too. A few minutes passed and then she asked, “I think a lot about you being my husband. Do you think about me being your wife? “All the time. She kissed my upper arm, “Good. I like knowing you feel the same way. When are you going to ask me to marry you? “As soon as I finish school. When do you want to get married? “The day after. I’m tired of waking up and going to bed alone. I want to start my life with you. “I promise. We will.


  Chapter 7


  Mommy Goes on a Date


  Recreating those memories and putting them to paper took a week, maybe more. Each night I wrote. What I finished I mailed to my wife. At the end after I wrote I love you I wrote Happy Birthday. I was anxious to see the pictures; the wait was agony. I built them up in my head to be graphic images of Lee plowing my wife’s fertile vagina, his cock the planter, his cum the seed, her egg the fertile ground. Finally, a letter arrived, heavy and thick. Then more waiting to open them in the privacy of my living quarters.


  I began to open the envelope and a wave of emotions roared through my body. What I was about to see was everything I had ever wanted, but I also felt apprehension at the thought of what we were doing would unravel the life we had created. Second thoughts popped into my head, but thankfully they weren’t nearly as strong as the coarser desires, the ones I had carried with me for years. More than anything else I wanted another man to fuck her and that anonymous creature now had a name and it was Lee. For almost five months I had pictured Lee fucking my wife and that had been the good part. Worse, my wife’s fantasy had now become mine. Lee just didn’t fuck her. He and she made love and together with my blessing they made a baby.


  The pictures were wrapped in a piece of stationery held in place with a rubberband. I read the letter first forcing myself not to look at the first photo. “Sweetie, I know you’ll like these. They’re in order. Read the back of each one. Our two oldest wrote most of the notes and took the pictures. They were so cute. I told them it was a gift for their daddy who they badly miss. All four of your girls miss you. I wish I had photos to send for what happened later, but I’ll leave that to your imagination. I will tell you begin at the end and work your way back and you’ll get the picture. Still trying hard to make you a baby; hope it’s a boy. The practice has been fun. Don’t worry; his tongue is nowhere good as yours, but he makes up for it in other ways. He’s more inhibited, but I’m working on him. After all, that’s the final phase of my fantasy, to have him fill me with cum and you to empty it out. If you’re really good gay-boy (I love that nickname for you) you might get to watch and put it in me. Who knows by the time you come home he might even be as eager as I am to watch you suck him after he cums, to bring that magnificent cock of his back to life. That’s really what you want isn’t it gay-boy? To suck his cock in front of me. Trust me, you will. But only to get him hard enough so he can fuck me.


  PS. I miss you so bad. Lee’s not you and there’s only so much of him I can take. Now I understand why he’s divorced and remained a bachelor. The moments with him, and that’s all they are, help pass the time, but still it drags. I can’t wait for you to cradle me when I’m heavy with his child and make love to me slowly all night long. I miss your soft tender kisses and the way you make love gay-boy. Stay safe. I love you so much. Thank God for the kids or the nights would be unbearable.


  So Lee was fucking her; she just admitted it. My throat had a knot the size of a golf ball. I swallowed and suddenly I needed a drink. I popped open a beer. My fantasy had come true. He was endowed; her letter said so, but not into oral. But he made up for it. He must be good at fucking. Does he know I know? Does he know that she wants to get pregnant by him? I chugged half the can. Then I picked up the photos.


  There was a stack of them. The first was my wife dressed in a beaded red cocktail dress holding our youngest with the other two on either side. They were all smiling from ear to ear. My wife looked dressed to kill. Instinctively I knew who had taken the photo, Lee. They were about to go on a date. I flipped the card over and on it scribbled in a child’s handwriting. Our family, but not daddy. Boo Hoo. She had scrawled Xs and Os. A wave of homesickness made me nauseous. I belched tasting the acid.


  I put the first one down and picked up the second. It was my wife getting her nails painted. On the back another note, “Sharon paints mommy’s fingernails. Numbers three through five were a pedicure. “Sharon washes Mommy’s feet. “Sharon sands Mommy’s feet. “Sharon paints Mommy’s toes. Bright red to match her fingernails. Number six was my wife in the chair, her feet drawn up and her hands beside them. On the back was written, “Finished.


  Number seven was a picture of her head after a trip to the beauty shop. Her hair was pulled up tight into a bun. She was smiling. I read the back, “Mommy got her hair done. Number eight was a full length nude photo taken as she was about to get in the shower. She had the shower wand in her hand and a cap on. Her tits looked so inviting but it was her crotch I remained glued to. “Mommy gets clean. She has a lot of hair. Hee hee. She was right. Mommy does have a lot of hair and Daddy misses it so so bad. Number 9 was Mommy drying off between her legs, her towel stretched rubbing it from front to back against her crotch. “Mommy dries herself. Look how red her face is. I did and it was. I also noticed something else; her chest was flush, but it was her nipples that really got my attention. They were sticking out a good half to three quarters inch. I thought, “Mommy likes the way the towel feels.


  Numbers 10, 11, and 12 were close ups of her legs. The back said, “Mommy shaved. Smooth. Picture number 12 was of her left inner thigh. In the corner I could see hair and vulva. The words on back said it all, “Smooth and soft. Feels like a baby’s heinie. Hee hee. I could imagine my girls taking the photos and thinking everything was so funny. So innocent the way they looked at the world.


  Number 13 was my wife’s bottom. I love her ass. “Mommy’s butt. Each t was out of proportion to the other letters.


  Numbers 14 and 15 were her applying deodorant, but it wasn’t her armpit I focused on but her breast and the way the nipple continued to jut out. I only imagined how wet she was down below and I flipped back to the towel. I wonder if she came close to orgasming as she rubbed it back and forth. How tempted she had to have been to shoo the girls out of the bathroom for a few minutes, but didn’t.


  Then there was mommy flossing, brushing her teeth and spitting into the sink. My daughter had captured the moment perfectly as the glob of white toothpaste and saliva exited her mouth. The analogy to a man’s cum was unmistakable. My cock was rock hard. Number 19 was a close up of her teeth, “All clean. Her breath smells pretty. Twenty, twenty one, twenty two she applied make up. Twenty three another close up, “Mommy’s pretty. I looked at her makeup, more than she normally wore. She was getting dolled up for a date. Twenty three and four were lipstick being applied and another close up. Her lips looked luscious, a deep red that went well with her dark brown hair and blue eyes. “Lipstick. Twenty five, six, and seven were a surprise.


  It was one of each of the girls their faces all dolled up. On the back of each my wife had written three notes, “Just like her mother. Wait til she’s a teenager. Too much! She had dangled earrings on them, the biggest gaudiest ones imaginable. They were all laughing proud of the way they looked with their faces caked with rouge, lips brightly painted with what looked like fluorescent tangerine and cherry lipstick. She had done the two oldest girls’ eyes. It immediately broke the eroticism of the moment and I felt homesick. I always envied her of the special bond a mother has with her daughters. They were daddy’s girls too, but some things I would never be able to do, a make up party being one of them.


  I thumbed through those last three photos several times before I put them down and pushed aside thoughts of loneliness for my family. Twenty eight through thirty one instantly and forcefully brought my cock back to life. So sudden was the change in mood dictated by where the blood flowed that I felt lightheaded as my cock inflated. Twenty eight was a picture of her dabbing perfume behind an ear. Twenty nine was the other ear. “Red was written on the back of one. “Smells pretty was written on the other. I noticed she was wearing the crystal earrings, but not the necklace that went with them. Thirty and thirty one were closeups of her breasts as she lifted them and sprayed the undersides. Her nipples looked painfully swollen. I immediately thought if I rolled them between my thumb and forefinger I could make her cum. Her first orgasm with me, albeit a small one, had been when I sucked her breasts. Over time I knew just how much pressure to apply and she had achieved small orgasms from having me suck them, but her strongest were when I pinched them hard or gripped the entire breast and kneaded them like a baker does dough. I also thought about her perfume. I loved the way “Red smelled on her. One photo had nothing on the back; the other had written in a child’s scrawl, “Mommy has big boobs. Hee hee. The girls had to have felt so mischievous, doing something really special.


  Thirty two, three, four and five kept the moment going. Mommy putting on a garter belt which she actually hated. Stocking number one, then number two, then the finished ensemble. Her bush framed by it all. The stockings were sheer, the garter belt red, the bush black. I looked at it closely. Her lips seemed to puff out. I swore I could see moisture. On the back, “Mommy puts on her belt. Mommy has nice legs don’t you think. They feel nice. Mommy forgot her panties. She’s so hairy. Thirty six and seven were her bra. Thirty six was actually a shot of her back and our oldest fastening it. “Big sis helps out. Thirty seven was a front shot. She was wearing half cups; the upper half of each visible with those ever erect nipples sticking out. No comment on the back. Thirty eight was a head to toe shot in her undergarments. On the back, “Almost dressed. Thirty nine was the dress slipping over her head. Forty was big sis again zipping up the back. Forty one, “Big sis zips mommy’s dress. Forty two another head to toe shot, “Almost ready. Where’s mommy’s shoes? Forty three and four pictures of each foot. Forty five, the ankle bracelet I bought her for our fifth anniversary. Her immediate comment was how hot it made her feel. She even teased me about the hidden meaning, “Wife who likes to trot. On the back, “Daddy’s gift. Forty six, another shot of her clutch bag in hand, but this time her handwriting, “Dressed to fuck . Beside it a lipstick imprint. I smelled her perfume and brought the photo up to my nose, “Red. She had dabbed the back. I closed my eyes and imagined she was with me. 


  Forty seven the babysitter arrives. Cute, wholesome, teenager. Forty eight a picture of Lee’s car at the curb, “Mommy’s friend’s car. Forty nine a closeup of the watch my wife was wearing. Her wedding ring and engagement ring were visible. The time was 7 o’clock. On the back, my oldest wrote, “On time. Fifty a picture of Lee, “Mr. Lee. I looked at his photo. He was wearing a dark suit. He reminded me of John Newcombe, the Australian tennis star. He had dark brown hair, a brown moustache, and brown eyes. He came across as very rugged, his face deeply tanned from years spent on the tennis court. Fifty one was Lee standing behind my wife who was sitting in a chair smiling at the camera. He was fastening the crystal necklace around her neck. I flipped the photo over. Her handwriting again, “Almost forgot it. I love the necklace and earrings. I didn’t take them off the entire evening. Doesn’t he have big hands? It’s no myth. Big hands, big feet, big cock. Fifty two was the two of them standing his arm around her. A child’s handwriting, “Mommy and Mr. Lee . Below it her handwriting, “Don’t we make an attractive couple. Isn’t he handsome? Fifty three was the last one, she getting in the car as Lee held the door open. On the back, she wrote, “Hope you enjoyed. It was a very memorable evening. I love you gay-boy.


  I furiously pumped my cock and within half a minute I filled the palm of my hand with my jism. I had to cup my hand to avoid it spilling. I walked the sink and washed it off. I made dinner, looked at the photos as I ate, pictured her naked save for the necklace and earrings as Lee pounded that big cock of his in and out of her vagina. No sooner did that image vanish than another one appeared. She was on her back, legs draped over his shoulders as he ate her. She was still wearing her stockings. Around her ankle hung the bracelet. Each photo conjured up images of Lee sucking her breasts, pressing his face against her thatch, gripping her buttocks. Before and after work and later in bed once or twice more, for two weeks I whacked off to those photos. My cock was raw from the constant masturbation. My cum was almost nonexistent. It would take forever to ejaculate. My cock and balls ached.


  Chapter 8



          Merry Christmas & Happy New Year


          I did send her an e-mail. I had so much I wanted to ask, graphic details I wanted to hear right then, but they would have to wait. Too many eyes. Instead, I thanked her profusely for the photos. She was cool as a cucumber in her reply. “I knew you would. The girls were so cute in helping me get ready.” We exchanged e-mails about the girls, family life, and how much they missed their daddy. One morning I arrived at work, logged on, and there was an e-mail from her. “Thanks for the birthday gift. I never knew you thought those things. I’ll write you some letters that will really shock you so be prepared. I’ll give you a hint. I’ve been a LOYAL wife (until now), but I was a NAUGHTY girlfriend. Christmas is a month away. Don’t forget to mail your packages early; the girls are looking forward to getting stuff in the mail from you. Here’s what I want for Christmas. You, but that’s not going to happen. So how about more letters? But I want them to be about us now, not the past. And I want you to relay me your thoughts all the way to the end. I didn’t tell you, but I put the toys back in their box. Real is so much better, don’t you think? Still trying to turn fantasy into reality, but mother nature not cooperating. I started. She drew a frowny face after it. Guess I’ll have to keep trying. And it’s been a lot of fun. Thanksgiving is two days away. I’m cooking and invited him over to have dinner. Tongues are starting to wag, but that’s expected. You should have seen the looks the night we got when we arrived and left together. Don’t you love that red dress on me? That and the blue one you bought me are my two favorites. I’ll wear it for the Christmas party. How’s your elbow? Haha. I love you. P.S. More pictures on the way. Need to think about names. I underlined two I like the most. P.S.S. I saw your old boss. He passed on they are very impressed with what you’ve done. I’m so proud of you. Keep it up. We’re a growing family. P.P.S.S. Your boss gave me the eye, know what I mean. I know you’ve heard me say it before, but he is very distinguished looking. What do you think? Then again, I have my hands full with two men already, a third might be too much.”


          Her teasing was making me insane. To keep from daydreaming about her all the time I plunged back into work. I assumed command of the ship as it headed lost towards the reef. I had steered us away from disaster and set a new course. I checked and double checked to make sure we were still headed in the right direction. We were and the sea was calm. It did me good, but my nights were still riddled with so many pornographic images of my wife and Lee. In my spare time I perused nearby villages and bought the girls native dresses, jewelry, musical instruments. I mailed them hoping they arrived on time to be under the Christmas tree when they woke up Christmas Day.


          I also gave her the Christmas gift she asked for. I wrote about how turned on I was at the thought of Lee fucking her. In my letter I geared it on what she wanted to have happen. As I wrote her desires became mine. I wanted her to be huge with child when I arrived home. I wanted to eat her, my hands caressing her swollen stomach. I could feel the baby kick. I reminded her how her discharge was so thick throughout her pregnancy, a meal unto itself and I was very, very hungry, almost starving it had been so long. I wrote about the scandal of her pregnancy and having to put on one face in public, the forgiving husband betrayed by his weak, lonely wife, when it wasn’t true at all. In another letter I described the two of us waiting for her to be fertile. She liked to show me her discharge when she was fertile. She would reach inside her, swirl her fingers around, pull them out, and spread her fingers apart, the mucus thick and elastic. Sometimes I licked her fingers clean; other times she licked her own fingers and moaned, “I taste so good. Now I know why you like to eat me.” Of course both had the same desired outcome, to get me to go down on her.


          I wrote that, “Once we confirmed you were fertile we invited Lee over. It was a solemn moment. The three of us stripped and climbed into bed, you in the middle. He and I began to make love to you. At one point you asked me to sit against the headboard. You put a pillow between my legs and lay your head down. I caressed your face as Lee mounted you and watched him breed you. The moment he got on top of you and you guided his huge cock into you my role changed. I was nothing more than a witness to the act of conception. He didn’t just fuck you. The two of you made love. The intercourse was gentle, long, and slow. You and he kissed a lot and you reminded him how badly you wanted him to give you a baby. At one point he looked at me. His brown eyes burned and he asked, “Is that what you want also.” My gaze didn’t waver, “Yes. That’s what I want too.” He looked back at you and said, “Then you shall have it.” Your lovemaking was beautiful. You had your arms around his back in the final stages and your legs clasped tight around his waist. As the two of you became more excited, he thrust at your urging harder and harder. Each time he thrust my back pushed against the headboard. Underneath the pillow my cock was on fire. I came onto the pillow as he planted his seed deep into you. You orgasmed for what seemed like forever. Your moans and his grunts and groans, the spring of the mattress, and the slurping noise his cock made in the latter stages of your intercourse filled the room. I was so glad I had turned the tape recorder on to document the moment, because pictures alone wouldn’t do it justice. The auditory memories were so powerful. That day he didn’t stay long, but we repeated the act in different ways while you remained fertile. Each time I was present and on the bed with you.”


          “I didn’t have intercourse with you those days. Your vagina was solely reserved for him. I didn’t even eat you. The goal was to keep his seed in you, not for me to lap it out. On the third day, you wanted his cock twice. You whispered to me, “Make him hard again. I know you want to. Do it for me, please.” I hesitated. He was matter of fact. His moustache seemed to twitch. “It’s cool.” You moved off of the pillow so I could get up. He laughed, not to be mean, but it was the first time he had stayed. “Shot the wad, did you?” He noticed I had cum against the pillow. I blushed crimson. He lay down on the edge of the bed, you on the other side and I went down on him. His cock was flaccid, tasted of your juices and his cum. You caressed my back and whispered encouragement, “That’s it. You’re so good with your mouth. Doesn’t it taste good? You like it. Admit it. Come on. Don’t be shy. I want you to like it. He likes it. Don’t you?” Lee said, “It feels very good.” I said, “Thank you. You have a nice cock.” A man’s genitals just like a woman’s have a distinct odor. I can’t describe it. Even freshly showered they emit a certain smell. Earthy, fleshy, come to mind, but it’s a smell I’ll never forget. I licked his scrotum, but mainly I kissed, tongued, and sucked his cock. His flesh tasted different, nowhere near as good as pussy, but pleasing in its own way.”


          “His cock was dry save for my saliva and what remained of your juices. I sensed its power as he became hard. I liked the way it filled my mouth, but I didn’t feel very adept. He coached me, “You’re doing fine. Arch your head back. That’s it.” I couldn’t deep throat him. His eight inches was too much but I did get almost all of it down. Then you stopped me. “That’s enough. He’s ready.” I took him out of my mouth and looked. It was true. He was more than ready. His cock looked swollen to the point of bursting. “Go sit over there and watch.” You exiled me, your gay-boy, from the marriage bed. I sat and watched. Only this time he and you weren’t gentle lovers, but ardent fuck partners. It didn’t take either of you long to orgasm. My cock sucking had stimulated each of you mentally to the point a little physical stimulation was all it took to release your passion.


          After he came the second time, he got off of you and the bed. He stood up, his cock again slick. He started to go to the bathroom in search of a washcloth to wipe him self dry as he was through with you for the day. You told him to wait and said to me, “Gay-boy.” You nodded towards his cock. I didn’t hesitate. I licked him clean. I even got a hard on doing it. He stopped me and said, “That’s enough. I need to get going.” He pushed himself past me and began to dress. I stood up unaware of my erection. You smiled and said to Lee, “See. I told you he was bi. Look. There’s the proof.” Lee and you laughed, not malicious. We were three friends who had no secrets. Everything was out in the open. Lee even commented, “I guess I am too. Next time I don’t want him to stop.” Now it was my turn to smile. I got in the bed and you pulled me close to you. We watched him dress. He leaned down and you arose and he gave you a quick buss on the lips. He then reached his arm out and extended his hand. He gave my hand a brief shake. As he left you said, “Goodnight. Don’t forget to lock the door on the way out.”


          “Once he was gone, you snuggled up against me and said, “Wasn’t that erotic?” I admitted it was, “Very.” You could feel my hard on poking at your stomach. You apologized, “I forgot about you.” You told me to masturbate, “Use your hand. I want to watch.” I rolled on my back and pumped my cock. Every muscle in my body tensed as I ejaculated the first stream landing on my sternum, the following just underneath my navel. You said, “Wow.” I started to get up, but you said, “No. I’ll clean you.” I thought you were going to get a washcloth and clean my torso, but you didn’t. Instead you licked my cum off of me. “You’re not the only one who likes the taste,” you said afterwards.”


          I closed with the words, “Merry Christmas. A Happy New Year letter will be right behind it.”


          Several days later, I began my New Year’s letter.


          “My beautiful wife. Another letter, but I want its arrival to have significance. A New Year bringing with it a new relationship and a new life. After Lee fucked you three days in a row you were no longer fertile and now we waited for the results. Our bed was ours alone for several days. To my heart’s content I got to fuck you and most importantly for me to eat your beautiful pussy, to suck your luscious breasts, and to kiss your sweet mouth. Your body became my playground and mine yours. I could cum in you to my heart’s content and lick it all out. You sucked my cock and fed it back to me in a snowball or slowly in a ten minute kiss.”


          “It was a great time, but you weren’t through. A week passed and you asked me to invite Lee over. You handed me the phone, “Tell him you want him to come over and fuck your wife. She and I miss your cock.” I was nervous. I knew he would be a steady companion in our bed, but I assumed you would be the one calling. I didn’t even know his number. You told me and I punched it in 225-7539. I was breathing heavy, almost to the point of hyperventilating. It rang four times. On the fifth he picked up. His voice was surprisingly calm. I started to talk and he said, “You sound nervous.” He asked how I was doing, said that he was really enjoying what the three of us had, and ended complimenting us on our marriage and reminding me how lucky I was to have found her. After he was through he asked, “Now what do you want to talk about.” I heard your voice say, “Tell him exactly the way I told you.” I now stuttered, but managed to bumble my way through it, “I want you to come over and fuck your I mean my wife.” Your voice again, “You forgot the last part. Tell him you and I miss his cock.” “My wife and I miss your cock.”


          I imagined him on the other end smiling at my discomfort. “I’m glad you asked. I can’t tonight. I have a date. How about tomorrow, but you two come here. I’ll grill some steaks.” I relayed his message to you. “Ask him if he needs us to bring anything.” I asked. “No. Just an appetite.” “How about dessert?” “Cheesecake. Your wife makes really good cheesecake.” While I was talking to him I was sitting on the edge of the bed and you were kneeling against my back, running your fingernails lightly through my chest hair. You were softly kissing my shoulders. I could feel your warm breath on the back of my neck. I was about to say goodbye when he said, “Don’t forget. I want you to finish what you started next time. Give your wife my love.” “I will.” His voice got a little sharper, “Let me hear you say it.” I turned to you, “He says goodnight and gives you his love.” Those words were difficult to say. You stuck your tongue in my ear and whispered, “Tell him she says I love you too.”


          My mouth felt dry. My cock had shrunk to nothing. My balls felt small. And you my wife were running your mouth all over my neck licking me. “She says I love you too.” He chuckled, “She’s right. This is more fun than I thought. See you tomorrow.” As soon as I hung up, you pulled me back onto the bed. I didn’t feel particularly amorous, but you urged me to, “Lay down and let’s do 69.” In spite of being humiliated as the conveyor of I love you messages I did become aroused, especially when I felt you press something cool and slick against my anus and pushed in. You had gotten a dildo out of the drawer and coated it with astroglide and I hadn’t even noticed. Afterwards, you got up and I lay there breathing heavy, feeling ashamed again. I heard the water running. You returned a few minutes later, the dildo dry, two wash cloths in hand. As though I were a baby you wiped my face of your juices and then my ass clean.”


          “Words alone can’t describe how gentle you were. You knew you and Lee had pushed me hard. You reminded me, “I love you too. Don’t forget that.” I was silent. You lay your head on my chest and replayed the moment again. Then you thanked me for playing along. I felt so jealous. I had to get the weight off of my chest. “How long have you loved him?” “A while, but not like I love you. Remember I told you this might happen. Besides, you didn’t expect me not to develop feelings for him. He and I are going to have a baby together. Don’t feel threatened. My feelings for you haven’t changed. If anything I love you more and more. You’re so good to me.” I did feel better but I had to ask, “Why did you make me?” You smiled, “Oh, the phone call.” You have a tendency to kiss me on the bridge of my nose when I ask something you find endearing. “All part of the game. I know how it made me. I can only imagine how hard he got.” I told you, “He has a date.” I saw what looked like a small flash of pain in your eyes. It had the opposite effect I intended. Instead of making me feel better, I felt bad for you. Your feelings were strong enough for him that you no longer wanted to share him. Now I consoled you. You actually shed a few tears and it made me want you even more. We made love gently, slowly, but you stopped me whenever I began to pet you. After I came, you continued to kiss me and whispered, “Please eat me, but go really slow. I need it so bad right now.” When you orgasmed you cried for Lee. My mouth was Lee making love to you. I didn’t mind as I hoped it washed away your pain.”


          “The next day we went to his house. It was strange being in his backyard. One minute you and he were hugging and kissing like a long term couple. He wore a white chef’s hat and you tied the back of his apron. You then placed your hands around him and pressed your body against his back as he cooked. I wandered off as it pained me to see you. I walked around his backyard admiring his garden. You came up a few minutes later and apologized. “It’s okay. It will take some getting used to.” “To what?” “You know. Sharing you. You have feelings for both of us. That’s obvious. I’ll be okay.” You hugged me and now it was Lee who watched as we embraced and kissed deeply. I wondered if your tongue had been in his mouth a few minutes before.”


          Dinner was nice. We all three cleaned up. Afterwards Lee hustled us to his bedroom and we all three stripped. Lee said he had a request. “Suck me first.” He sat on the edge of the bed. I got between his legs and you knelt behind him, your breasts pressed against his back as your head poked over his shoulder and watched. He commented on how good my mouth felt. It also seemed to be easier to deep throat him. His hands were on my head and he was moving it back and forth along the length of his cock. It didn’t take long before he blasted his load down my throat. It felt like there had been a lot. He was gasping for air, his chest was red, his eyelids heavy, “I feel like taking a nap now. My first blowjob from a man. I’m going to want this all the time.” You laughed, “He’s very oral. I told you he would be good. Now maybe you’ll settle down.” He ignored your comment. “Right now I feel like a little oral sex of my own, bush pie.”


          “I had watched Lee fuck you but never eat you. It was strangely exciting to watch his face work between your legs. I climbed on the bed. You draped your legs over his shoulders as he knelt at the foot of the bed. From your moans and groans he was no slouch at oral sex. I stared transfixed at the sight of his head tonguing you. I could easily imagine what he was tasting and feeling as it was the same tastes and feelings I had when I ate you. You twisted and pulled your nipples. After you came, Lee got up, his face coated with your juices, “How about your husband goes first?” “I’ll be back in a minute. I want to put some coffee on.”


          He didn’t come back to watch, but waited while you and I fucked. Like I often do, I petted you, turning my body sideways so our legs were scissored. I liked this position as it made stroking your clitoris easy and I can go forever. We both orgasmed and I filled you with my cum. We lay together for a few minutes. Lee came in and saw me on top of you, our bodies still joined and said, “Finished?” I got off of you and he looked at my shrinking wet cock and your crotch. “You two sounded like you had a good time.” You spoke first, “It was good.”


          “Lee looked as though he had something to say. I told him to go ahead. “This is as new for me as it is for you. I felt a little jealous.” I told him I was having the same feelings, but it was worse, “She’s my wife, you know.” He said, “I know, but that doesn’t make it easier. If anything it’s more difficult. I know she loves us both, but you a lot more than me. I guess what I’m trying to say is I like the three of us having sex together, but would it be too much to ask if I can do it without you in the room? Just she and I?” I looked at him. I didn’t know what to say, but his cock was at full staff. I looked at you. You answered before I could even ask, “It’s entirely up to you.” The look in your eyes however told me that you wouldn’t mind hearing a yes. I looked at Lee. Then I looked at his cock. I needed to walk away with something tangible from this deal, “Can I keep the door open?” You both looked at me uncomprehending at first, “So I can listen.” We all three laughed. You hugged me and said, “Gay-boy, you’re the best.” Lee shook my hand as I made my way past him. His cock still stuck straight out. “Do you have a bathrobe I could wear?” “Sure, I have a couple of spares.”


          “I went down the hall and into the kitchen and poured myself a cup of coffee. I sat in a chair and listened to the two of you fuck. I did hear him say “I love you” and I heard you echo it back to him, but I was no longer jealous. We both loved you. In a way I loved Lee too. And you loved us. He and you stayed in there a long time. And I knew Lee and his cock made you feel really good. I envied him because unlike me he didn’t have to use his fingers to strum your clitoris during intercourse. I heard your fireworks go off and you moan loud enough to wake the dead, “That’s it Lee fuck me. Fuck me. Harder! I like it hard! You’re the best!”


          “I finished my coffee and was now imagining you laying there filled with your two men’s cream. I was hungry, but it wasn’t for cheesecake, at least not right then. I literally jumped out of my seat when you called for me. Lee had a bathrobe on, but you were sprawled on the bed, legs spread wide open. “Dinner’s served.” Unlike me, Lee didn’t want the door open and closed it behind him which made you scream all the more loud as I ate you, “That’s it gay-boy, get all of his cum out of me. Your mouth is the best. Do I feel stretched out from his big dick? I love you. I’m the happiest woman alive because of you. Thank you. That’s it, lick me there. Don’t stop! Eat it!”


          “After we finished, you dragged me to the shower and we washed off, then dried. You and I put on bathrobes and joined Lee for cheesecake, coffee for he and I, and hot tea for you. He had forgotten, but I hadn’t. You sat between us. All three of us grinned madly.”


          “Two weeks later we waited for your period to arrive and were ecstatic when it hadn’t. We confirmed it with an EPT. You broke the news to Lee. He wasn’t as thrilled as he thought this ended his role in our relationship. I’m the one who got on the phone and said, “No. This changes nothing.” “Are you sure?” “Yes.” We both had periods of jealousy and you were jealous when he dated. We continued to get together as a threesome, but were only together during oral sex. He loved my blow jobs and I loved sucking his cock or cleaning him up after he fucked you and as a prelude to eating his cream pie from you. When it came to intercourse he and I fucked you solo, the door open with him, closed with me. He did indulge another fantasy of yours, to be taken doggy style while I tongued your clitoris from below. He liked it and even did it a couple of more times because of how excited it got you, but he preferred to make love to you with his cock, alone, just the two of you.”


          “As your pregnancy progressed I found your body even more appealing and we saw him less. We were cocooning our three girls, you, me, and a son as seen on the sonogram. He looked like he had his daddy’s pecker and I wondered how much he would favor Lee. I hoped some, but not too much as now I felt we had to protect him. While you and I were overjoyed, Lee suffered bouts of depression. He had fathered a son, but he wasn’t going to be a daddy. I felt bad for him, but like you felt this is our baby.”


          “Midway through your pregnancy your belly was beginning to swell. Your breasts seemed to have increased a cup size. Your face even got rounder. We had gone a couple of weeks without seeing Lee and then he started calling asking to talk to you. He was having a hard time dealing with the new reality, you carrying his child, but staying with me. He called when he knew he could talk, after the kids were in bed. I started to leave the room, but you motioned me to stay. I listened to half of a two way conversation. “I’m doing fine. How are you? I’m sorry to hear. Why so sad? I miss you too. Those were nice times we had, but you knew they wouldn’t last. I love you too. I didn’t mean to hurt you. Let me ask.” You covered the mouthpiece and whispered, “He wants me to come over. Is it okay? I won’t be gone long. I feel bad.” So did I. Trying to sound enthusiastic, but knowing I didn’t, “Go ahead.” You put the phone back to her mouth smiling, “I’ll be right over. Bye.” You kissed me and said, “Thanks.” At the door you turned, “Should I wake you?” My mouth went dry, tasted of cotton. “I’d like that very much.” You pursed your lips and made a kissing sound. I smacked my lips back.”


          “After you left I lay there in bed thinking about the consoling he was about to get. It wouldn’t be ten minutes after you entered his house that he would have his cock buried to the hilt in your vagina. I was green with envy and horny at the thought. In some ways I liked sharing you in this way, but I also worried he had bigger designs on you. I wanted him to be your fuck partner, emotionally disconnected from you, but that hadn’t happened. It had been foolish on my part to even think it a possibility. I also put myself in his shoes. He was reacting no different than I would. You got home at midnight. I was awake channel surfing, wanting to jack off, but not. I heard the garage door open, the car enter, the door close and you walk up the stairs. I was looking at the door when you came in. You shut it behind you, locking it. “Miss me?” “Very.” “I missed you too.” “Is he doing okay?” “Much better, but I think he’s going to need lots of TLC to get through it.” “So you’ll be going back.” “Yes. Is that okay?” You were stripping and I was staring like I had never seen you naked before.”


          “You had hickies on your breasts and one on your neck. “Should I turn off the light?” “No.” You smiled at my answer. “I take it then you don’t mind them.” “I’m so horny right now.” You pulled your pants down, then your panties. Now my eyes focused on your hairy matted bush. My mouth was actually watering. I slid down the bed and you were soon riding my face. “He came a lot, twice, no three times.”


          “This went on three to four times a week for two weeks. In between his calls you and I didn’t have sex. After you returned home I ate you climaxing while doing so. I asked if he was getting better and you said, “To be honest no, but we owe it to him.” I was curious what we owed him. He was an adult playing an adult game. The third week another twist developed. You would call after you arrived from his bedroom. I would pick up the phone and you would say, “Just listen.” On those evenings I masturbated two or three times while I listened to Lee and you make love. Besides hearing all the passion I heard firsthand him share his feelings with you. He left no doubt that he loved you. It was tearing him up sharing you. I heard you say, “I love you too. Don’t think I don’t. I love my husband too.” He cursed me several times and you said, “Don’t be mad at him. He gets jealous too.” “Yes, but in the end you’re staying married to him.” “True, but what you and I have never has to end.” “I don’t want to share you. Don’t sleep with him any more.” Now, you consoled him, “Shhh, you’re just feeling hurt. You know I can’t do that. Come on.” He would then fuck you, but it wasn’t gentle. Hard fast furious intercourse that would have you howling with pleasure. And he continued to leave his marks on you. Each night more hickies.”


          “And I both hated and loved it. I would wait up, hungry to suck your breasts, kiss those same spots that he had put on you, and lap his cream from your love box. I couldn’t wait for the phone to ring telling you he needed you and the second time signaling me. Lee became increasingly more contemptuous of me. I heard him refer to me as “The Fag”. You protested but not too strongly. You reminded him he liked my blow jobs. He defended himself, “I did it for you, not him.” He also began performing more oral sex on you, but would insist you tell him who was better. When you said, “I can’t do that,” it bothered him. He interpreted it as me. You tried to make it up to him, “Well, we both know one area where you are clearly superior.” He swelled with pride, “I know I can outfuck him. Why do you stay with him?” “He’s good to me. Leave him out of it. He thinks the world of you.” “I hate him. He has you.”


          After the second week I began to see a pattern emerge. He got off trashing me. He liked coming across as someone to pity. He was giving you a guilt trip on purpose. He liked seeing you feel horrible about the situation because he could then treat you roughly. He now began to rarely fuck you missionary style. “I want to take you like a dog.” He enjoyed making you cry, but he also made you orgasm. “Take that bitch. Does he even cum in you any more?” You returned home with bruised breasts from where he had squeezed them. One night he bit one of your breasts. It pained me to see you treated so badly, but not so bad that I couldn’t jack off while listening to him slap your ass as he fucked you. One of the worst and most erotic moments was when he took you anally. You started out saying he was hurting you and ended begging for him to fuck you harder. And still I waited up so I could see and taste the evidence.”


          “By your seventh month your personality had changed. You were no longer cheerful. The kids noticed it too. I stepped in. “No more.” When he called I picked up the phone. She’s not talking to you. He cursed me. I hung up. He did it again and again. I threatened to call the police and get a restraining order. “She loves me.” “I know she does, but I’m not letting you treat her this way. Go see a shrink.” “Fuck you.” It was tough on you, but you broke free of his addiction. Cold turkey withdrawal from his cock. Of course I suffered withdrawal too.”


          “Months eight and nine were all ours. Lee quit calling. You heard he was dating someone seriously. We were happy for him and I was happy that I had you all to myself. Every night I rubbed baby oil all over your body. You liked to get on all fours, your stomach resting on the mattress and have me fuck then eat you. Your upbeat personality returned and you found yourself thanking me. We both knew we had dark sides, but we had pulled back.”


          “The day your water broke, the fantasy was nearly complete. I hurried you to the hospital. Sharon came to watch the kids. The delivery was uneventful. You and Lee had a son and I was a daddy again. Lee continued to avoid us and we him. We did send him a birth announcement wondering how he would react. Our son was beautiful, 10 toes, 10 fingers, brown hair, brown eyes in a family of blues. It was obvious he wasn’t mine, but I didn’t care. People gossiped. Our parents said nothing, but they had to have wondered if anything was amiss. We returned to being the all-American family except now we numbered six. We loved him, his sisters loved him. I called Lee when he was a year old and asked him if he wanted to visit. He had returned from the dark side also. “I better not.” He told me he was dating someone serious. I wished him good luck. He said to tell you he was sorry and that he thought about you all the time, “Tell her I love her.”


          “ I told him I would. I asked about his girlfriend and if they were serious. He hemmed and hawed about the idea of commitment. “Do you love her?” “Yes, marriage scares me and I don’t want kids.” “Does she?” “Yeah.” I thought to myself, “What a strange man?” “What are you scared of?” I teased him, “You’re already a father.” He joked back, “I like making them. I just don’t want to raise them.” “I’m sure my wife wouldn’t mind another.” We reminisced and it was all good. Towards the end he reminded me to tell you. I said, “Wait. Let me get her. You can tell her yourself.” He protested, but he didn’t hang up. You got on the phone. He had hurt you those few months, but you had forgiven him, chalking it up to emotional strain.


          “Hi. Long time since we talked. Yes, I think about you too. He’s a beautiful boy, very handsome. Looks just like his daddy (you winked at me knowing that I had an immediate erection). Sure, we’d love another. I’d like that. Let me ask my husband.” You put your hand on the mouthpiece. “He wants us to come over Sunday, just the two of us.” “Okay.” “We’d love to. I’ll bring photos. I love you too. Goodnight. See you soon.” Your lips smacked. We had a fifth child a year later, another boy, but with your blue eyes, Lee’s face. He stayed involved, quit dating, continued to live alone except the nights you slept over. He wanted no part of raising the kids, but he liked bringing them treats. They took to calling him uncle.”


          “We had more threesomes. I continued sucking his dick and eating you after he had filled you with his seed. He still preferred having you alone, but he indulged you taking you doggy style while you rested your crotch on my face. Sometimes he would show up unannounced to enjoy a weekend breakfast with us or to go walking while I pushed the stroller. Our youngest girl was now 7 and she would ride her bike along and ask why Mommy and Uncle Lee held hands. “Because they’re friends,” I answered. “I like Uncle Lee.” “So do I.” I looked at the two of you walking ten yards ahead of us, holding hands. It never failed to give me a hard on. Even worse was when I spotted you stealing a kiss as you walked him to his car in the dark.”


          “One night you and I were in bed. We had just finished making love and were snuggled against each other. “That was so nice.” “Yes, it was.” You whispered, “I’m getting the itch again.” “Really.” “You want another.” “Yes, but only if you want it too.” “I do. When do you want to start?” “Soon, I’ll be fertile next week. Does Lee know?” “Yes, it was his idea.” I was headed down to eat you again. “Three from you three from him.” “Is it a contest?” You laughed, “Maybe.” As I began munching on your carpet I asked, “Will you want a seventh?” “Maybe.” “Who breaks the tie?” “No one. I think I want a black man’s next.”


          I signed off Happy New Year. Did I take it far enough for you? I love you.


          Chapter 9


          I Receive My Christmas Gift


          Her Christmas gifts to me slowly rolled in. More pictures arrived of different babies. There was a dozen of them. She asked which one I thought would look like Lee? She also sent a list of names all beginning with the letter L with the two obvious ones highlighted, Lee if a boy or Leah if a girl. I e-mailed her and agreed with Lee for a boy, but preferred Leanne if a girl. She e-mailed back. “That’s a pretty name. Here’s another one I found Eileen.” I wrote back, “Very subtle. I like it. Eileen if it’s a girl.”


          Christmas marked the midway point. Overall the holidays stank and would have been completely depressing if not for the fact that I got to hear her voice and that of the girls courtesy of a special phone booth. We talked for fifteen minutes. Two minutes for each of the girls and nine with my wife. There were people milling around waiting their turn, but I had to ask, “Are you?” She answered, “Am I what?” I lowered my voice to a whisper, “You know, pregnant.” She chuckled, “I knew you would ask. No, but I’m trying. By the way I started getting your letters. They have really brightened my days. Are you getting mine?” “No. The mail has been horrible. The airline that brings it has cut back the number of flights to twice a month.” “I’m sorry to hear that, but it will be worth the wait. You poor boy.” Now she lowered her voice, “Have you been?” “Been what?” “You know, m-a-s-t-u-r,” I interrupted her, “All the time.” “I figured.” “What about you?” She laughed again, “Have you forgotten I don’t have to?” I was quiet as it hit me Lee was boning my wife. She must have sensed my pain, “But, yes I still do. It’s not enough. I miss you and those letters make me rather warm, if you know what I mean.” I felt better, “I do. I was hoping they would.” “Other than you being here, they’re my favorite gift.” I pushed the envelope a little further, “Did Lee get you anything?” A pause, “Yes, I’ll wear it for you when you get back.” “What about you? Did you get him a gift?” She was having fun with me. “You are incorrigible. Actually I’ve given him several gifts, but there are little ears all around me with big mouths. I’m giving him the pipe you bought. He’ll love it. You’re so oral. I am waiting for the big gift from him, but so far no luck.” I actually felt bad because she sounded so wistful. I could almost see her praying at night before she went to sleep, “God, all I want is for another man to make a baby with me. I promise I’ll be a good mother.” I said, “I’m sorry.” “It’s not for lack of trying, trust me. It’s not your fault.” “Maybe he can’t.” “I’ve thought about that. What do you think I should do?” “Anyone else you have in mind.” “Yes.” “Who?” She lowered her voice. When she spoke her voice was husky, the effect seductive, “Your boss.” I paused my heart was pounding. He was at least twenty-five years older than us. “Really?” “Really.” “You think he’s attracted to you in that way?” I looked around, “He’s married.” “I know. They have lots of kids, all grown up. And I don’t think it, I know it. I forgot to tell you I went to your office’s Christmas Party. Very interesting what happened. I’ll write you.” Our time was gone. “I love you.” “I know you do. I love you too. Thanks for being so supportive. I’ll make it up to you. I promise.” “You don’t need to do that.” “I know, but I want too. You’ve sacrificed so much for us already.”


          The phone call ended as I hurriedly told each girl goodbye, Merry Christmas, and to behave, that I didn’t tell their mother. I spent Christmas Eve pumping my cock as I thumbed through the photos of her date sequence. Only I wasn’t thinking about Lee, but my boss. He was nearly sixty, but vigorous. His wife was very matronly; they seemed opposite in many ways, but she always seemed happy and it was obvious she worshipped the ground he walked on. They had four or five kids, all out of the house. I wondered if he made a pass at her. She was right; he was very distinguished looking. Now she had my unspoken blessing to take him as a lover, to throw her legs over his shoulders, for him to plant his staff in her deep and hope the seeds that spewed forth from him and the egg from her germinated in the fertile environment of her uterus.


          She e-mailed me Christmas Day that the girls loved their gifts. She loved the leather dress and promised to wear it when she and Lee next went out, “Lee called. He’s coming over later, you know for dinner (haha). He said to tell you thanks. He loves it.”


          I went back to my room and jacked off. I also felt horribly homesick and lonely. Climaxing to images of Lee and my wife had been good, but it was a momentary escape. He was having dinner in my house Christmas Day while I was stuck on this project. I felt like quitting, driving to the city, and getting on the first plane headed west. The emotion passed but I kept finding myself thinking about Lee. Was I slowly being replaced by him? Were my kids starting to see him as a father figure? Was he becoming a surrogate husband to my wife? I felt jealous as hell and imagined him reaching into the cookie jar and accomplishing honey-dos for my wife. She would be happy with him and he would get her, my nookie jar. I wondered if after Christmas dinner he stayed late, helped her put the kids to bed, and then they adjourned to what had been our bedroom to make love all night. She would set her alarm early and he would leave before the kids awoke. Christmas night was miserable for me.


          I needed mail. I got it the 26th. Another thick letter, photos and I hoped a letter. The envelope burned a hole in my coat’s inside pocket. There were problems on the site, a large earth mover had developed a fatigue crack along its axle and when it gave way we now had a 50 ton obstacle to get out of the way. We decided the best thing to do was spot repair the break and hope that it would hold long enough to get it back in the yard where they could repair it. The ground was so soft and it so heavy that we had to use our portable cranes. The engineers cranked out the numbers to make sure the two we had could hold it. It worked. It also had a side benefit. Everyone not a local had been depressed. The victory of man over machine buoyed the camp’s spirits. It was late, my bones ached from the cold, I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, my face was chapped, but there was a spring in my step and a song on my lips, ‘Amarillo by Morning’ as I headed to my room.


          Food was at the top of my hierarchy of needs. I heated a bowl of chili, chopped an onion, grated cheese, and poured the chili on top of a large bowl of fritos, and topped it with the onion and cheese. I found a jar of sliced jalapenos and threw on a dozen. I was ravenous and replayed the day’s events over and over. I cleaned up my dishes, took the packet out of my coat pocket, and left it unopened. It was my treat for a job well done. I took a long shower, put on a bathrobe, and sat down in my easy chair. I sniffed the packet before opening it. I smiled, “Red.” I was already starting to feel warm.


          I read the letter first. “Hi gay-boy. Thought you would like these. Don’t get too excited. They’re pretty tame and none are explicit (those are coming though), but you’ll get the idea that my lover boy Lee and I are very comfortable with each other. Don’t worry. Your side of the bed is off limits to him or any other man, but my side is totally open. It’s so hard not to scream when I orgasm with the girls just down the hall. I would hate for them to run scared for me only to find me underneath Lee moaning more, more, more. Now, aren’t you glad I had you install a better lock on the bedroom door? You make me feel even better, but I’m definitely not complaining. I enjoy all the practice sessions, but I’m ready for the main event to come. I get so hot picturing the look on your face when you get off that plane and see me about to burst. I bet you cum in your pants. Don’t you miss the taste of breast milk? Believe me I’m going to let you drink all you want. Thank God I’ve always produced enough for two. I’ll send better pictures after the holidays. My mom and dad are buying me a digital camera. It has a tripod and remote control. I’ll just set it up and snap away. Don’t worry. I won’t send them to you electronically. I forgot to tell you. Santa Claus is bringing me a new printer to use with the new camera. Only the best for my man and only the US mail for my pictures. I’m sorry my letters take so long. I know it was both our idea to not get us on the internet because we didn’t want our girls exposed to things they shouldn’t see, but we may need to rethink it. E-mail has made our separation so much more bearable, but I’m getting tired of having to go into the shop or the school so I can e-mail you. Lee wouldn’t care what I write, but there are others who seem to always be looking over my shoulder trying to get a peek at what I’m writing. We just have to be careful, but there are times I’m tempted to write the juiciest letters. About the photos. They were taken Thanksgiving Day. I bought 6 of those disposable cameras and told the guests to snap away, but all the pictures had to be of me. I told them I was making you a scrap book. Bobby, you don’t know him, he’s one of Lee’s friends got them developed. Your fishing buddies really missed you at this year’s trout camp. From the way they talk, you boys don’t do as much fishing as you do drinking. Your friends are horrible flirts. They must figure I’m hot to trot or Lee isn’t keeping us a secret. You know Lee, still has to prove he’s big man on campus. Can’t you see him telling your buddies he’s nailing me? Makes me wet thinking how red-faced you are right now, gay-boy. I like to make you blush. I keep you happy because I keep you guessing. I dream about you each night. You don’t know how much I crave your touch. No one is going to replace you so don’t be worried. Whatever I experience with them is transitory and yes I mean them. After all, why should I limit myself to Lee? There are plenty of other “big” fish out there. I didn’t tell you this, but now I know it’s true. I love your cock and those magical fingers of yours, but take it from one who has been on the receiving end, bigger is definitely better. Speaking of bigger, you had better find something large to practice on. Try a cucumber and you’ll get the idea. If you’re good gay-boy I might let him cum in your mouth. Can’t get any fresher than that. You’d like that or do you only fantasize about rooting for his thick cream after it’s in my pussy? My pussy sure misses your tongue. You are the best. Gold stars for you. I can’t wait to see you play the flesh flute for the first time. I’ll be jealous and wet. That fantasy pales with me getting pregnant. You still dream of that don’t you? Number four. At times I want a boy, but then I think all girls are nice. They’ll drive you crazy once they become teenagers and boys like Lee come calling. As you look through these photos picture me on my back in our bedroom making a baby with Lee. I’m fertile right now, but he’s out of town until tomorrow. Hopefully he’ll find time to come over after the girls are asleep and make a deposit that keeps growing and growing. Gay-boy I love you. P.S. I wore the strap on the other night. I was thinking about you and put it on. It’s been years since you were my bitch. Will I satisfy you or will you insist on the real thing? I don’t know about Lee. A blow job I think he’ll go for, but pounding your bottom might be asking for too much. I looked at myself in the mirror and got so wet I had to play with myself. I came so hard my butt cheeks tingled. Remember, be careful. Do well. Make more money so I can make more babies.”


          I had untied my robe and was stroking myself slowly as I read her letter. After I finished I pumped my cock hard and fast. I splattered my belly and used a handful of tissues to wipe it up. I was breathing hard and exhausted. I was so over-stimulated that I decided to leave the pictures for the next evening, just in case I didn’t get any mail. I reread the letter and went to bed where I immediately fell asleep physically drained. I had the nicest most erotic dreams imaginable. No threatening images, just lots of sex, her with a variety of men, all of them fucking her, the goal being to get her pregnant before I got home. The location, our bed.”


          The next day was the 27th. We received word of an impending blizzard. It was a rarity in this part of the country, but it did happen. As the snow began to fall, we sent workers home. They had horrible roads to travel and I didn’t want anyone’s death on my hands. When the snow ended 16 inches had fallen. We shut down for a week. I was so glad I had saved the pictures for later viewing. There wasn’t much to do but wait for mother nature to bring slightly warmer weather. It came on the 4th. The work site was a morass. We fell behind schedule waiting for the ground to dry. Another cold snap came, bitterly cold. The ground froze and we worked overtime to get back on track.


          I looked again at our processes to see if we needed another course correction. We tweaked a few things and now the project was on autopilot. The drawback was spare time. Luckily I had her pictures and letters. I couldn’t believe the jack off fiend I had become. I wondered if I would become unable to climax any other way. I had read about women becoming addicted to vibrators, but never heard about men being addicted to their fist.


          The Thanksgiving pictures were good. She had made sure to make each photo symbolic. I felt like she was fucking with my head, but in a delightful supercharged erotic way. There was a photo of Lee carving the turkey. On the back, her writing, “That’s not the only thing he carved that day. He has quite the sword.” The next was a photo of him sitting beside her at dinner. On the back she wrote, “We held hands under the table. Weren’t we naughty?” I hadn’t noticed, but her right and his left were out of view. And she was right handed. I had a hard on that hurt so bad and I was only into the second of a huge stack. There had to have been over a hundred. Their holding hands conjured up another image; she using her left hand to jack his thick, heavily veined cock. Her hand looked small wrapped around his root, but her wedding band and engagement ring appeared magnified. I grabbed the tissues and directed my cum into them.


          Calm again, I continued to look. Number three was she cleaning up with the other ladies. I flipped it over, “If you were home I’d be on the couch watching the game and you’d be cleaning the kitchen. That’s what I get for having a chauvinist for a lover. Big cock, big orgasms, but doesn’t cuddle, rolls over and goes to sleep.” Number four was her again, but sitting against the couch that Lee was laying on. He was absent mindedly toying with her shoulder, probably unaware someone was watching and worse, snapping. On the back she wrote, “Busted. I don’t know who took this one, but whoever they are they know.” Number five was in the front yard. She was the center, Lee her team’s quarterback. His hands were snug against her ass as he waited for her to hike. I felt myself getting aroused again. On the back, “Hut one, hut two, hut three, but instead of hike, fuck.”


          It was flag football, but there was a half dozen photos of her being tackled by Lee. They must have changed teams. On the back, “We changed sides at half time.” So much for touch football I thought. She looked like she was having the time of her life. Then came other photos. My fishing buddies tackling her. She wrote a comment on the back of each one. “Don’t trust him. He’s quite handy. Went for the udders when he tackled me. But he is cute.” It was Brett. The next one was of her on her stomach sandwiched by Don. It was erotic but as she wrote on the back, “Trust him. Completely accidental. I tripped and he fell on top of me. He was so embarrassed I could have kissed him. Reminded me so much of you.”


          Then there was a photo of her being tackled by Wayne as she lateraled it to Don’s wife. From the position of Wayne’s arms he had grabbed her much higher than around her waist, “Went for the boobs without hesitating. I thought it was an accident until I felt him squeeze. Don’t trust him, but he is kind of handsome.” Her fifth male guest was someone I didn’t recognize. The picture was of her flat on her back, holding the football up high and him on top of her. Both of them were looking at the camera smiling. He was older but looked very athletic. I flipped the photo over. “Bobby. Lee’s friend. A bachelor too. Safe. What do you think? Lee asked if I had ever been tag teamed. He said Bobby had done it in the past and eager to try. Am I going overboard or still too subdued for you? Notice he’s inside my legs.” I turned it back over and looked. He was.


          I was absentmindedly stroking myself thinking of Bobby and Lee tag teaming her. I continued to look. There was a team photo. Lee was on one side of her and Bobby the other. She wrote, “Someone had their hand on my ass. Who looks guilty?”


          The next photos were back inside the house. A photo of her with her tongue sticking out and Lee spraying whipped cream onto it. He was laughing. “You know me I love cream,” she wrote. A picture of a pecan pie was next. She wrote, “I threw this one in because I know it’s your favorite. Lee’s too. Lee got two pies that day and only one of them was pecan. My fur pie sure misses your tongue.”


          She was now on the couch and Lee was sitting beside her. She was tousling his hair, “Busted a second time. We’ve got to be more careful. Photographer unknown.” A little later one of her on her stomach, but Don’s wife massaging one of her legs, “I got a charlie horse. It hurt so bad. She has a nice touch. I got a little wet.” The next three photos were of she and Don’s wife sitting on the couch. Between their legs were various men, each getting a shoulder massage. The photos were light hearted. I noticed who picked her, Brett, Wayne, and Lee while Don’s wife did Don and Bobby. She wrote on the back of the one of Bobby, “I think she’d like to massage more than his shoulders if you know what I mean. Look at her boobs. Tell me if her nipples aren’t erect.” I did and they were. Her face even looked a little red.


          Another photo of Don appeared, washing dishes, “I swear he reminds me of you. I just bet his wife is a slut like me. Probably very good at oral. His type always is. He has cuckold written all over his face. I wouldn’t be surprised if Bobby and she don’t end up fucking.”


          The next three were of Don, Brett, and Wayne giving her a goodbye kiss. No tongue, but each kiss was lip on lip. She wrote nice things on the back of each. Don’s had, “Soft lips, hmmm. I like.” On Brett’s, “Pressed a little hard.” On the back of Wayne’s, “Chaste. His wife was watching.” She took a shot of each car as they left. On the back she wrote who left. She then snapped a photo of the remaining car, Lee’s.


          On the back, “Only two more guests and they wanted to tag team me. We had to wait until the girls went to bed.”


          I was breathing hard. The next photo was our living room, but the lights were out. Several candles were lit and the t.v.‘s light illuminated the room. On the back she wrote, “Setting the mood. The girls are asleep, but we have to be quiet.” The next photo was of Lee giving her shoulders a massage. He was sitting in my recliner and she was between his legs. He was kneading the kinks out of her shoulders. On the back were written, “Nice hands. Strong fingers. His idea, said I looked tense. No guessing who took these and the rest, Bobby.”


          Now she was on the floor with her clothes on and Lee was massaging her, “He wants to get in my pants so bad. Felt strange having Bobby watching, but he seemed to like it. I was wet.” There were a dozen of her being massaged.


          I got to the next photo. She and Lee were on the couch. He had removed the back cushions, making room for the two of them. She was lying in his arms, but they weren’t doing anything. I looked at the back, “My idea. I asked him to cuddle with me. I missed you.” He was on his side against the back of the couch and she on her back. He had an arm draped across her abdomen. Her left arm was on top if his.” The next photo had me pulling my meat again. The top of his head was covering hers, “Making out. Really weird with Bobby there, but I was so wet.”


          The next photo was the two of them covered with a blanket. She wrote, “I got cold. Asked Bobby to cover us up. More self conscious than cold. Not ready to tag team, unless it’s with you.”


          The room was very dim, but a series of photos showed them clearly kissing. “Long make out session. It got better. I bet you’ve already cum. Haha. I was so naughty.” On the back she wrote comments, “He just undid my bra. He pulled my sweats off. Oops, there go my panties. Bobby’s gotten closer. We heard noise upstairs. Waited a few more minutes.”


          His head was under the blanket her eyes closed, “Sucking my breasts. He likes big tits, just like you. A little rough, but it was okay.” Another one, same scene or so I thought, but she corrected me, “Going for the other one.” I thought to myself, “If these are tame, what will she send me after Christmas?”


          The next ten were of her being eaten. Lee had gotten off the couch. He had removed his shoes. She had the blanket pulled over her, but it was obvious his face was buried in her crotch. Bobby had taken the series and done an excellent job capturing her growing excitement to the point of orgasm. Two through ten were primarily her face. She wrote snippets on the back of each, “His tongue feels so good. Heavier beard than you. Don’t I look like I’m enjoying myself? Wishing Bobby were you. So hard to be quiet. A few minutes more. Don’t stop now. Eat it Eat it. Cuuuuuuuming.”


          He was now on top of her and they were kissing, “His face was so wet.” Another two or three of them kissing, but the back revealed what was going on, “Pulling his sweats down. He left his underwear on in case we heard the girls. He’s got a big one. I’m holding it as I guide him in.” Fourteen or fifteen of them fucking. Bobby did a bang up job alternating shots of their faces as they marched towards orgasm. I wondered if he was a professional photographer Lee had hired. He captured each of their faces seconds before, during, and after they orgasmed. The backs I looked at in succession, “Fucking on the couch. Feels so good. This went on for twenty minutes. The cushion was soaked by the time we were through. You’ll never look at this couch the same way. I bet you don’t want to sell it now. Sucking my tits as we fuck. Trust me, he doesn’t have to use a finger. Too bad I’m not fertile or was I? That’s it, we’re making a baby. Unbelievably hot. Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Don’t stop! Faster, faster!. I had a death grip on his sides. I didn’t find out until later but I buried my nails into his flesh. Felt bad afterward, but that’s what you get when you fuck a MARRIED woman. Look at his face. Tell me he wasn’t having a good time. Finished. Thinking about you now. Are you salivating?”


          More photos of them afterwards, cuddling and kissing, “This is my favorite part, the cuddling afterwards. He’s ready to go home.” Now there are a series of photos of her as she dresses. She no longer is self-conscious. Bobby takes a series of shots. She leaves her panties and bra off, but puts on her t-shirt and sweat bottoms. Her bush and tits look so inviting.


          The next couple surprise me. They were taken by Lee. Bobby is in my chair; she is kneeling between his legs. She’s giving him a blow job, “Paying Bobby for his services. Small cock. Didn’t take long. He came a bucket. Swallowed it all.” Out on the porch is the next one. She and Lee are under the porch light frenching. “Goodnight kiss. I wonder if he can taste Bobby’s cum on my breath.” The next photo is of she and Bobby kissing, “Good kisser. Better than Lee, but don’t tell him.”


          I look through the last half dozen wondering what next. She photographs the couch, “Look at the size of the wet spot.” She photographs her bra and panties on the floor, “Won’t need those the rest of the night. I’m going to bed, long but fun day.” Next is a photo of my recliner, “I’ll give you a blowjob when you get home. Still your favorite chair. I know it’s Bobby’s.” The last three were taken in our bedroom as she stood in front of a full length door mirror. She was nude. She pointed the camera at the mirror and photographed her reflection. The first was of her face, “Don’t I look well fucked now?” The second was of her breasts, “Still aroused. Might have to touch myself once I get in bed.” The third was of her bush, “Can you tell?”


          She finished Thanksgiving Day with one last photo. She squatted and using the flash took a closeup of her crotch. Her labia were splayed wide open and her vaginal entrance was clearly visible. Lee’s cum dripped from her. “Hungry? It tastes good. Do I look looser? I love you gay-boy. Happy Thanksgiving. Would have been better with you.”


          I e-mailed her the next day. “Got the photos. All I can say is Wow. Love them. I’m going to build a scrapbook. I’m so lucky to have you. You’ve made so many of dreams real. Four will never be topped, marrying you, and the births of our three daughters. This one is a strong five.” I babbled on trying my best to write around what I couldn’t come out and write.


          She wrote back, “Glad you enjoyed looking at them as much as I enjoyed experiencing it. Tried out the camera with my parents and the kids. The remote control feature is so neat. Dad hooked up the printer. If only he knew what I intend to use it for he and mom would freak. Still not the big P. I’m depressed over it. You’ll be home in less than six months. I wanted to be really far along. I made a doctor’s appointment. Want to see if it’s me. Lee gets testy when I even hint he may be the problem. Between you and I, tired of him. He has been bragging. Everyone knows. I need someone discrete, older, mature, virile, preferably married. Your boss fits the mold. You’re probably shocked. Am going by your office this week or next. See if your boss is interested or am I imagining things. Do you want me to tell him anything? I think different approach would be better. Keep it our secret; he doesn’t need to know. Keep doing it until it takes. I’m ready for a break. Don’t want to risk anything once I conceive. You don’t mind if we put the rest of fantasy on hold. I’ll make it up to you in other ways. I promise. Something I want to tell you. No one and that’s the truth makes me feel as good or as loved as you. I may look like I’m having the time of my life, but I’ve cried myself to sleep aching to be in your arms. Yesterday, the girls and I all bawled. We baked brownies, ate ice cream, and talked nonstop about you. You are sorely missed, gay-boy.”


          I thought to myself. Lee blew it. Deep down I wasn’t surprised, but it would be hard to get around the scandal. Like a dog that crapped in the house, his affair with my wife was going to be shit rubbed into my nose. She was right to pull back and find someone else. I wonder what my boss had done to show her he was interested.
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          Chapter 10


          Loyal Wife, Not so Loyal Girlfriend


          I didn’t have long to dwell for a letter from my wife arrived; it was in response to the ones I had sent her describing how my fantasy took root. She started off with, “After Thanksgiving I don’t think anything will shock you but here goes. I have a couple of confessions to make, but I don’t think you’ll mind being my confessor. All these years I’ve kept them secret from you, but now it’s time for me to come clean. That night when you and I had oral sex wasn’t the first time that night I was in the car. I made up the story about my cousin. I was in the car with someone, the older man I danced with. You were the second man I gave a blow job to; he was the first. Both happened the same night an hour apart. He came on strong and I was both weak and curious. He convinced me to go outside for a smoke. I looked for you and saw you sitting at a table yakking away. I really didn’t think too much was going to happen. I was naÃƒÂ¯ve. I thought he might kiss me. Anyway, before we went outside he told me to bring the keys to your car. I did thinking he and I were going to go smooch for a few minutes then come back in, his wife and you none the wiser. I was so nervous I was shaking. He took the keys from me and got in the front seat. I got in the passenger side. He started up the car and I panicked. “Where are you going?” “Calm down. Just going to find a place less visible.” He quickly located one. He turned off the car engine and said, “Let’s get in the back.” I almost said no but didn’t. I had been feeling him press against me all night and to be honest I felt very attracted to him. We got in the back and as I expected we began kissing. I pretty much let him undress me. He had my bra and panties off. My dress was off of my shoulders, the bottom hiked up around my waist. He was sucking my breasts and petting me. He had only taken his coat off. I was very aroused and losing control of the situation. I was still a good girl then. He got on the floor and put his head between my legs and took a few swipes. I can’t tell you how good it felt and how badly I wanted more, but he stopped. “You’re soaking wet. You’re ready.” “Ready for what?” “For me to fuck you.” “No, you can’t.” He persisted and I resisted. He called me a tease. Finally he said, “I’m not leaving here until I cum.” He unzipped his pants, pulled his penis out and pushed my head down. “Now suck it.” I felt like crying, but I also felt I deserved what he was making me do. I had teased him all night. It seemed to take forever and he grew to be quite large. He coached me through, “Obvious it’s your first time. You’re doing okay. Put your mouth there under the head and rub your tongue against it. That’s it. You’re doing fine. Put it back in your mouth. Don’t worry you won’t choke.” Finally and with no warning he came. He held my head in place as he filled my mouth with cum. I wanted to gag. It tasted awful. “That’s it. Swallow it all. Keep sucking til I go soft.” When he finished and was sure I had swallowed he relaxed his grip on my head.” I started crying and he sat there, not attempting to console me at all. He lit a cigarette. I was all cried out, nearly naked, when he calmly said, “Feel better.” I nodded yes. “Here, take a drag. It will calm you.” I took a few puffs and coughed.”


          “He watched me get dressed. “Too bad you don’t fuck. You have a nice body.” He even tried to arouse me, but I asked him, “Please don’t. I just want to go back inside.” We went back inside. I went to the bathroom washed my face, applied fresh lipstick, and borrowed a few sticks of gum from someone. I think it was cherry. I could taste his cum even after I chewed a stick. I then went and got you. You were so nice and sweet to me. I felt horrible at what I had done. From the minute I took your cock in my mouth I couldn’t wait for you to shoot off. I knew it would taste better coming from you and I was going to swallow. After you came words can’t describe the thrill that coursed through my veins when you went down on me. His few swipes to get me wet had been good, but you MADE LOVE to me with your mouth. At that moment I knew I wanted to be with you forever. I also knew you were going to be the one to take my virginity. I just didn’t know when.”


          “About the coast, that was a lot of fun. You’re partially right. I’ll explain. I’ve known Johnny since I was little. I’ve always had a bit of a crush on him and I adore his wife Betsy. Things that week were very crazy. One night after you left we stayed up super late drinking and we ended up in their bed. I was in the middle and both Johnny and Betsy stripped me before they took off their own clothes. Betsy told Johnny, “Didn’t I tell you she was beautiful?” You remember Johnny was a bit fat and Betsy was very petite. I was completely passive. They both began to make love with me and I was alternating kissing Betsy and then Johnny. Betsy sucked one breast while Johnny the other. Johnny went down on me for a few minutes until Betsy said, “My turn.” She ate me to orgasm while Johnny sucked my breasts. After I orgasmed Johnny fucked me while Betsy petted me, just like you do. I was too drunk and overwhelmed by it all to tell him to pull out. He and I came very quickly. Afterwards I fell asleep and Johnny ate Betsy. We weren’t there but a couple more nights. It was always the three of us and they were always the aggressors. Betsy didn’t seem to mind that I didn’t eat her but I did kiss her a lot more than I kissed Johnny. As for the morning you crossed paths with Betsy, you were 100 percent right. She had left the condo taking the boys so Johnny and I could fuck, just the two of us. It was good, not as good as you made me feel, but I was glad to have done it with him. After all he’s my favorite cousin. I hope you don’t hate me for what I did. There is something more I need to tell you. Johnny and Betsy weren’t trying to play you for a fool. They both wanted you to participate. Johnny wanted so badly for you to fuck and eat Betsy, but I wouldn’t let them. I’ve never wanted to share you, especially back then. I like having you all to myself. That’s all I have to confess. It was before we were married. I didn’t mean to hurt you. Now that you know, I hope you’re not upset. I’m telling the truth about after we married I’ve never cheated, that is until now. I love you, have for a long, long time. Even when I deceived you I never didn’t love you.”


          I read it and read it again. Most men would have cried, gnashed their teeth, punched the wall, gotten drunk, cheated back, but I’m not wired like most men. Her confession was pure and simple confirmation that I was an accurate judge of character. I was the pea in her pod. We were made for each other, even back then. It excited me so much to know that I was the second man whose seed she swallowed. I considered his swipes at her cunt as not enough to count for a first. I was the first man to eat and to fuck her. I felt like saying “Haha, I knew it all along,” about Johnny and Betsy, but didn’t. Her experience with them I envied because it sounded so innocent. Then I did what I had been doing for months, jacked off to images of she sucking her dance partner’s cock and being fucked and eaten at various times by Betsy and Johnny.


          After work ended the next day I felt compelled to e-mail her. “Received your letter. Loved it. Nothing to forgive. You did nothing wrong. Thanks for coming clean though. Very hot. Part of me wished you shared, but it’s probably for the best you didn’t. I love you.”


          Chapter 11


          Rick


          She wrote back, “I’m so glad. I was worried about telling you. I never lie to you and I thought about telling you a lie, but I couldn’t. Now I’m glad I didn’t. I’ve got some good news. My impression was right. I’ll write it in a letter. Went to lunch with him. He’s everything we’re looking for. Trust me on this one. He now knows all and is equally anxious to make our dreams cum true. You’re going to love the results.”


          I read it and my body felt supercharged. She and my boss were going to be lovers. He was going to get her pregnant. He knows everything. To be honest, I felt equal parts arousal and fear. If it went badly, so much for the past year’s hard work. I would be out of a job. I thought about everything positive. Discrete, understanding, virile. Understands there are no strings attached. My wife swollen with child. I liked the idea. No, I loved the idea. I wrote back short and sweet, “I trust you. Go for it. If possible our house, our bed.”


          She wrote back, “Not for the first time, but yes for the big event. Have camera, will travel. Least I can do. Am very excited. Coming up with plan on where and when to meet. Says he has a love shack, very nice, rustic, huge bearskin rug in front of the fireplace. Really seems to have a handle on things. Wants to play a month then get the job done, but is willing to do what I want. I want it sooner. If experience is really good, may play first month after, but no more until you get back. I love you.”


          Late in January I received another letter and more photos. This time I looked at the photos first. It was the company Christmas party. There were only a couple of photos. She was wearing the blue cocktail dress, but this time her hair was loose and fell past her shoulders. She had taken a photo of my boss and his wife. On the back, “Gives a good feeling.” There was another of him, “Handsome, don’t you think?” Still another, only this time my wife and he were standing under mistletoe and it was a chaste kiss, but still a kiss. “Soft lips. He commented that I seem to be following him. I smiled and said I thought you were following me. He said I am.”


          The letter wasn’t long. She wrote about the Christmas party. Mainly she talked about how my boss got her alone so they could talk, “I barely know you. Your husband has made us proud. You should be too. Then a pause. I swear he was standing there undressing me with his eyes. It made me hot. He lowered his voice, “I bet you’re lonely.” I felt my face heat up. “I know your type.” “What type is that?” “Good looking, reserved, but there’s a kinky stripe under that dress. How am I doing so far?” I puffed out my chest and said, “You tell me.” My nipples were poking against the dress. Only a blind man couldn’t notice. He smiled, “Right on the money. Let’s do lunch. Talk about what you and he are after. This is about him too, right?” “Yes, very much.” He didn’t so much as lay a finger on me and I was dripping with excitement. I went home and masturbated. I brought the biggest dildo we have and used it. He’s probably not that big. I hurt for two days, but it was fun pretending. If he’s the one, this is going to be so good. Wish me luck, gay-boy.”


          Of course I e-mailed her the following day acknowledging I received her letter and photos. “Loved the letter. Photos were tamer than I expected (haha), but the letter was very, very nice. So, how was Bubba? Picturing that put a smile on my face. Go for it. You never told me how lunch went other than it was good.”


          She responded, “Bubba and I are doing well. Photos you’ll like are on the way. Sixty four of them, from start to finish. Very romantic. Don’t want to tell you more as it will spoil the surprise. You need to start practicing. BTW, have you ever heard of an organization called “Hung Jury”? He’s a member.”


          It was a sweet agony I went through waiting for the mail. Work picked up which was a good thing and the nights were tolerable due to her letters and the photos. I masturbated to the Thanksgiving photos a lot, but there was something about the first set (once I removed the girls’ photos) that I continued to find alluring.


          The day they arrived was a dark overcast sky. Another snowstorm was on the way and we had sent people home early. I was cursing the weather as I thought another week without mail delivery. Thankfully, the truck made it back from the big city before the snow fell and there was a nice thick packet waiting for me.


          I weighed it in my hands and put it inside my coat pocket to safeguard. I now prayed for lots of snow so I wouldn’t have to show my face for at least a day. It started to fall mid afternoon and I surprised everybody by calling an early end to the workday.


          I got to my room and began my routine. I ate first, showered, put on a pot of coffee, put on my bathrobe and slippers, and fresh, hot cup of coffee in one hand with just a dab of cream in it and the envelope in the other I sat down. I kept a box of tissues on the end table. I turned off all the lights save for a lamp that was ideal for reading under as it was tall and swung over my chair. I opened the envelope. My fingers began shaking so badly that I had to take a few deep breaths to calm down. I was vaguely aware my cock was hard, but what I remembered most is the way my heart beat, as though it was a horse in full gallop.


          I read the letter first. “My sweet gay-boy, I hope this letter finds you well and makes the wait worthwhile. Lunch with Rick (I guess he’s still sir or Mr. Z to you) was better than good; it was great. I met him at a lovely Italian restaurant on the “Hill”. He had veal and I had canneloni. It was delicious. I was nervous, but he was as cool as a cucumber. He made small talk until our salads arrived. In between bites he asked what we wanted. We were in a corner, but the restaurant was full of people. I hesitated. “Go ahead and talk. Just keep your voice down and no one will hear, but if they do ¦” He smiled. Rick really is distinguished looking. I told him looking down at my plate as I spoke. He asked me to repeat but to look at him, “I want you ¦” He interrupted. “I thought this was about you and your husband.” “It is.” “Then use the word we.” I felt like a child being corrected by a teacher, but he was so kind about it I wasn’t offended. I instead wanted to get it right, to please him. “We want another man to get me pregnant.” “Is that it?” “No, there’s more.” “We want him to eat me after the man climaxes in me.” “Go on. That’s not unheard of.” “It isn’t?” “No, more common than you think. Is there more?” “We want him to suck that man.” “Is your husband bi?” “I think so.” “Has he ever been with a man sexually?” “No.” “Then why do you think he’s bi?” “I just do.” “Sounds to me like you want him to suck some cock, but he’s willing to go along. You think he’ll like it once he tries it.” I felt a little ashamed, but he was right. “Yes, it was my idea. I want him to be bi.” He looked thoughtful and I was wondering if he was judging me in a bad way.”


          “He asked how you were handling the separation. He asked about the girls. He again had nothing but good to say about you. He then said, “He’s going to get a branch of his own when he returns. For a few weeks, nothing more, I’ll continue to be his boss. I don’t normally mess in my own backyard, but there are exceptions and I must admit you are exceptionally pretty. Now, is this about humiliation too?” I blushed deep red gay-boy. I took a sip of my wine. “A little,” I confessed. “I can handle a little, but a lot isn’t really my cup of tea. If you want that I have a friend I can refer you to.” “No, just a little. Tease him about being a fag. Make him beg to suck you.” He smiled, “Piece of cake.”


          Our meal arrived. I was so calm, but excited in a good way. He talked about his family and us. He showed me pictures of his kids, grandkids, and wife. He asked to see a photo of us and the girls. “I always do this. A photo reveals so much.” He studied it. “You are a happy family. Ready to grow or do you intend to stop after number four?” I blushed again, “I don’t know.” My wife and I love kids, but they are a lot of work. I bet you want a boy.” “How did you know?” “Three girls, it was easy. I can’t guarantee that. I can guarantee the motility of my sperm and that I still have a high sperm count. The rest will be up to you and the big man in the sky. I take it with three girls you don’t have any trouble conceiving.” “No. I’m a fertile Myrtle.” He liked that. You would never believe some of his questions. “Are we religious?” “Yes.” “Do you attend worship services?” “Yes.” “How involved are you in your kids’ activities?” “Very.” “Tell me.” I did. “Do you see yourself growing old together?” “Yes.” “You’re not doing this because you’re unhappy.” “No, just the opposite.” “There’s a good chance this baby that you and I will make won’t look a bit like either of you. Have you thought about that? Your friends will know you cheated on him. You won’t be able to hide that fact.” “We know.” “Part of the humiliation?” “Yes.” He chuckled, “I like that. If it gets too painful he can ask for a transfer. Would you be willing to move?” Just so you know, I didn’t bat an eyelash. “Of course, I love my husband.”


          “Have you thought about us? There will be some sort of emotional attachment between the three of us. More likely between you and I, but you never know.” “I have. I only love one man, my husband.” He said, “Are you challenging me?” “What do you mean?” “I bet by the time we’re through I’ll hear you say I love you to me.” “How can you be so certain?” “Easy, it’s happened before. Your type. Just realize it’s one way. I will even say it back, but I don’t. I only love my wife. The rest is just an illusion. What you and I are about to do will be very emotionally moving. I can’t emphasize it enough. I will be the father of your baby, but that’s it. He’s the daddy. Do you both fully comprehend its signficance? I get all the pleasure, none of the responsibility but I will hold you both fully accountable should I hear anything bad happening to my child. You’re to treat that child no different than the rest. How well do you know your husband? Will he wake up one day and take it out on my son or daughter?” “No, he’s very gentle. He loves kids.” “His own. Only the sickos don’t. Have you ever thought about adopting?” “Yes.” He chewed his veal, “Good. I like that.” “What about your parents? How are you going to break the news? How will they react?” “Mine will be disappointed, but supportive. I’m their baby girl.” He smiled again, “You’ve really thought this through. I like that. Believe me. I’ve run into some real flakes.”


          We finished our meal. The waiter took our plates. He insisted on dessert. I had cheese cake. He had tiramisu. He’s a coffee drinker like you. “I have some rules. First, absolute discretion. I’ve been doing this a long time and my wife and kids would be devastated. No public displays of affection. No one can suspect we have a relationship outside of work. I have a cabin not far from here. Very secluded.” I interrupted him, “We were hoping for the big day that we use our bed.” He said, “Let me think about it. If I say no will that stop you?” “No.” “We have to meet according to my schedule. It could be short notice. You’re a stay at home mom.” “Yes, but I do volunteer work a couple of days a week.” “What days?” “Tuesdays and Thursdays.” “What about your weekends? Do you have a babysitter you can call on short notice? “Yes.” “I’ll call you during the day Monday or Wednesday so be home early afternoon. What time do your two oldest get out of school?” “Three.” “And the youngest does she go anywhere?” “Yes, mother’s day out five days a week, but I pick her up at noon.” “What about bedtime?” “Nine at the latest.” “I’ll call you between 1 and 2. If I haven’t called by Wednesday, I’m too busy. Here’s directions to where we’ll meet. Thirty minutes away, but you would think you were in the country. If you like romantic settings, this is the place.” He wasn’t through. “Bring a blood test when we first meet. It can’t be more than a week old. I’ll also bring one. If you like I’ll bring test results on my semen.” “That’s okay. I trust you. You have four kids.” Now he chuckled, “You’re too trusting. How do you know they’re not adopted or perhaps my wife made them with another man.” It was obvious he was teasing. I liked him so much right then. “Anything else?” I asked. “You have a camera. I assume he’ll want pictures.” I had forgotten, but I burst into a smile as I put the cheesecake in my mouth. My mouth full (imagine it being his cum because I was) I waited a moment to answer, “I do. Digital. Remote control.” “Do you have a tripod?” “Yes.” “Good. Bring them. I love putting on a show.” He then added almost as an afterthought, “I forgot one more rule. Once we start we’re exclusive, no one else. Can’t risk it. You’ve never had herpes have you?” “No.” “Venereal warts? What about your husband?” “No.” “Good, I have to ask.”


          “We finished lunch. He paid for mine, but I insisted on leaving the tip. He commented on how generous I was. “That’s a good sign, means you care about people. If you’re not stingy with your money, you’re not going to be stingy in bed.” We left. I wanted to hug him good bye and kiss him in front of all those people, but I didn’t.”


          “I picked up our daughter afterwards, but I had told them I would be an hour late. She told me she wants to start staying all day. I was thrilled, the entire day to myself. Just think. From eight thirty to two thirty I can be with your boss. Makes you hot doesn’t it. Monday morning I had my blood tested. The lab asked what for and I told them anything sexually transmitted. I explained, “My husband.” “You poor thing.” “Sorry dear, but I was on the spot. I couldn’t have told the truth. He’ll want you tested too. I told him Rosie was your other lover. He thought that was hilarious. Rosie palm, get it? Tuesday, Lee came on rather strong, but I told him no. I explained we were both having second thoughts, but told him it had been good. He looked annoyed, but he’ll forget about me the minute he finds another chickadee. To be honest, he wasn’t all that good, the exception being Thanksgiving. That was incredible. I was freaked about Bobby, but he turned out to be very nice. No, they never did tag team me. I’m saving that for you and Rick.”


          “Back to my week. Rick called on Wednesday. He had good news. His wife was going to one of the kids’ house for the weekend. She wanted to see their new home. He’s flying out on Sunday so he couldn’t go, but he did have Saturday night free. I arranged for a babysitter, told her I would be out late. You know how clean I feel after my period. I had just finished. The timing was great. I don’t want to spoil the rest of the story, but as you can see from the pictures the cabin was very romantic. He even offered it up to us to use when you get back. The bearskin carpet is so soft. He keeps it rolled up except for lovemaking. I brought the camera and together we set it up. He opened a bottle of white wine, very sweet, the way I like it. I feel so comfortable with him. You will too. He’s a perfectionist and wanted the photos to be perfect. He showed me how to set the timer so that every two minutes another picture is taken. There were 184 photos. I whittled them down to 64. Don’t worry I saved them all for you to view later, but these were the best.”


          “I know I’m long winded, but you like to hear me talk. You’re a better writer than me. Rick is masterful in bed. Don’t be threatened, but he is that good. He’s been doing this with other couples a long time. He explained what the three of us have: he’s the bull, you’re the cuck, and I’m his whore. While we’re together I worship him and you worship the two of us. As for blow jobs, he loves them. He told me, “No offense, but there’s no woman who sucks cock better than a man. Especially a cock the size of mine. He has some fantasies of his own. One is for both of us to suck him and yes he does want to take me doggy style just like in your letters while you’re underneath licking away. He said he would be willing to fuck you, but dear I think he would physically damage you. He really is that big. He has another trait I like. He’s very uninhibited. He too doesn’t mind the cream pie or snowball. He says he will want to suck your cock too (that’s another of his fantasies, but for me to watch). Even though he is huge and can go forever (that’s why there were so many photos) he likes sloppy seconds. It will be a switch as I always imagined he going first, you next, you eating me. Now it looks like you go first, then him, and I guess a coin toss as to who gets the pie. I hope you win every time, but if you don’t I know you’re a gracious loser. I’m almost through. I know you are anxious to start looking, but start thinking ahead to when he and I make a baby and the day you get home. That’s what I want to read about next. Seeing your face when I waddle up to hug you. I’m going to love this baby. I love you gay-boy.”


          I masturbated after I put the letter down. It would have been impossible for me to go any further. I caught it all in a wad of tissues I had ready. I walked around the room, urinated, stretched, did a few pushups, poured myself another cup of coffee, and worked up the nerve to sit back down and continue. I skimmed through her letter again and couldn’t help but feel threatened. Being second best hurts. And there was the reality that my boss Mr. Z was fucking my wife. He was very strict on protocol and I wondered how he would treat me in the love shack. Would he and my wife insist I call him sir or Mr. Z?


          I picked the pictures up and immediately smiled. The first two set the mood. His car, her car, then a shot of the cabin front. It was beautifully quaint. I couldn’t wait to visit. On the back of the photos she wrote, “We arrive in separate cars, but were soon inseparable. Isn’t it romantic?” The third was an interior shot of the living room and the fourth was the bedroom. I flipped them over. “You can’t see the bearskin carpet in this photo, but you will. It was cold outside, but clear sky. He had the fireplace going when I got there. The cabin doesn’t have heat, but the room got warm and we got hot.” For the bedroom photo, “Maybe next time. We never left the bearskin except to pee.”


          “Mambo Number Five” came to mind when I picked up the fifth photo. They were on the bearskin, shoes off, but still dressed. She was on her back, her head resting on a pillow I assumed they snatched from the bed. They were kissing. He had his right hand on her left breast. I flipped it over. “Our first kiss. You’re still the best kisser I’ve experienced. There’s a story here. I’ll be brief. I wanted to kiss him in the kitchen, but he stopped me. Said we needed to capture the moment for you. Isn’t he sweet, so considerate?”


          The sixth was more kissing. Nothing on the back, but the words “Getting wet.” Number seven he was pulling her shirt over head, “He starts to strip me.” Number eight more kissing, hand now on her bra cup, “Playtex.” Number nine she’s on her side. He’s undoing her bra with one hand, “One hand. I told you he was good.” Number ten she’s topless and he’s rolling her left nipple between his fingers as they kiss. “I had a little orgasm,” she wrote on the back. Number 11 he takes her right breast in his mouth, still rolling her left nipple with his fingers, “Oh God.” Number 12 she and he have her pants pulled down to her knees. “Almost naked.” Number 13 they are off, but her socks are on and he’s petting her while kissing her, “I left my socks on.” Number 14, same picture only this time it’s obvious he has a finger or two up her cunt and is using his thumb to play her clitoris. I can’t see her face as they are kissing, but her body looks tense. The back says it all, “First orgasm of the night. Wanted to break free of his kiss, but he wouldn’t let me. Incredibly hot, made me think of you and I when you first started petting me. Remember? I was too shy to scream so I made you keep kissing me.”


          Number 15 was the two of them looking like they were talking, “We took a break to calm me down.” Number 16 was more of the same, “Still need more time. He’s very patient.” Number 17 he’s taken his shirt and belt off. “Nice body for someone his age, don’t you think?” She was right; he did have a nice body. Number eighteen, he’s between her legs his face pressed against her bush, “He starts to eat me.” This goes on for the next ten photos. “Soft soft tongue, but long and wide. Like a paint brush. Look at my face. I kept my eyes closed, but I wasn’t thinking about you, just him. I play with my tits. Look at my legs draped over his back. Halfway there, but I never want it to stop. I start to moan and say his name, Rick, Rick, Rick. I’m staring at the ceiling thinking this feels so good. He’s holding me by my buttocks, his tongue deep inside of me, just like you do. I push his head into me. OH MY GOD, I have the Big O.” I examined each one closely looking at her face as she neared the moment. I stroked myself to orgasm again. It didn’t take long. Afterwards, my balls ached.


          I took another break and picked up number 29. He had the side of his head resting on her pubis, “My other man is tired.” Number thirty he’s kissing her belly. I can tell it must feel very good and his kisses very gentle. The back confirms it, “Getting wet again. Intuitively knows what I like. Soft, soft kisses after.” Thirty one he’s moved back up and now I see her hands tugging at his pants, “I want him so bad.” Thirty two he’s nude, but his socks are on too. His buttocks are very pale compared to the rest of his body. He has powerful looking legs and a muscular backside, “I know. You’re thinking about the socks. The floor was cold.” Thirty three was him on top, between her legs, “He’s starting to go in me. I’m glad we had Bubba for me to practice on.” Thirty four more of the same, “Halfway in. Never have I felt so full. And I thought Lee was big.” Thirty five her face visible over his shoulder, her arms coming up under his pressing onto his back, “All the way in, a minor O and we hadn’t started.” Thirty six through 46 were 22 minutes of them fucking, “We start to fuck. I feel like I’m being plowed. He’s hitting my cervix. Glad he’s gentle. Look at my legs. I wish you could see our faces. Have to remember no scratching, but God I want to rake his back. Spurring him on. Calling his name over and over again. Never want it to stop. Another religious experience, Oh God, Oh God, Oh God. Fuck me. The really big O.”


          I have another O of my own. I look at the photos focusing on her legs and knowing where they’re at just how far along she is. I can tell when he’s thrusting as the cheeks of his ass are flexing. I count the photos out, twenty two minutes. I’m impressed. My dick is beginning to feel raw.


          Forty seven he’s still on top of her but it looks like he’s just resting, “Getting soft.” Forty eight made my jaw drop. He’s out of her and on his back. His cock is limp, slick, and bigger than mine when I’m fully erect, “I told you he was big. Getting hungry?” Forty nine they are cuddling both are turned towards each other. His right hand is caressing her left buttock. Their faces are an inch apart but they aren’t kissing, “Talking about it.” Fifty looks like an identical picture, but she reminds me it isn’t, “He was so right. Telling him I love you. He said it back.” Fifty one they are kissing again, but it’s a soft kiss, the kiss of lovers. “My lover and I kiss.” Fifty two he’s back between her legs, “He likes cream pies too.” There is no series. Fifty three is she at the point of orgasm, her mouth shaped like an O. I look at her nipples; they are so engorged they look painful, “Another religious experience. Look at my nipples. They were so hard they hurt.” Fifty four they are again on their sides but toasting, “To love.” Fifty five is him on his back her head resting on his silver mane of chest hair, “You know how I find a nice chest so sexy. I could sleep here all night.” Fifty six looks like they are sleeping. She confirms it, “A short nap.” I look down her hand is cradling his cock. I think to myself no wonder his wife is always smiling. Fifty seven is her going down on him, “God he’s so big I don’t know where to start.” Fifty eight, she’s holding his half erect cock in her hand and licking it like a gigantic lollypop, “Don’t you wish you were here to help gay-boy?” Fifty nine he’s fully erect. He’s moved her hair aside so I get a good view of her licking the head, “Reminds me of a plum. Purple and I just love the juice.”


          “Sixty is she on all fours and he behind her. The angle was good as it captured her face as he fucked her, “Doing it like a couple of dogs. First time I thought about you that evening (not true). Just wanted to make your face burn. Can’t wait until you’re underneath.” Sixty one it’s obvious she’s approaching orgasm. He’s doing something else she likes, playing with her melons as he pounds in and out, “Thrusting hard. I was sore for days. Cried after I came.” Sixty two she orgasms, her eyes aren’t closed they’ve just rolled back in her head as she screams, “Called his name then yes, yes, yes.” Sixty three was taken a bit later. He’s holding her, gently sucking her right breast. She is stroking his face and tears are running down her face, “Breakdown. Everything was perfect, but missing you so bad. He was so sweet. I wish your mouth was on my other tit. I would have been so much happier. I was better after a few minutes.” Sixty four the camera has been taken off the tripod. Her legs are spread wide and it’s a close up of her crotch. Her vagina is stretched, swollen red, and oozing cum, “Do I look bigger? I wonder if I’ll ever be able to feel you again. Don’t worry he told me it’s only temporary. Look at all that cream. Hungry? Hope you enjoyed looking as much as I enjoyed their making. I love you gay-boy.”


          I go through the photos with one, stroke my cock with the other. I pump and pump, but can’t make myself cum. My cock and balls both hurt and it’s a good ten minutes of the hardest jacking I’ve ever done before I eke out a few drops of cum. Now that the excitement is over I’m sad. My emotions are raw as I feel inadequate. I know she misses me, but for five more months she has him. The sex with him was fantastic and it could only get better. I hate the fact I’m not there to share it with her; perhaps I wouldn’t feel so low.


          I go to bed, get up in the morning, and swear I won’t look at the photos or reread her letter for a couple of days. I get dressed to go outside. There’s a foot of snow on the ground. I force myself to get out of the room and go to the office. I catch up on some paperwork. No matter how ahead I think I am I can never get ahead of the paper. Break even for the day. I avoid looking at my e-mail until later in the day. There’s one from her. I was going to tell her I received them, but I needed another day or two to heal emotionally. I open her e-mail and it’s her first question, “Well, did you get them? I hope you liked them. Wasn’t I right about him?” The rest of her letter pulled me out of my funk. She went on for several paragraphs about how much she missed me. “Don’t think he’s replacing you because that ain’t ever going to happen. It’s just exciting. I’ve been with him since. His cabin again, but the last time was our house during the day. Lots of pictures. You’re constantly on my mind. Keep your fingers crossed. Say a prayer for me. I love you.”


          I wrote her back. The office was empty. I told her I loved and hated them. I explained why. I also told her I wanted she and I to see it through the end. I thanked her again, told her I couldn’t wait for more.


          She must have been in the office early. A few minutes later she responded, “You sound fragile. Be strong. In a few months we’ll be reunited. I’ll hold you at night and soothe your brow while you nurse. I’m sorry you’re upset, but that’s the emotion we’re both after, isn’t it? You’re not inadequate so don’t think that way. If the letter and pictures didn’t elicit such strong emotions (both good and bad) I would feel like a failure. I never want you to NOT be jealous of me. If the day comes where you can sit there and watch me with another man and not feel anything I’ll be the one who cracks up. I want it to hurt, but I also want it to be exciting and good. I spent hours going through the photos putting them in order picking the ones that captured a certain emotion, writing comments on them. Don’t forget, they’re not for him, but my gift to you. I love you so much. Even when it’s good without you here it’s not as good. I love you.”


          I answered back. I wrote her a lengthy e-mail. Reminisced about our marriage. All the joy I felt. I thanked her for setting me straight. I felt stronger already. I can’t wait to see more, especially in our house. When will you know?


   


          Chapter 12


          Valentine’s Day


          She said, “Another week.” I looked at the calendar, subtracted seven days, “Valentine’s Day you did it?” “Yes, he was my valentine this year. Makes you hot doesn’t it?” “Yes.” “By the way I loved your V-Day card and Yes to being your valentine. It’s so nice to have two valentines. The girls loved their cards too. They miss you so much. When you get home they will overwhelm you. I won’t want to share you, but I wouldn’t be surprised if we don’t have time alone until late. We continued to e-mail back and forth for another hour. Less of sex more about family. I did tell her I was very excited at the prospect of being a daddy again. In her last e-mail she reminded me to write. She had to go as the shop was opening.


          I returned to my room. I made myself dinner, changed into a bathrobe and took out all the pictures. Even though it was tame, I still enjoyed looking at the first set. I thumbed through them. I had an erection when I was halfway through, but it wasn’t painful. She looked so good. She had never told me when she and Lee became lovers, but then I hadn’t asked. It would all come out in good time. I picked up the baby photos. Each was beautiful. They served a purpose to keep what we were doing in perspective. We were bringing a new life into the world and there’s no bigger responsibility, none. The game really ended at the moment of conception. We could play another nine months, but even then we had to always think of the life growing inside her. How would you feel if your lust drove you to take risks and the result was a baby born blind due to gonorrhea? No, Rick was wise. Only the three of us. I thought about his cock. What he possessed wasn’t a match, but a torch. I then thought of the saying, “Three on a match is bad luck.” I sure hoped it wasn’t true. I got up and went to the refrigerator. Just like my wife suggested I practiced on the cucumber. It was cold, hard, and I wasn’t overly eager, but I knew the day was coming so I started training early. I put it away after I rinsed it off. I had a lot of work ahead of me.


          I then picked up the pictures from Thanksgiving. Even though the really good ones were at the end I started from the beginning. Somewhere along my journey I had changed or my fantasy had matured. It started with my wife being another man’s sexual object, but that’s not what I wanted. I wanted her to make love, but remain totally into me. Impossible to make love and not have feelings. Rick was a good choice because he enjoyed the illusion. He was an actor playing a role. What I enjoyed about the Thanksgiving pictures of my wife and Lee were they gave the appearance of lovemaking. That couple on the couch gave the impression they were making love. Even when she gave Bobby a blow job I pretended it wasn’t just a gratuitous sex act, but he was me and my wife was giving me a goodnight blow job at the end of the day. My wife and I had made love on the couch in the same manner, a blanket to cover us in case one of the kids came downstairs. I had eaten her more than once in that same position, my body covered by the blanket as she kept one eye on me and the other on the lookout. Ditto for the fuck afterward. I had forgotten about that couch and its significance, but she hadn’t. We conceived our youngest on that couch. She was emotionally attached to that couch; it would never leave our house. She even hoped that she would conceive a fourth time on that same piece of furniture.


          Lee however had been an unwise choice. My wife and I wanted a lover, not a sex partner. He saw her as a piece of ass, something he could brag about to his friends. I was positive he had spared no detail of nailing my wife. It was obvious he also didn’t care about her as he brought a stranger into my house. Bobby may have been a nice guy, but we didn’t know him and worse we didn’t know his sexual history. He could easily have a disease. Lee didn’t understand the reality we were after; we wanted him to impregnate my wife, to fertilize her womb as they made love. We weren’t after an accidental pregnancy as they tag teamed her. We wanted no doubt about parentage and we wanted no risk to the health of the life she and he would create.


          Rick was a godsend, but he was so good at playing the role he was threatening. He understood exactly what we were after and he knew how to make it happen. He wasn’t fucking my wife; he was making love to her. They were a couple trying to have a baby. A baby made out of love. I wondered if this was the role he enjoyed the most or one of many he assumed depending on the couple and what they desired. It didn’t really matter for he rocked both our worlds emotionally and physically. I picked up the last stack of pictures and slowly looked through them. This was no couple having a zipless fuck, but a man and woman separated by more than two decades but deeply in love having a passionate night in a secluded cabin on a bearskin rug where they hoped to make a baby. Psychologically he understood my wife’s need to feel loved. After their first act of intercourse the words had rolled off her tongue, “I love you.” I went through those pictures and this time I found them poignantly beautiful. She was so beautiful to look at while Rick made love to her with his mouth, fingers, and cock. The best pictures were the tender moments afterwards, the head resting on her bush, the gentle kisses on her stomach, the lovers cuddled talking, the nap, but the best for me was her crying as he consoled her gently sucking a breast as she caressed his face. They were all scenes from our own past recreated by Rick. It was like watching a remake of a classic that I had to admit was better than the original.


          I wrote my wife a letter as she asked. I sent it in pieces, not wanting to delay it because it was unfinished. The letter covered the immediate present to the night I returned. As I wrote it I knew it would touch her profoundly. The part I liked best was describing my return flight and how I kept seeing her in my head every time I closed my eyes. I reminded her that I wanted her to send me pictures of her after she conceived that detailed the history of her pregnancy. I also told her that I understood her desire to have a period of celibacy, but asked her if it was realistic to do without her lover for three more months. I wrote that a month of self-imposed celibacy was punishment enough for what she had done. Now that we had a date but were only awaiting confirmation I confessed to her I was glad that she would only be at most four months along. As always she would immediately begin to show and I expected to see her in a maternity outfit. After our first, she seemed to swell the minute life began. I already saw her in the pants that had the expandable waist and the t-shirt that said, “Baby on-board.” Her feet swelled too so she would either be in sandals or sneakers. And she wouldn’t be wearing her rings.


          I reminded her that we needed to create a cover story for the sake of our girls. A big lie, but necessary. Daddy flew home, but Mommy didn’t tell. He was only around for a few hours. We made a baby. They may never inquire as the oldest one was just 9 and a half, but one never knew. I told her I was anxious, but apprehensive about taking another man’s cock into my mouth. I assured her I had been practicing on the cucumber, but didn’t think I was going to get the hang of it. Eating pussy was something I preferred and licking his cream from her vagina was going to be a walk in the park. I knew she wanted visual confirmation I was bisexual and eating a cream pie wasn’t proof enough. She had to see me with a cock in my mouth. I didn’t know why it was important to her but it was. I wondered if she had always wanted a bisexual for a spouse. Or was she doing it as a form of humiliation? She and I both enjoyed it when she accused me of being gay. It made me ashamed and at the same time very aroused. It made her more assertive and oh so wet.


          I got off track in my letter and brought back into focus the issue of her pregnancy. An even bigger fetish I’ve had is her being pregnant. I love to make love to her when she’s pregnant. It’s just hotter and I would have months not weeks to do just that. She likes it better too. Some of our best memories are me holding her growing belly as I fuck her like “two dogs humping.” And then the sex after the baby is born. Sucking the milk out of her breasts having to wait while she heals and then cleared to make love again. Only this time her breasts produce milk as she gets excited and I get to lick it. She too likes the taste and while they’re big she has no trouble running her tongue over the nipple as her milk beads.


          Finally, there will always be the constant knowledge that my fourth child isn’t the product of my loins, but another man’s, a man who loved my wife. She will use that fact to humiliate me at times, but only when we’re alone and out of earshot. I can already here her saying that she had to have a real man, not a gay-boy, give her a baby. I will get quiet and she will dominate me. I will remain passive as she rides my face. When it’s over she will apologize for being so mean, but tell me how turned on it made her. She will also want me to humiliate her, but it’s difficult for me to play the role of angry husband upset with his slutty wife. Still I will try. And that will bring us to the next step. She will get angry with me and run to Rick’s arms because he’s all man, not like her gay husband. She will return hours later full of remorse and we will make love, but it will be no different each time. Her vagina will be stretched and his cum will have leaked out, but I will still be able to taste him.


          These meetings with Rick she will have to plan as they really can’t be spontaneous. Once I’ve forgiven her by eating Rick’s cum from her she will be full of remorse for being so bad. Our sex life will go back to normal for a month maybe longer but then she will grow resentful at my cock’s inability to satisfy her the way Rick can. And the cycle will start all over.


          It was a leap year, but on February 29th my wife e-mailed me that, “Mother Nature hasn’t visited.” She was ecstatic but guarded. She had been late before. Each day she provided me an update. By the seventh day she and I were both positive that Rick and she had made a baby. Her e-mails were very emotional as she thanked me for making yet another dream of hers come true. She promised me that I wouldn’t regret what we had done. “I’m going to love you like no other,” she wrote. I wrote back, “You already have.” She was buoyant. She loved kids. The fact that it wasn’t mine kept her in a constant state of arousal. She masturbated a lot. She wondered who among our friends would be the first to notice, “but that’s months away. Or maybe not. You know how I immediately swell. Feeling a little red in the face right now aren’t you? I like that.” She made her first OB-GYN appointment. “He’ll be the first to know. Wonder how he’ll treat me. Pity or scorn. I bet he makes a pass at me, but as tempting as it is, I’ll have to say no. Rick’s rules. Maybe I can bend them, a few kisses and a hand job. What do you think, gay-boy? Here’s a thought. I kiss him and you suck him. Haha, just teasing, but I bet your ears are red. Besides I don’t want you catching anything.”


          I received the second set of photos a few days later. “Gay-boy, how are you? I miss you so much. Hope you find these as erotic as the first. It was close to perfect, but without you there just close. I have a new fantasy, the two of you to make love to me at the same time. Just like I experienced with Johnny and Betsy. I think about it all the time now. In retrospect I should have with Bobby and Lee. I ran into him the other day (Bobby). We just smiled at each other. I had the girls with me. He has potential. I know you can take a lot of meat, but I can’t. You’re a little too big for me, but he would be the right size. Double penetration. Could be fun; think about it. I’m getting off track. Rick as always was fantastic. I told him I would be fertile soon and I wanted to try. He asked me if I wanted to still do it in our house. I said of course. He thought about it for a few minutes before he agreed. He’s very logical in everything he does which is good because I’m not. I guess that’s why he hasn’t been caught all these years and everyone knows about my affair with Lee. I’m sorry, NOT. I love the idea that everyone will know, just want to make sure we protect the girls. You’re so lovable when you’re embarrassed. Getting back to my evening with Rick. It was even more romantic than the first as the sky was gray and there was a light snow falling. He had the fire going when I arrived and a hot toddy for each of us. Took the chill out of me and it wasn’t long before we were nude and back on the bearskin. He’s a very heavy cummer as the pictures will show and as I said before very uninhibited. I know he doesn’t love me, but I get so hot when he tells me he does. I could write all day, but I have to get this to the post office soon. I don’t want to keep my man waiting. Before I forget, Valentine’s Day I’ll be fertile. He’s checking his schedule to see if he’s free during the day. He’s taking his wife out to dinner that night. He’s been planning it for weeks. He is soooooooo romantic, but then so are you. I love you gay-boy. P.S. I cried myself to sleep the other night, missed you so bad. I really wish you were going to be here for the big event. Your letter describing the moment was so nice. Maybe we can recreate it or if I go for a fifth ¦ ¦P.S.S. You’re getting promoted when you get back. Rick told me. Sounds like a nice pay raise. If true, we can afford six. Haha.”


          I had a nice erection at the end of her letter. Good blood flow, but not throbbing. No urgency to whip my meat. I picked up the first picture. They were in the kitchen each holding a mug, “He suggested we set the camera up in the kitchen to better capture the mood. Was he right?” Number two was them kissing. He was tilting her chin up and it was obvious their frenching was deep. I immediately knew what he was feeling. She’s an excellent kisser. I could almost taste her, “He’s so gentle, softly chewed my tongue. He sucked on my lower lip, just like you. Wow!” Third photo she is walking into the den. He is right behind her. Her face is flush, “Alcohol and him bad combination. Look how flushed I am, just like my mom.”


          Numbers four through seven spanned eight minutes. They are standing the entire time stripping each other. His cock springs out in the last one. Her hand looks so small as she holds it while they kiss, “We undress each other. First come the tops. Then the bottoms. Doesn’t my hand look small? He’s huge. Almost scary to think where it will be in a while.” Numbers eight through fourteen she’s on her knees sucking his cock. Actually she looks almost ridiculous as it’s too big, a poodle chewing a steak bone. He’s pumping while she sucks. At the end her lips are pursed against the end of his cock. She can’t open her mouth wide enough to get the head in. He’s cumming. Her comments are cute. More like a moment between friends, like a married couple, “I gnaw on his bone. Why aren’t you here to help? I can’t even get the head in my mouth. Force to help. I felt bad. He said don’t worry, but he thinks you’ll do better. Keep practicing. Filling my mouth with cream, rich, thick, and full of live wiggly things, what are they called, oh yeah, sperm. Remember the Sammy the Sperm joke, gay-boy? I thought the same thing, ‘Go back it’s only a blow job.’


          Numbers 15 and 16 they embrace and lock mouths, “Snowball. He swallowed. Just like you. I win.” Numbers 17 through 21, they are sitting on the couch talking, his arm is around her, her hand is on his leg. Message transmitted, long time lovers, friends, married for years, “He needs a break. I’m dripping wet in anticipation. We cuddle. He’s ready.” They move the camera and now it’s focused on them as they lay on the bear rug. She’s looking at the camera in number 22, mouthing something. His face is pressed against her crotch and her legs are already draped over his shoulders, “He likes this position. Can you read my lips? I was whispering I love you, to you gay-boy.”


          Numbers 23 through 33 were she being eaten, “He went so slow. I could have gone all night. Chewed my labia, then ran his tongue up and down each side, just like you. I pulled my lips apart and he flicked my clit. So swollen. He commented on its size. Stroking my g-spot while licking me. Back to tongue fucking me. Two in my cunt, one in my ass, tongue licking my labia. I’m in heaven. So close then he backs off. Driving me crazy. Won’t let me cum. Look how frustrated my _expression is. Finally, thank you thank you thank you.” It was a very erotic series and I jacked off. Came in about 15 seconds.


          I put the pictures down, got a beer from the refrigerator, picked up those pictures and looked at them again in rapid succession. All I could think of was how beautiful she is and how beautiful the moment was. I picked up 34. They were resting again, but she was wiping his face with a towel, “I squirted, doesn’t happen too often, but it did that night.” Thirty five through 40 they are lying there making out. Besides looking at them kissing, his hands touching her breasts, then petting her the message the pictures send is a couple not in a hurry, just letting the passion build. They have all night. She’s on her back and he’s half on his side. It was interesting to see his cock grow progressively larger and larger, “Great kisser. Look at his hand on my nipple. Sucking my breasts. Petting me again. Was calm, but feeling frantic. Can’t wait until he’s in me again. He’s hard I can feel it. His cock is so warm.”


          Numbers 41 through 50 are them fucking. Very hot and this time her face is visible throughout. I almost don’t look at any other part of the picture but her face. It’s so erotic to see her excitement build. “Feels so good gay-boy. I wish you had a vagina and could know what I’m experiencing. In and out shallow then deep, my cunt feels so stretched, clings to his cock, he’s gentle but I’m sore for days. You’re looking at my face aren’t you? I’m saying his name over and over. Fuck me Rick Fuck me Rick. Oh God, he’s going so fast, feels so good. Look at my legs. Queafing at the very end, makes the moment even hotter. Another religious experience I see God courtesy of Rick.”


          Numbers 51 through the end are sensual. He stays on top of her resting, breathing hard from his workout. She’s caressing his back. Gentle kisses, she’s smiling, looks like she’s laughing at a joke. He’s off of her and now he’s on his back and she’s curled up against him her head resting on his chest. Her left hand is caressing the hair of his belly. She’s licking his cock towards the end and they finish with a kiss. I flip the photos over, “My man is tired. I asked him if he’s having chest pains. He thought it was so funny. Ran a marathon last year. I whispered I love you. He whispered it back, sounded like he meant it, but I know better. Still wish it were true. Feelings for him getting stronger, can’t help it. Not worried though, my future is with you. Kind of scared how intense they will be when we make a baby. I love the hair on his chest and belly, grey. I clean him. He asks me for a kiss. Twist my arm. I love kissing him. We got dressed a few minutes later. He said he would call.”


          I loved the photos and the story they conveyed, but felt a panic attack after reading the back of the last few photos. I realized it was part of the deal. She was in love with him, nothing I could do about it. Her feelings would get exponentially stronger after he impregnated her. I had to trust him to let her down easy. Scared that he might develop feelings for her. There were lots of men with younger wives. I focused on the positive images, very erotic outcome moving the camera from scene to scene. He really took his craft seriously. She thought him distinguished while I thought so very professional. I wondered if he went home and still had enough left over for his wife. As happy as he was making us, her marriage must be heavenly. He certainly conveyed that image. I just hoped it was true.


          I e-mailed her the next day and told her I had received the second set of their photos. I told her they were very moving, but her comments scared me. She wrote back, “They scared me too. You know how girls are. We all want a fairy tale ending. Men are more pragmatic and that’s Rick. Grounded in reality. He’s been gentle with me, but I won’t deny being let down has still been hard. I’m so glad I have you. It would have been awful without you there to support me. The Valentine’s Day photos should be arriving in a few days. Rick called suggested we take a break now that it’s confirmed. Just for a few weeks he said. I know he’s right, but I find myself craving him. I took Bubba back out of the box. I can’t wait for you to be home. Maybe then Rick will pick up where we left off.” It hurt but I felt obligated to be the shoulder she could lean on, “Sounds like you’ve got it bad. I’m so sorry. I wish I were home too.” She thanked me and interpreted my support in a positive way, but she continued to vent. She came across as lovesick and sexually frustrated. Three sessions and an addict. I didn’t know what to write so I told her I was all eyes. She longed for his cock, but it was more than that. She craved the way he made love. “He reminds me of you.” “Perhaps that’s why you miss him so much, because you miss me.” “I thought so too, but now I’m not so sure. I think I want him more because I feel like he’s rejecting me. You know how everyone wants what they can’t have. I have to figure a way to get beyond that.” “Think of his wife. He cheats on her all the time.” “I did. That helped, but he does love her and she seems so happy.” “That’s because she doesn’t know.” When we were done e-mailing each other I felt I had been part of the cure. I wrote her a long e-mail the next night talking nothing but about us and our three girls and the life she was now bringing into OUR family. It did the trick.


          The photos from February 14th arrived. The packet was thin. She explained it in her letter. “Gay-boy. Here they are. In a few days I’ll know if I’m pregnant. By the time you get these all three of us will know. There’s not a lot of pictures because Rick wanted to send a message that he was a stud providing a service. I had planned to spend all day in bed with him, but he left after an hour. He insisted I elevate my pelvis so the sperm would flow downward. I don’t see why, but I did it. As big as he is, when he came I swear I could feel the head pressed against my cervix. He probably sprayed my egg. I wish it had been more romantic, less businesslike, but it was hot. Enjoy, I certainly did. I just know I’m going to be a mommy again and you a daddy. I love you gay-boy.”


          I started looking at the pictures. Number one was our empty bed. Number two the sheets were pulled back. Number three she and Rick were in with the covers pulled over them. Numbers four through 15 were the two of them fucking. His back was to the camera. The sheet slipped down and exposed his upper body. Her face remained obscured. Number 16 they are kissing. Number 17 he is resting his head on her chest, sucking a breast. Numbers 18 through 24 looked like pillow talk, gentle kissing. Number 25 was she in bed alone. Number 26 was of her with the covers off her buttocks resting on a pillow. Number 27 he is sitting on the bed while she lays there. He is dressed. Number 28 they continue to talk. Number 29 he kisses her softly goodbye.


          I had taken to looking at the pictures first, then flipping them over and reading the comments in the same order. “Our bedroom. Clean sheets for the big day. Rick and I under the sheets naked. He starts to enter me. I tell him I love you. He says it back I love you too. My heart is beating so fast. Let’s make a baby. Let’s. We begin to make a baby. His cock feels so good. I find myself wanting it all day. What do you want it to be? A boy. No a girl. How about healthy? Yes, that’s it healthy. Fuck me Rick. Fill me with your cum. Give me a baby. I cum first then a second time before he ejaculates. I can feel his cum in me; warm and plentiful. I thank him for making my dream come true. He says he’s really enjoyed himself. Likes our fantasy. Gay-boy, he is such a good kisser, like you. He has to leave, afternoon meetings, taking his wife out to dinner and dancing. Calls her his forever valentine. I ask him to be mine. He says yes. He gets out of bed. He goes into the bathroom, takes a quick shower. I watch him get dress. I love his body. Can’t believe he’s 57. Sits with me a few minutes. You know me pillow talk is so important. He tells me to lie there for half an hour. Kisses me goodbye tells me he loves me. There’s a number 30 but I took it out. I cried, part sad mostly happy. I need you so bad gay-boy.”


          I don’t even have to touch my cock. The words on the back are more powerful than the pictures. I came all over my bathrobe. Had to get a washcloth, wet it, and wipe it clean. I sniff my robe, smells of cum. I think of his cum in my wife, his seed making her a baby.


          Rick was the consummate professional. He kept his distance until I returned. He did, however, call to check up on my wife and for that she was extremely grateful. A few times she pleaded with him to spend an evening at his cabin or the day at our house but he demurred. Later he told me she cried and he consoled her the best he could over the phone, “Another month, he’ll be home. You’ll see I was right. You just miss him. You’re reaching out for something comfortable.” She denied it, “No I want you. I miss you making love to me, not him. Please.” He said, “Listen to yourself. It’s the hormones. You’re pregnant.” “No, I’m horny for you.” “We’ll pick up where we left off. Be patient.” “Promise?” “I promise.” “I love you.” “I love you too.”


          Chapter 13


          New Job, New Car, New House, Pregnant Wife


          I arrived home June 5th. I was hoping Rachel would be the flight attendant in first class and I even asked about her. One of the attendants knew her, “She got married. Met someone and a month later they married. They’re very happy. I hear she’s pregnant. She’s been wanting a baby for the longest time.” After she left, I thought about her wondering if she was carrying his baby’s or some other man’s. My gut told me not her husband’s. I was glad I never used her card and threw it away before boarding the aircraft.


          June 5th was the anniversary of my wife and I losing our virginity to each other. It was such an appropriate day to return home. After a year apart I wondered how our first night in bed would be. I was rusty. I hoped I still had my mojo. I called her from New York where I cleared customs. She sounded giddy, but then so did I. My plane was on time. I told her I’d see her and the girls in a few hours. Before we hung up she told me how excited she was anticipating my reaction. She lowered her voice, “I’m so wet right now.” “Me too.” She laughed at my mistake, “I hope not. You didn’t change that much in a year.” I realized what I said, laughed back, “You know what I meant.” “I know. I just like teasing you,” her voice dropped even lower, a faint whisper, “gay-boy.” I turned beet red and we were a thousand miles apart.


          As the airplane taxied in my excitement became harder to control. It wasn’t just the pregnancy, but the thought of being reunited as a family that had my heart racing. I exited the jetway and there they were with signs welcoming me home. I stared at my wife for the longest time. Her grin was ear to ear her eyes shiny. She was wearing a pair of maternity overalls, but they were short. There was no mistaking she was pregnant. We hugged each other hard and kissed. I could feel her belly against my stomach. I was surprised I wasn’t erect, but glad. I whispered, “You look beautiful.” My three girls also wanted their hugs and they all began talking nonstop and over each other, “Mommy’s pregnant, but we don’t know what it’s going to be. We missed you so much Daddy. Did you bring us a gift? Can we go bike riding? I lost a tooth. I fell and scraped my knee.” I loved it. I was home.


          Of course the humiliation began before we left the airport. As we waited at the luggage carousel, my wife and I had our arms around each other’s waists, one of my girls talked to the older lady next to her, “You look so happy to have your daddy home.” “We are.” “How long has he been gone?” “A year.” She looked at us, “Oh dear.” I had been listening and already had an answer, “Cryogenics.” I smiled at her as I said it, “The miracle of cryogenics.” I patted her stomach. The luggage arrived. We exited the airport. She drove us home in the new minivan. “What do you think?” “I like it.” I had my body turned sideways so I could talk to the girls in the back seat. They were so beautiful. Ten, eight, and five now. It was a lost year, never to be made up; the only cure was overcompensation but even that would fall woefully short. It was like sleep or lost lovemaking, you could do more of it, but you never caught up.


          My wife drove with her left, held my hand with her right. I glanced at her as often as I could. In many ways the real agony had just begun. It was only early afternoon. The girls would be keyed up and it wouldn’t be late before we got behind closed doors. I looked at her face; it was a little rounder already. She glowed. I kept glancing down at her breasts and belly. I couldn’t wait to see her naked. She was tan. I touched her leg, silky smooth.


          The house hadn’t changed. There was a “Sold” sign in the front yard. She had calculated that we could afford an upgrade. She wanted another two story, but with a finished basement. “Why do we need all that room?” “Trust me. You’ll like having all that room. We’ll drive out there tomorrow, Mr. Division Chief.” Before I left confirmation of the promotion came in. What made it really mean something was the reaction of the people at the site of the project. They were so happy for me. I even shed a few tears when I gave a short speech thanking them for all their hard work. It was so me, sensitive. We had made a nice profit on the sale of the house, but it would be hard leaving the neighborhood.


          Once we were home I lugged my suitcase upstairs the kids going with me. I threw it on the bed and opened it, pulling their gifts out. They were ecstatic and ran downstairs telling me to hurry. I looked at the bed and saw my wife and Rick making a baby. It was going to be a long day. Downstairs my wife was sitting on the couch and the girls were showing her their gifts. She coyly asked, “What did Daddy bring Mommy?” I said, “A surprise, but they’re both for later.” I sat on the couch and I felt warm all over thinking this is where Lee and my wife made love. The three girls were piled in the recliner looking at a book I brought them, but I didn’t see their bony knees I saw Bobby and their mother on her knees sucking his cock. I started to get up, but she said, “No. Stay here beside me.” “What do you need?” “A beer.” “Girls, go get your father a beer. I’ll take a Fresca.” All three raced to the refrigerator. We kissed the minute their backs were to us. She said, “Sensory overload.” I said, “Yeah.” She smiled, “But it’s good what you’re feeling?” “Yes.” She hugged me. As our reunion drew near, she became increasingly worried that it would be too much for me and the dream would turn sour. I didn’t think I would, but I knew what she meant. So far I liked the emotions I was experiencing.


          It was late before we were finally alone. After dinner, we went for a long walk. The girls rode their bikes, the youngest on trainer wheels. My wife and I held hands, to the casual observer, a wholesome family, three kids and a bun in the oven. Whenever I looked at her I felt tingly all over. She was pregnant, but she had been pregnant three other times. Those times had been good, but this one had a special intensity. She wore no sign that said, “Baby on board, but not his.” Yet, we both knew it wasn’t and that’s why it was intense. If it had been our first and we were only going to be here a short while longer before moving to someplace where we could start all over I would have wanted my nose rubbed in it.


          As we walked I mentally pictured the humiliation. Nothing too degrading, but overhearing my wife tell a close girlfriend, “I know it’s bad. He forgives me for the affair, but look at what he has to live with. Yes, we’re getting counseling. He has good and bad days, but can you blame him? Poor guy. I feel so bad for being weak. I guess that’s why we’re the weaker sex. We lead with our hearts. Oh, the father. Nothing there emotionally,” but her voice drops to a whisper, “but could that man fuck?” Voice gets a little louder because they think they are out of earshot. “Of course I miss him. Who wouldn’t? No, I’m not getting it on the side, but I sure have considered it.” In this picture, his abilities as a lover are magnified and mine are shrunk. “Double the size. And you know how much I like oral. What a tongue! Why am I staying with him? I love him. Don’t get me wrong. He makes me feel good too, but not like the baby’s father.”


          This humiliation is all fantasy. If it were real it would crush me, but the desire to want it is there. For the sake of the girls we can’t even pretend her pregnancy is anything of that sort. I’m the one who came up with the cover story. I read about soldiers going to war who might not come back. They had their sperm frozen as their widows would still want to have children with them. It was a good thing too because my wife was days away from telling the girls and our friends that she was pregnant from an overnight stay. It was so unbelievable, but it would have been hot to see her friends rolling their eyes as she said it the lot of them thinking, “Don’t lie to me you slut. You cheated on your husband and were too stupid not to get knocked up. You’re lucky he doesn’t dump your cheating ass.”


          The story we created got more believable when the local newspaper ran a story on a clinic in our city that offered the service. I had to do a lot of research as to how the procedure worked, what it cost, where I went. I figured I had about a week to sound credible and just to be safe my wife had made an appointment for me. Best money I ever spent. Masturbated thinking about she and Rick, wrote them a check. My wife who certainly didn’t need any sperm and I sat through a film that detailed the entire procedure. We even got a tour of the room where they performed the procedure. Legs in stirrups, sterile, cold, asexual, unromantic is how we both saw it; a cold pipette instead of a warm, stiff, cock. In the car she said to me, “I’m so glad I didn’t conceive that way.” “Me too. Not quite ready for ‘Brave New World.’”


          Now back to the night of June 5th and my first time in almost a year to make love with my wife. I put the girls to bed and headed to the bedroom. She had the lights off, but a candle was lit, “Lock the door.” She was under the covers, “I took a shower.” I hadn’t showered since I left nearly twenty four hours before. She knew I liked to be squeaky clean for her. It didn’t take me long. She yelled out, “Don’t forget to shave. I like smooth skin.”


          She threw the covers off of her when I walked into the bedroom. I was naked, my cock engorged in anticipation. She commented, “I don’t think you’ll last very long.” “I don’t either.” She was on her back and I stood at the foot of the bed and looked at her. My voice was hoarse, “You look beautiful.” “And you’re so handsome. Come. Make love to me. I’m so wet.” I climbed on the bed. She grabbed my cock and I came before I was halfway inside her. She didn’t care and neither did I. She moaned, “Make love to me like the first time. In the back of the car.” I feasted at her horn of plenty forcing myself to go painstakingly slow when I wanted to devour her. As I ate her I rested my hands on her belly. When we finished the sheet under her was soaked. Eating my wife that night was all the more memorable because as I ate her I thought of her being eaten by Rick and Lee, but mainly it was Rick. She didn’t call me Rick, but I would want her too later.


          She tasted so good, her juices thicker and stronger as a result of her pregnancy. I imagined Rick’s cock stretching her cunt to the point of breaking, but it didn’t. Her cunt now craved cocks like his. I wondered if I would ever be able to make her feel good with my penis and finger. After I ate her, we cuddled, her favorite part. I remembered Rick placing soft kisses on her belly and I did the same. She rolled over on her side and pulled my head to a breast she was holding out. She was crying as I sucked her. I started crying too. “I missed you gay-boy.” “I missed you too.” We kissed and in between I did most of the talking telling her how beautiful she looked carrying Rick’s baby. How overwhelming aroused I felt being in the same bed where they made love, eating her where he had, and now I was going to make love to her with my cock. I hadn’t lost my mojo, but I was no Rick. My six inches and my index finger and the beauty of the moment took her to another world. Not only did I not come when she did I was able to pump another five minutes and still using my finger give her another one. It was an incredibly hot fuck for both of us. Her cunt felt the same. Rick had been right; her vagina only remained stretched for a short while. We cuddled some more and I actually did something different. As we talked I had two fingers up her. I brought them out covered with my juices and hers. I brought them to our mouths and together we licked them clean. We made love yet a third time, but this time solely with my mouth. Afterwards she and I spooned. My hand alternated caressing her growing breasts and belly. She was happy knowing that I liked her new figure. In the middle of the night she got up to pee then me. When I got back she was on all fours, “Hurry. Take me like a dog. I was having the most wonderful dream about Rick.” I got instantly hard. She petted herself and I fucked for what seemed like forever before I emptied a few dribbles of cum into her. We snuggled against each other and soon fell back asleep.


          My employer gave me an entire 30 days to get reacquainted with my family and I took every one of those days. During my first week back my kids and to some degree my wife kept me busy. My timing couldn’t have worked out better because we had until the end of June to hand over the keys to the new owner. One of her surprises for me occurred the day after I returned. We loaded up the minivan and the six (I was already counting the one in the oven) of us drove over to look at the house she wanted. It was beautiful. She had picked out my dream house. “Can we go inside?” She smiled and tossed me the keys as the girls shouted, “Surprise. It’s ours.” I was shocked. I didn’t even know what it cost. “When?” “I signed the paperwork on the 31st. It’s been ours since then.” “But how?” Her face really looked impish, “Remember that blanket power of attorney. How do you think I got the car? I used it for the house.” I said in half jest, “Anything else you bought but aren’t telling me?” She smiled ear to ear now, “No, but I have some things in mind.”


          I unlocked the door and we started our tour. The entryway floors were wood. The ceiling was high above us and featured a beautiful chandelier. To the right a dining room, wood paneled, with louvered doors one could close to make dinner an intimate experience. To our left was a formal dining room. It too had a sliding door to shut out noise. Perfect for entertaining I thought. The kids could be in the other room and the adults in here. It was beyond nice. “Can we ¦” “Afford it, yes. I’ve done the math. What did you pay for it?” She told me. Now I was concerned. “Don’t worry. I had an engineer do a thorough inspection. Our timing was perfect. I had been looking at it for months, but the price he was asking was too much. He got desperate and dropped the price. I happened to drive by it when they put the sign up saying it had been reduced. The kids and I looked at it the same day and I wrote a check for the realtor to hold it.” I asked her how much he had lowered his price. When she told me I whistled. It wasn’t an inexpensive house, but we got a tremendous discount. She and I both loved the kitchen as it was just like our old house in that it provided an unobstructed view of what would be our family room. “Look at all the cabinet space and the countertops.” “Corian.” I looked at the wooden floors and the berber carpet; both were top grade. I looked at the pricey upgrades, mentally calculating their cost. The house was beautiful, but the upgrades made it feel classy.


          The kids grabbed my hands and led me upstairs. Five bedrooms up. Each room was at least twelve by fifteen. All had walk in closets. The girls’ bathroom was even roomy. Part of the reason for the large rooms was a third of the upstairs was on top of the side entry three car garage. The previous owner must have had young daughters for the bedrooms were painted in bright vibrant colors. Each bedroom and closet had the pocket doors. The windows throughout the house were double paned and flipped for easy cleaning. They also had blinds that ran along a track on the outside. My wife said they’re called Persian blinds. Closed they made the room pitch black.


          She took me by the hand and said, “You need to look at our bedroom.” Not only was it huge the view into the forest that our house backed to was enchanting. No neighbors behind us or to our immediate sides as we were at the end of a dead end road. Off to the side was a study, “Your very own office.” She was getting more excited by the minute. “Look at the bathroom.” A separate shower and tub. The tub was big enough for two. “It has its own water heater.” The shower door was clear plastic. I could see my reflection in the mirror as I showered. She looked at it and whispered to me, “We can watch ourselves make love.” She pointed out the tub had jets.


          “We’ll never fill it.” “Oh yes we will.” You haven’t even seen the basement. We went downstairs to the basement. A door from the family room led to the basement. At the bottom were two doors, one leading left the other right. The right side was massive with its own bathroom and closet. She saw it as a big playroom for the girls and their friends, a place they could escape to while we stayed upstairs. The girls told me they wanted a ping pong table to put down there. “There’s certainly enough room. What’s on the other side?” She showed me. Through the door was a hallway that led to the left, “For exercising or a craft room. Those two doors lead to two more rooms that are ideal for storage. No more trips to the attic.” As we walked back the one room we hadn’t explored was to our left, “And this one.” She smiled, “Our playroom for when we have company and want to really be alone.” “Are you serious?” “Of course. It’s almost soundproof.” We went in. It was cozy. She whispered in my ear and managed to even take a swipe at it with her tongue. “A big bed, a chest of drawers with a huge mirror. We’ll put a t.v. in here. It has a full bath also. And a walk in closet. When we’re not using it won’t it be great for when my folks visit?” I was already picturing torrid sex scenes taking place in the room and I burst out laughing thinking of her folks sleeping on that same bed, “If your parents only knew their little girl like I know her.” She laughed back, “Do you like it? Are you proud of me?” I hugged her, feeling the little bundle inside of her pressing against me, “I love it, just like I love you.” We were kissing when the girls walked in, “Gross,” they squealed and ran upstairs.


          We toured the garage. We only had two cars; the third I could use as a wood shop. I had always wanted to build furniture, but never had a place big enough. I surveyed the yard, completely sodded and landscaped. The trees and bushes would eventually grow. “How old is the house?” “Less than two.” “What about the neighborhood?” I knew there had to be a catch. “We’ll drive around. You tell me.” I loved it. Everyone waved and said hello.


          That night after the kids went to bed and before we adjourned to make love she went over our finances with me. When it was over I was really impressed. We had gotten in the house for almost nothing, had nearly $30,000 in the bank from the sale of our house and she told me, “You got a bonus check from your company for $20,000. I haven’t touched it. That’s your money but may I make a few suggestions on what to purchase?” “Of course.”


          We made love, slowly and tenderly for nearly two hours. It wasn’t until 1 that we both fell asleep. The next morning I woke up to her softly kissing my face. She pressed her face against my neck and I could feel her eyelashes tickle me. I slowly woke up feeling aroused. “Let me go pee.” “Okay.” I returned and we had intercourse. After we came I withdrew and we cuddled. “I like waking up like that.” Her voice was soft, “Me too. I was having another dream about Rick when I woke up. I was so wet.” I didn’t feel threatened as I was the beneficiary of her dream, “Don’t stop dreaming about him.” “I promise I won’t.”


          I made breakfast and we spent a wonderful day together. That night she told me I needed to see the clinic as we had to work out our cover story. “I’ve already written out the check,” she said. “I know you used to manage our finances but since you’ve been gone I really have gotten to where I enjoy controlling the money. Do you mind if I keep it that way?” “No, so far you’ve done better than me.” She showed me her budget and told me, “I’ll give you an allowance. Just tell me how much you need.” I felt a tingle run up and down my spine. It felt good to be controlled, “Fifty a week should do it. Gas, lunch, haircut.” “What about dry cleaning?” “You’re right. I forgot. I was going back to wearing a suit, “Better make it $60.”


          “Have you told your parents?” “No, I’m waiting until after we see the clinic. They’re so trusting. I feel bad lying to them, especially my mom.” “I’ll feel pretty humiliated around them and the girls.” Her eyes seemed to burn a hole through me, “I know. They’ll sympathize with you, but I’ll always be their little girl. In their eyes I can do no wrong. Wait and see. I’ll end up being the victim. I just got too lonely. It will be your fault this happened, but they’ll think the world of you. Unconditonal love, my mom calls it. Doing what’s good for your family, your girls.” “Let me think about it.” I was already thinking about the humiliation and the way they would look at me. She was right; they would be disappointed in her, but when it was all said and done, they would take her side and expect me to welcome baby and her with open arms.


          “Think about it. We have a few days.” “I’ll call and make an appointment.” “I already have. It’s for Wednesday morning. We’ll go together. I have a babysitter coming over. Now, when do you want to start moving?” “Next week. You and I do a little at a time. Then I’ll get my friends to help with the big pieces.” Now she was grinning, “Don, Wayne, and Brett, your fishing buddies. This I’ve got to see. I think you should invite Lee and Bobby too, just to keep it interesting.” My face was so flush it burned as I pictured myself explaining my wife’s miracle pregnancy made possible by the miracle of modern science, cryogenics. They would ask amazingly detailed questions eager to trip me up. I would have to be ready. Lee and Bobby had firsthand knowledge my wife cheated on me; the other three heard it secondhand from Lee’s big mouth.


          That instant if you picture Sylvester the cat after he scooped Tweety Bird into his mouth you have captured to a t the _expression on my wife’s face. “Feeling a little vulnerable right now?” All I could do was look at the floor and say, “Uh uh.” She leaned into me and whispered, “You have no idea how wet I am right now. Your vulnerability is such a turn on. Let’s go upstairs. I want to ravish you gay-boy.” She led me upstairs and ravish me she did, but it wasn’t my cock she wanted but my tongue. She went down on me afterwards, plunged a finger up my ass and I literally exploded into her mouth. Like a baby bird wanting its mom to feed it, she planted her lips on mine and passed me the snowball in a slow drawn out kiss. Afterwards we snuggled, my front pressed against her back. She took my hand that was on her hip and moved it to her belly, “Can you feel Rick’s and my baby kicking?” I felt for any movement, “No.” She placed her hand on mine, “You will soon enough.”


          Just like the first night we both woke up with full bladders. It was nearly 5, the time I normally woke up but we had stayed up late talking. She returned from the bathroom fiendishly horny, “I had another dream about Rick.” We fucked like a couple of rabbits before falling back to sleep. She murmured as she came, “I love you gay-boy.” She cradled me her belly pressing against my back, “You’re so good to me, gay-boy. Tell me I’m good to you.” “You are.” “Good. I need to hear it. I don’t want to lose you.” “You won’t. I can take a lot.” She kissed me between my shoulder blades, “I’m counting on it. I want to see just how strong my gay-boy is.” She fell asleep and left me there awake to ponder just what she in store for me. She was going to tell at least her mom the truth. She of course would swear her to secrecy, but her mom would tell her dad. My friends were a different story. No matter how elaborate and insistent my wife and I were they would be thinking Lee had knocked her up and I was trying to save face. On the other hand Lee knew he wasn’t the dad, but he would think Bobby or one of the others was. Bobby would think it was Lee. As long as we could protect the way our daughters viewed us, I didn’t care what they thought. In fact it made me hard and my wife still asleep was now holding my blood filled cock. I never did go back to sleep, but I was too tired to get up. Instead I just lay there and mentally planned our move and where we would put the furniture.


          The next evening my wife really surprised me. Our appointment with the sperm bank was the next day. We had talked about telling her parents afterwards, but as soon as the kids were in bed she was on the phone to her mother. She told me to stay. My wife is from Texas. Over the years she has lost her twang except when she’s back home or talking to her parents long distance. She spilled her guts to them while I listened. “Momma, I’m pregnant. No, momma it’s not good. I’m four and a half months pregnant. Yes, momma he knows. I’m so ashamed. I was lonely momma. It was a fling, I swear momma.” She’s totally into it; the tears convince me that in her head she is sorry. I’m burning with shame. “No, he wants to try and work things out. I don’t know. He won’t touch me. I know he’s got a right to hate me. I’ve told him I’m sorry. Isn’t that what love’s about momma, forgiveness? For an hour I listened and as we predicted they forgave her. I could hear her mom’s voice in my head, “Tell him, he’s got to move on; what’s done is done. You’re a family for crying out loud. You can’t think of yourself, but your wife and kids.” She handed me the phone and sure enough what came out of her mouth was almost identical to what I thought. She put my father-in-law on the phone. He had a deep twang. Ever since my parents died they had called me son and I had called them Mom and Dad. They filled a void and were exceptionally good to me.


          My father-in-law was upset with his daughter and before I knew it I was the one defending her transgression. “She says you won’t touch her. You’ve got to move on son. Erase it from your mind. That baby’s half yours remember that.” I promised him I would try. He recommended we talk to our pastor, “Preachers know how to fix things.” He and I finished our conversation with him saying, “Just put it behind you son. You know deep down she’s a good woman. Forgive and forget is my motto, but you’ve got to take the first step, meet her halfway, show her you want her.” If I could have dissected his conversation and used my own words to parrot back what he wanted me to do I believe his jaw would have dropped to the floor, “Dad, you’re telling me you want me to fuck your daughter, my wife,” but of course I didn’t. I respected him too much.


          We were done talking and I handed the phone back to my wife. She and her daddy spoke. She was bawling into the phone and I was handing her tissues by the handful. “I know you forgive me daddy. That’s right. I’m your little girl, always will be. I know we can come home and live with you and momma, but we’ll work it out. It will take time.” Her tears dried and her voice sounded cheerful, “You fixed it daddy, just like when I was a little girl, fell, and scraped my knees. I love you to daddy. I’ll call.” Now her mom was back on the phone, “Of course we’re going to keep it. We couldn’t do that or give it up for adoption. It’s half me.” I sat there and listened getting more aroused by the minute. I stripped in front of her, my cock crimson with blood. Finally she hung up and the next words out of her mouth were, “I’m so goddamn wet.” We were on each other like white on rice.


          Afterwards and it wasn’t that long after she hung up we were both spent physically and emotionally. We cuddled and she explained the change in plans. She knew how they would react. She knew they would forgive her and expect me to also. They would also keep it a secret; no one would ever know but the four of us and they would never talk about it except in the most private of circumstances. Lifelong humiliation for me. As long as they lived they would pull each of us aside in private and ask if we had gotten past her affair. They would scrutinize my actions with their fourth grandbaby making sure I was being a good daddy. Her dad and I would go fishing and once he had a few beers in him and felt relaxed enough to talk he would say how proud he was of me for getting over his daughter’s mistake. He would put a hand on my shoulder and remind me, “You’re a good man son.” It was everything she wanted me to feel, but in the end her parents would love me even more for unconditionally loving their daughter. They both knew she deserved to be thrown out, but they would defend their little girl no matter what.


          For the remainder of my wife’s pregnancy her parents called her two or three times a week to see how we were doing. They were thrilled I had gotten past her error in judgement. Her mom even inquired if I was getting excited about a fourth one in the house, “Why yes, momma, he is.” She took that as a good sign. Of course, those phone calls led to steamy sex.


          On Wednesday we visited the lab. I committed everything to memory to include when I made my deposit, June 5th the year before, a few weeks before I left. We both took it seriously, but my wife had such a good time teasing me. I don’t have a photographic memory, but it is a good one. I was always studious, a book worm. She barely made it through high school. She wasn’t dumb, just bored because she didn’t see it as relevant. “All I want to be is your wife, a good momma, and make lots of babies.” It was what I also wanted. I fell in love with her because it was impossible for me not to. As she got older she read, “People” and “Cosmo” mainly but also magazines on cooking, house decorating, child rearing, and more. “All the important things I need to know to be a good wife and mother are in magazines, not books.” And if they weren’t in books they were on t.v. She loved to watch home improvement shows and thought Bob Costa was drop dead gorgeous. What amazed me is she could take what she watched and apply it. She and I built a beautiful breakfast table together. She drew it all out to the smallest detail. The drawer was exactly the right size to hold her place mats and she had me cut the bench seats short so they would fit under the table when it wasn’t in use. She also wasn’t afraid of pitching in and helping with the yard work. Seeing her sweat and drinking a beer with her afterwards and not even making it to the shower before we had stripped each other and made love on the bathroom floor, our feet stained green from the grass, dirt and the taste of salt on our skins, our underarms and crotches ripe, but God was it hot.


          After the lab I was the teacher and she the learning disabled student. I went over the entire process again and again. Together we created a story. We had wanted a fourth for a long time. We had heard about soldiers storing it and fearing I might never come back you insisted I do it. We found the laboratory and together we went. I provided a sample. I also made up a story about the only magazine in the bathroom being the swimsuit edition of Sports Illustrated. Halfway through my absence we talked and decided we didn’t want to wait. She was reluctant but I insisted it would be okay. On February 14th she did it, hers and mine valentine’s day gift to each other. People would ask so she had to be able to detail the entire procedure to include the names of the doctor and his nurse. She had to provide intimate details that only someone who had actually experienced the procedure would know. Details like was it a pipette or syringe. Whether she was draped, if the room was cold or hot. Paperwork she signed. What she wore that day.


          My wife played dumb. “This is serious.” She was laughing, “I know it is. I just like to see you get so worked up. Part of me wants to mess it up so bad in front of your friends and see those ears of yours go beet red.” She assured me for the sake of the girls she would come through, “Trust me. You’ll see.” I thought to myself, “Oh shit. I trusted her with her mom and dad and look what happened.”


          Humiliations two, three, four, five, and six were when I called Don, Wayne, Brett, Bobby, and Lee to help us move. Of my three fishing buddies, only Don had sense enough to say nothing but sure. Wayne and Brett said they had seen the house was sold. Brett told me, “We thought you and your wife were splitting up.” I feigned dumb. “Why would you think that?” “Oh, I don’t know. You’ve been gone a long time.” Bobby was eager to help. If he felt bad about getting a blow job from my wife he didn’t show it. “Sure, I’d love to.” Lee sounded shocked. He knew the real story, but it was a mystery to him the identity of the father. He asked if I was mad and I said no. “Are you sure?” “Yes. Now are you going to help or not. I heard she’s pregnant.” “Yes. Long story. I’ll tell you later.”


          Moving day came and my friends came over. She wore her maternity suspender shorts and the t-shirt with the arrow pointing down advertising “Baby on board.” Her belly and breasts looked huge as though all three had grown overnight. They were all respectful of her, but I could tell they were all thinking something. My three fishing buddies started out not giving Lee the time of day. They all thought he was the daddy. They could barely disguise their contempt for him. It was a great day for me to see him branded with the scarlet letter. Bobby acted like it was an everyday occurrence for a man whose husband had been gone for a year to return and find her four months pregnant. He’s the one who got my wife talking.


          We were all sitting around at the new house having a beer and eating snacks my wife prepared. She sat down beside me and Bobby asked in front of everyone, “Tell me about your pregnancy.” You could have heard a pin drop. My wife did all the talking. By the time it was over she had even convinced me it was true. They asked her a ton of questions and she had an answer each and every time. Lee was speechless. Don, Brett, and Wayne even forgave him. It was one thing to fuck a buddy’s wife, especially one as cute as mine, but to knock her up was something only a scumbag would do. Even though none of them told him to shut up when he bragged about fucking my wife, they all thought it was in poor taste, hot, but poor taste.


          Men having the short attention spans they do and not really being interested in fatherhood except for making babies soon steered the conversation to the life of a soldier and then to baseball. We went back to work and by that evening we were done moving. I thanked them after dropping them off at the old house where they had parked their cars. I was enjoying Lee’s discomfort so I insisted he follow me to drop the U-Haul truck off and give me a ride back home. The man who had been so cocksure was strangely quiet. We both knew he had fucked her but we also knew he had failed to deliver the goods. Not only had she ended it with him for failure to perform she had conceived using a pipette of her husband’s sperm; sperm that had been sitting in liquid nitrogen for almost nine months. I thanked him again and told him my wife would keep in touch, “She still likes to play you in tennis.”


          I walked in the door tired but happy at being in our new home. My wife and the girls were eating, pizza for them Chinese for she and I. The girls looked as tired as I felt. They had been a lot of help mainly keeping the youngest occupied and out of the way. My wife was tearing into the beef and broccoli as though there was no tomorrow. I watched her manipulate the chopsticks, holding the box close to her face. I teased her about her appetite. She ignored me, picked up an egg roll and bit the end off. Chewing it she said, “I’m a woman of large appetites and when I’m pregnant they are huge.” She wasn’t offended by my comment. Her previous three she had gained considerable weight, but it all came off. And she wasn’t kidding about her other appetites. Sexually she wanted it all the time. She explained it to me, “I feel so desirable and you desire me more. I’ve kept track. I also think it’s the hormones. All I think about are eating and sex, especially oral. She has always enjoyed sucking me, but I get two or three times as many blow jobs when she’s pregnant.


          Other than calling them and seeing them look at my wife or me the humiliation hadn’t been too bad. She had been so convincing that the matter of paternity was put to rest; her affair with Lee was another issue, but that shame would come later on our next fishing trip. She too loved the look on Lee’s face. She said, “He’ll never get in my pants again. That’s what I get for trusting him and he’s sterile.” Bobby she thought was sweet, “There’s an innocence about him. He was so cute today and when I gave him that blowjob he was so thankful.” She looked at me, “And he’s small, double penetration, but it will wait.” I was hard imagining that scene occurring. “I’d like that.”


          It was the first night since I returned we didn’t make love. We took a shower together, exchanged a few playful kisses, washed each other’s bodies, and at one point I even sucked each of her breasts briefly. She loved seeing me wash her growing breasts and belly. Already she couldn’t see her bush. We dried each other off, got in bed and within a minute my cock pressed against the crack of her ass my hand cradling Rick and hers baby we fell asleep.


          Chapter 14


          She Dreams of Rick


          It was early the next morning I was awake and had to pee. I got out of bed as quietly as I could. I went and peed and then I heard her moan, “Come back to bed Rick.” I felt flush. I went back and stood by the bed. “Please get back in bed Rick.” I did. She pulled me to her. “Rick, I want you.” “Rick, make love to me.” I started to go down on her but she said no, “With your cock Rick.” I was surprised how easily I slid in. I didn’t try to pet her. I just sucked her breasts and moved in and out until I came. I figured she would go back to sleep and I would go downstairs and start my day. “That was good Rick, but now I need your tongue. You want me Rick, don’t you?” I answered her by eating her, sucking our juices out of her love box. She kept her eyes closed the entire time, “Oh, Rick that feels so good. You have such a nice tongue. I miss it so much. Why don’t you call? I thought you loved me.” She orgasmed and slept right through it. I got out of bed, washed her juices from my face, brushed my teeth, put on my pajama bottoms and a t-shirt and headed downstairs. Everyone slept late allowing me time to think.


          Now some men and women might wonder at my wife’s ability to sleep through the act of lovemaking, but not me. Our sleep patterns were totally opposite. I was a light sleeper, but a sound one. A strange noise would wake me from a deep sleep and in seconds I was totally alert. I rarely tossed and turned. If I went to sleep snuggled against her as long as she didn’t move I would wake up in the same position. It amazed her. Several times she had sat and watched me taking a nap and commented afterwards, “It’s like your dead. Your breathing is so light. You stay in the same position.” My sleep cycle was significantly shorter than hers, five at most six hours but I could get by for weeks on as little as three or four. I’m sure I dream; it’s just rare I remember what I dreamt.


          She on the other hand tosses and turns. She needs eight, even nine to feel refreshed. At six or seven she’s cranky. She sleepwalks too, getting out of bed talking to her self and waking me up. I have to tell her everything’s okay and to get back in bed. She won’t remember the sleepwalking, but she does remember the dream that prompted it. Her dreams are vivid. If they are bad or she went to bed upset, she will continue her argument or cry. When she’s having a bad one I will put my arms around her and tell her everything is safe. Usually they are about the kids, something bad happening to one of them. She will fall back asleep and I will take a tour of the house making sure her dream is just that, a dream.


          Once she woke me up and I listened to her continue an earlier phone conversation. She and a girlfriend had not been getting along. In her dream she blasted her friend. She was carrying on her side of the conversation and telling her friend to go to hell. The next day her friend called to apologize and she expressed surprise, “I told her to go to hell.” She remembered, but she couldn’t differentiate between the real and unreal.


          What made her dreams all the worthwhile for me were they were often sexual. Throughout our marriage she would wake me, demand we make love, her eyes would be open, and I would ravage her body with my cock and tongue. She was usually very vocal and her orgasms very intense. I would get up wash her juices off my face and cock, urinate, get back in bed and find her back asleep. The next day she remembered making love in her dream. She would tell me all about it, but the lovemaking would have begun differently and even been different than the one she actually experienced. It was just one of the many fringe benefits of being married to her. There were also times the intensity of her dreams woke her up, soaking wet and wanting to make love. These were the dreams she initially had when I returned home. They were of Rick, but they were so intensely arousing that she felt compelled to make love. In those instances she remembered what prompted the arousal and she remembered making love to me, but when she awoke this morning it wouldn’t be the same. She would arise a smile on her face feeling invigorated and all because she and Rick had made love last night. It didn’t matter that it was actually me; in her mind the man who fucked her then ate her was Rick.


          I was right. When she awoke her mood was upbeat. I made her a hot tea and together we read the newspaper. Actually I had already read it, but she liked to sit there and have me keep her company. The girls would sleep another hour and it surprised me that she was awake before them, but she said her sleep had been the best. “I’m surprised. I figured you would have a horrible night sleeping in a new house.” She said, “Me too, but I didn’t.” I didn’t press as she would tell me in good time. She loved discussing her dreams and I enjoyed hearing about them. In fact, I envied her the emotions she experienced in her dream world, even the bad ones. She put her feet on my lap and I massaged them as she read aloud parts of the paper she thought interesting.


          I had been home nearly three weeks and had mixed feelings about returning to work. I was having such a good time bonding with my wife and family, but I was also eager to take charge of my division. She knew I was looking forward to it also and understood that I would be busier and more stressed, “That’s why I wanted to take over the finances. One less thing for you to worry about. Same with the household. All you have to do is concentrate on doing well at work, spending time with your girls, and having energy at the end of the day to make love to me. Does that arrangement sound good to you?” I hadn’t thought about my job in the same way she had, but she was right. More money for more responsibility meant longer work hours and that meant less time for me to be domestic. She did housework out of necessity while I did it because I found it enjoyable. I took pride in mopping a floor or doing the wash, having each child’s clothes neatly folded for them to take upstairs when they awoke. We both liked to cook. It was romantic to cook together and usually a prelude to better things. She called it, “Foreplay with our clothes on.” I also enjoyed the clean up after which she despised.


          Our opposite sleep cycles had an added benefit. I routinely did my housework early before I went to work. I hoped I wouldn’t have to get there too early nor stay too late. I shared my feelings with her. She thought this trait I had, while sweet, was further evidence of my being bisexual. When I was “in one of your moods,” as she called it referring to my role as house-husband she couldn’t help but think how effeminate I sounded. She looked around to make sure we were alone and one of the kids hadn’t tiptoed in and squeezing my hand said, “Gay-boy you’re a division chief. You have different responsibilities. I’ll tell you what. I won’t hire a maid until you tell me you’re overwhelmed, but I don’t want to hear you bitching and I don’t want you stressed.” “Okay, if I can’t keep up with the household I’ll tell you. It’s just something I really enjoy.” She told me to come closer and kissed me, “I know. You are such a good wife, so selfless, always eager to please, and very, very loyal.” She emphasized the last part to let me know we were now different, she wasn’t but demanded that I was.” I loved hearing her talk to me that way. There was just enough honey mixed with the venom that it titillated me. She told me to get out of my seat and hug her. I did. We kissed, “I love you gay-boy.” “I love you too.”


          Our day was better than good, it was great. Our move had been so well planned out that all we had to do was hang pictures on the wall. She was in no hurry as she preferred I spend my remaining days with the kids and hammered her at night. On top of that she and Rick had made love last night. Her dreams she saw as reality. I was keenly aware that she needed reassurance that I was happy with the outcome of her liaison with Rick. I made it a point that day and every remaining day of her pregnancy to comment positively on the changes in her body and stroke and rubbed her stomach. We were in the living room lying on the couch she on her back me on my side watching t.v. when I felt the baby kick. My feelings of excitement were genuine and even better, it excited her to see me excited. She put her hand over mine and together we felt another kick, “I felt it too. This pregnancy is so much more intense emotionally.” “I know.” I felt my mouth getting dry and wished the girls were at a neighbor’s but, they were sitting on the floor watching t.v. with us.


          She had her right hand between us and she gave me a squeeze. I wanted to cum so bad at that moment, but couldn’t. Here I was resting on the couch where Lee and my wife had made love feeling for the movement of a baby I hadn’t fathered, but whose conception I had witnessed. Thankfully she lowered the current when the baby kicked again and she called the girls to feel her stomach. Just like that it was no longer erotic, but even more special. Our family was expanding. The girls thought it was so cool. They marveled at their mom’s expanding stomach. They too would experience the same thing one day with husbands of their own. They asked where babies came from and she told them they were a gift from God, but made when a man and woman fall in love, “They are a symbol of love.” “Between you and daddy.” I knew what she wanted to say, but she didn’t, “Yes, between me and daddy.”


          Later that night she told me to tuck the girls in. She wanted to watch the rest of her show. I put them to bed and in spite of the fact they had rooms of their own, all three insisted on sharing a bed. It was a queen size from early in our marriage. We loved the set and in spite of its size decided to keep it for overnight guests. Her parents would sleep on it when they visited the old house. I came back downstairs to find my wife under a blanket watching television. She had turned off all the lights and asked me to lay with her. I climbed over her and got under the blanket. It was only then I noticed she was nude. “Cuddle with me,” she cooed. I caressed her while she continued to watch her show, “Hmmm, you have such talented hands. This couch has such nice memories for me. Does it for you?” “Very. It’s hard for me to look at it and not think.” “Think about what?” “You know.” “I like to hear you say it. You and Lee making love.” She turned on her side and I spooned her.


          She shared her feelings with me, “I get a little damp whenever I sit on this couch. That night was unforgettable. I’ve never made love in front of another man. Did you know I was fertile?” “No, I didn’t.” “I was. I was so hoping we had made a baby, but we didn’t.” “I bet you were disappointed.” “Very, but what happened is even better. I took Rick entering our lives as a sign.” “I don’t know about a sign, but I sure am enjoying the outcome.” She laughed and said, “Me too.” A few minutes later she whispered, “Make love to me, the way Lee did that night. Pretend Bobby is sitting in that chair watching.” “Do you think the kids are asleep?” “I’ll keep an eye out for them.”


          The night they made love on my couch Lee undressed her first. She was already a step ahead of me. I remembered the way they kissed and repeated what was etched in my memory. She called me Lee making the moment that much hotter. I got off of the couch and knelt between her legs. She threw the blanket over us. I began to eat her. After she orgasmed, I got back on top of her remembering his face being wet and them kissing. I wasn’t wearing sweats, but shorts. I pulled them down but kept my underwear on. I pulled my cock through the fly and entered her. Unlike Lee I had to use my finger to make her orgasm. I could only pretend so much and she certainly didn’t mind. She enjoyed the role playing even after the scene had been played out, “That was so nice Lee. I have a good feeling that this time it happened.” “What happened?” She kissed me on the bridge of my nose, “Silly, that we made a baby.” “I hope so.” A few more kisses and then she said, “Lee, make love to me again, but with your mouth.” It wasn’t part of the script, but who was I to deny a horny woman her wish. “That’s it Lee, get all of your cum out. So hot to have your tongue up me, just like my husband’s.”


          We adjourned upstairs a little while later, she wrapped in the blanket and me carrying her clothes. Before we left she and I looked at the wet spot left behind. She smiled, “Remember that photo. That’s what I really remember about that night, the stain on the cushion. The next day I had to really scrub it to get it out.” The house husband in me came out, “Maybe I should.” “No, let it wait. Just get up early. Besides just think of all the fun we had making it when you scrub it.”


          She wasn’t sleepy but I was so she dragged me into the shower laughing. We soaped each other down and used the hand wand to rinse each other’s bodies. Our shower had a built in ledge large enough for one to sit on. She had me sit down and she washed my hair. The whole time she’s scrubbing my scalp I’m peaking at her belly and down below her bush and up above her tits that seemed to have grown a cup size since my return. Her stomach was pronounced and I almost wondered if she was further along than she thought. After I was done it was her turn except she insisted I get real close so she could suck me. I shampooed her scalp for a long time. By the way she was sucking me I knew she had no intention of taking me all the way; it and the shower were designed to ward off my lethargy.


          I didn’t mind and I did feel more alert and even had the boner to prove it. We toweled each other dry. She liked it when I knelt and dried between her legs. We brushed our teeth and climbed back into bed, the smell of freshly clean bodies, hair, and teeth drawing us together. We kissed and she snuggled against me. “Your hair smells so clean.” I didn’t think there would be more sex, just the cuddling and chit-chat she adored.


          She started talking about the dream the previous night. “It was so real. He and I were making love on the bearskin again. I came so hard twice. His cock felt so nice and then he made love to me with his mouth.” “Is that why you’ve been in such a good mood all day?” I teased. “I think it helped, but you’re the main reason.” I broke the news to her that I made love to her during her dream. I told her how she never woke up and kept calling me Rick and begging me to make love to her. She was incredulous but when I provided her details of what I had done she became convinced I was telling the truth. “And you didn’t mind?” “Of course not. It was a dream.”


          It was then she got deep and melancholic. Based on what had happened on the couch and in bed she figured I was someone in whom she could confide in, “You’re my best friend gay-boy. You know that don’t you.” “Yes.” She kissed me, “I love you so much.” “I love you too. Talk to me.” “Are you sure?” “Yes, I’m sure.” It was no surprise the feelings she wanted to share. I had sensed them even before I returned.


          “I miss him so much.” She cried on my shoulder about Rick. “I thought what we had was special.” “It is.” “Then why doesn’t he call?” “I don’t know.” “Will you call him?” “I’m sorry I can’t. Remember his rules.” “What if he never calls?” I tried to cheer her up and assure her he would, “He will. He probably wants us to get reacquainted as a family.” She thought about what I said, “Yes, that’s it. You’re right.” I held her. Far from being jealous I felt good at having cheered her up.


          She felt confident to share more of her feelings and they were wonderfully erotic. She told me how the very first time they made love she had been so caught up in the moment that the words “I love you” just rolled off her tongue. When he without any hesitation parroted it back she cried. She described how she felt when they made love. “His cock is so big but it feels so good. I’m sore for days afterwards, but I can’t help but want it more.” Then she talked about his kisses, “Soft, wet, hard when they need to be.” His oral talents were tops, “His mouth feels so good down there. It’s like he can read my mind and anticipate where I want his tongue to touch.” As she talked I knew Rick had bested me in all areas as a lover, but the pain was small compared to the satisfaction I felt knowing she had fallen for a man who was better than me. If I had to lose, I wanted it to be to someone more skilled, not lucky.


          She told me about making a baby with him and how special it had been. “You should have seen the love in his eyes. I tell you those emotions were genuine. He wasn’t acting. He loves me, but he’s married. He doesn’t want to hurt her, but he’s unhappy. He would rather be with me.” Now I had to ask, “What about us?” She got defensive, “I’m just talking. I thought I could trust you not to judge me.” I instantly felt bad, “You can. Go on.” It took another minute or two of prodding but she soon picked up where she left off.


          “I think about sharing my life with both of you. The three of us could live here or I could stay with him some nights and you some nights.” Her ideas were all wild speculation, not grounded at all in reality, but I didn’t have the heart to spoil her illusion. I instead played along, “Yes, we could do that. He could move in with us. The three of us could share this bed. If you needed time alone with him I could even sleep downstairs in the basement.” “You would do that for me?” “Of course.” She kissed me, her tongue hot and wet probing my mouth. She calmed down and I asked her about their involvement after she conceived.


          “He just thought it best. He reminded me that had been my plan, to self impose a period of celibacy before you came back. I pleaded with him that I changed my mind. I wanted to keep making love with him, but he said no. I asked if he would see me again and he said not until you returned. He told me I was being too emotional, but he expected it from someone with my personality, “You’re a romantic. You’ve fallen in love with every man you’ve had sex with. The only thing is you never have sex, you make love.” I asked her, “Do you think he’s right?” She said, “No. I had strong feelings for Lee, but it wasn’t love. You and Rick are the only two I love. I know the difference between liking and loving someone.” I didn’t correct her, but Rick had her to a t.


          She had fallen in love with Lee. She didn’t describe their intercourse as fucking, but as love making. Just as easily as she fell in love she could fall out. He hadn’t impregnated her, hadn’t been discrete, and had acted a little too sure of himself and she was out of love. Yet, the romantic in her refused to see their fucking on the couch as the coming together of two horny bodies. No, it was love they made.


          “Even though we haven’t seen each other he’s kept in touch.” “He has.” “Oh yes. He calls me all the time, but not since you got back.” “Once I go back to work, he’ll call.” “What did you talk about when he called? Did you talk long?” “Everything. He said he liked hearing my voice. He said he loved me too. He would talk about the baby we made and how special it had been. I would beg him to come over but he wouldn’t. He reminded me he and I were both married that we had obligations that we couldn’t be selfish. He gave me lots of advice. He and I would masturbate while we talked. He was the one I first discussed this house with. I knew you would love it, but I wanted his advice. He called me and told me to do it. The same with the van, my idea but his blessing.”


          She broke down again and blamed it on her pregnancy’s hormones. She apologized, “I love you so much. You probably want to leave me now. I can’t blame you.” I assured her I didn’t, that I was still very much in love with her. I knew we were taking a risk, but it was a risk worth taking. Our love would see us through it, Rick would call, we would all three make love, and we would soon be parents again. “Do you really want to raise his baby?” “Yes.” Her open love for him scared me and I was afraid that I might lose her, but I swore to her I wouldn’t change any of it. She now became the strong one and I the weak who needed reassuring. She told me she was just talking. She would never leave me; she just had feelings she needed to share with me, her best friend.


          We fell asleep in each other’s arms, our faces stained with tears. In the morning our children jumping on the bed to join us woke us up. We promised to take them to breakfast at IHOP followed by a trip to the zoo and the science museum. We were exhausted at the end of the day, but it was the best thing that could have happened as it made my wife appreciate what she had. While I was no Rick I was her husband, father of her three children, soon to be dad to a fourth, madly in love with her, a good provider, loyal, her best friend, and the person responsible for the realization of her dream. As we walked through the zoo and the museum our children keeping ahead of us she insisted on having an arm around each other. Whenever there was a semi private moment she kissed me, thanked me for being her friend the previous night, and said I love you. I never tired of hearing it for I craved her needing me.


          Two nights later she pulled me on top of her and half asleep I fucked her, rolled off, and fell back to sleep. The next day I told her what I remembered and asked her to fill in the part that prompted it. She had been dreaming about me and got so wet. I liked the excitement in her voice and the smile on her face, “What was I doing?” “Rick and I had fallen asleep after making love. You wanted to see him do it again. You were softly licking his cock. Rick stayed asleep but I had woken up and I watched you. You were really good. His cock had been limp and you took it in your mouth. It was still big, but you got it all in. He woke up once it got hard and let you continue to suck him. You got your mouth all the way around it but couldn’t deep throat him. He complimented you and thanked you. He told you to stop but that you could lick him after he was through. You didn’t want to stop but you did. You looked so sad, but you smiled again when you saw where he was going to put it. He got on top of me and we made love while you masturbated. After he was done he told you to eat up. You lapped up his cum and then you licked his cock clean.” All I could say was, “Wow.”


          Chapter 15


          Thrown into a Madhouse


          I ended up having 32 days off as my 30th day fell on a Friday. I showed up for work having been away for nearly 13 months. It was strange yet familiar. Some new faces, but plenty of old. I didn’t see Rick until mid morning. I felt awkward, but he was completely nonchalant. How he was able to compartmentalize amazed me? He gave absolutely no indication that he was anything but my former boss. Of course I didn’t have his ability and the entire time we were talking I was having the most obscene flashbacks involving he and my wife. I must have looked in a daze for he told me in half jest, “Remember where you are. You’re a professional.” I apologized for being distracted. “Easy to understand. You’re probably feeling a bit overwhelmed by all the changes, coming back here, promotion. You should be proud of yourself.” “Yes sir,” I am.


          He smiled and said, “I wish every young man around here had your good manners. Your parents would have been so proud.” He knew they were deceased. “They did a fine job raising you.” “Thank you. I miss them every day.” He changed the subject back to work. He gave me a rundown of the division I was going to head. “Talented, but no direction for the past year. The president was this close to firing the lot and shutting the division down. They haven’t accomplished a damn thing, but spend the company’s money. I convinced him to let you have a shot. Don’t let me down.” “I won’t sir.” He asked about my family. I told him they were all doing well. He didn’t say a word about her pregnancy, but then in his role as loyal husband how would he know she was pregnant. “Any big events since you returned?” His question opened the door for me to tell him, “Yes, really big. My wife is pregnant and we just moved into a new house.” “Good for you. Tell her congratulations. Was it planned or a surprise?” It was so easy to assume a role, “A little of both.” I told him about freezing my sperm for just in case, how we had always wanted another, were going to start trying, but then the job came up, I left, she didn’t want to wait until I returned, I reminded her about the bank, how romantic it was to pick a date, Valentine’s day when she got the big injection.” “She’s been pregnant since Valentine’s Day. I had no idea.” “Yes.” He nudged me, “I bet her condition caused some rumors. What was she nearly four months pregnant when you returned?” He chuckled. It sounded so warm. “I’ll have to tell my wife the news. She’ll love to hear about it. She’s a romantic herself. When is she due?” “Eight November.” “Be here before you know it.” He then asked about the girls, “They’re beautiful, very well mannered. I like that. So many of the kids now a days aren’t. Good breeding is what it’s all about.” “Yes sir, you’re right.”


          He showed me to my division, told me welcome back and as he left wished me good luck. All thoughts below the belt vanished. I was thrown into a storm. I made the rounds meeting everyone. I then went into my office and began planning. At the end of the day I went home feeling depressed and asking myself, “Why couldn’t I be rewarded with a division that’s running like a well oiled machine?”


          My wife listened as patiently as she could about my day, but what she really wanted to hear about was Rick. I let her down easy and said we didn’t talk much. He was busy and knew I was eager to get back to work. “Did he ask about me?” “Yes. I told him you were pregnant. He asked me to tell you congratulations. I told him about the sperm bank. He made a joke about you being four months pregnant when I got home.” She was happy but still had one more question, “Did he say he would call?” I nodded no. She was in a funk the rest of the evening. I did my best to cheer her up, “He’ll call. Just be patient.” She went to bed early and I stayed up with the girls. They knew something was wrong and asked, “Your mom’s just sad.” They told me she had been sad a lot the past few months but now that I was home she smiled a lot. She cried herself to sleep and didn’t stir when I got in bed.


          I got up early, cleaned and did the laundry, drinking cups of coffee in between, and putting aside my wife’s problems to concentrate on the issues at work. By the time I was in the shower I had formulated a plan of attack. I made it a point to arrive on time, not an hour or two before everyone else. I also committed myself to leaving on time. As for the time spent in between one hundred percent to the company. I first looked at the half dozen projects my division was in the middle of executing and determining how far behind we were, how much of a cost overrun we had incurred, and pinpointing why. I then reviewed everyone’s personnel folders; no one was exempt, not even the division secretaries and our mail room clerk.


          Throughout the week I ran into Rick. He made a few polite inquiries about my family and asked if my wife’s pregnancy was going well. I told him everything was great and the baby was healthy. He then asked if we knew the sex. I said my wife doesn’t even know. She wants it to be a complete surprise. Her doctor thinks it’s cute. “What are you hoping for?” I smiled, “Healthy, that’s all anyone should ever ask for.” He liked my answer. I then asked him for a favor. He seemed to tense up but calmed down after he heard the question, “May I review your division’s personnel folders?” “Sure; my secretary will have them ready for you to pick up by the end of the day.” “Sir, thanks.” We shook hands and I went back to work.


          On the way home I bought my wife flowers. She was making dinner and very upbeat, “They’re beautiful.” She thanked me, “Maybe I should be sad more often.” She then told me she woke up and decided she had to move on. She worried that her emotional state would affect her relationship with our girls and I. I hugged her and told her we would be there for her. To further boost her spirits I shared with her my conversation with Rick. While it was nothing she would interpret it positively. She was ecstatic the rest of the night knowing that he had inquired about her pregnancy. She was also horny. What she was thinking when we made love I didn’t know, but it was fun. We cuddled later. I rested my head on her stomach and listened. I then remembered something Rick had done and began to softly kiss her belly. I must have approximated his touch for we made love a second time, she petting and me pumping. I was going to go down on her but she asked me not to, “There are times I enjoy the feel of it inside me. Reminds me of the times I got pregnant.” I noticed throughout the night she didn’t call me by my pet name. I sucked on her breasts loving their size and we talked about our days. She liked hearing about my work and thanked me for scrubbing the toilets and doing the laundry, “You didn’t have to.” “I know, but I wanted to. Besides it gives me time to think.”


          By the time the week was over I had more questions than answers. It gnawed at me through the weekend, but Sunday night while out for our post dinner stroll I had my answer. In bed that night I was so excited telling my wife what I had concluded. She sounded skeptical but said, “You’re a pretty smart guy; that’s why you’re the boss. If what you think is true, it sounds impossible to fix.” “I’ll figure something out.” “Now, figure this out. Neither of us have any clothes on. My nipples are as hard as rocks and I’m soaking wet. What do you think the problem is?” I smiled, “I don’t know. I may have to do some research.”


          On Monday, I mopped the floors before going to work. One of the first people I ran into was Rick. He and I rode the elevator together. He asked how my weekend was and if my review of his division’s personnel folders had helped. He then asked about the pregnancy. He smiled, “Don’t you love the way they look when they’re pregnant?” I said, “Yes.” “Me too. I love the way they swell and that glow pregnant women have. I bet she’s really starting to show. Give her my best.” “She is. I will sir. Thanks.” On our floor he went right and I went left. Once behind my desk I thought about his comments. My cock grew hard and then I thought I was reading more into them than were there. I thought some more and drew it to a rational conclusion. He might not call, but he was going to interact with her using me as a medium throughout her pregnancy. There was one hitch though; this was as much his fantasy as ours. He had given my wife a list of objectives he wanted met. So far he had only accomplished one, knocking her up. I was also curious if he was truly like me or assuming a role he knew I would find appealing, a fetish for pregnant women. I truly did love pregnant women finding them very erotic to look at and to make love to. Granted I didn’t lust after any other woman but my wife, but by and large I found a woman with child to be the pinnacle of sensuality.


          Over dinner in between bites of the chicken Kiev she had prepared I told her with the straightest face I could maintain my conversation with Rick. Needless to say I went to sleep that night drained on one end and soaking wet on the other. After I rinsed my face and cock off and toweled them dry I dried between her legs. I rested my head on one of her thighs and looked at her vulva and ran my fingers along her belly and pubis. She caressed my scalp and commented on how big she was getting. The baby was normally inactive while we made love, but after it was over movement began. It was like we had woken it from a slumber. She asked, “Seriously, what does your gut tell you?” I knew what she was referring to, “He’s hard to read. I can’t tell if he’s playing a role or genuinely interested or both. He sounded so sincere when he asked about you and I swear he was excited the way he talked about liking pregnant women. By the time I got to my desk I had convinced myself he was going to call.” Now it was her turn to chuckle, “Were you disappointed when you got home today and found out he hadn’t?” “Yes,” I admitted. “Me too.” It was quiet for a few minutes in our bedroom as we both thought of Rick. She ended the pause, “We got it bad.” “Amen to that sister.” We were two puppy dogs eager for our master to call us home.


          For two more weeks Rick continued to inquire about her pregnancy and comment on the overall desirability of pregnant women. We were alone in the elevator when he said, “Don’t you find women are more amorous when they are pregnant?” “From my experience, yes.” “My wife was insatiable when she was pregnant. I bet yours is the same way.” “She is, but I’m not complaining.” He chuckled, “I didn’t think you would, but if you ever need an extra set of hands.” He had been titillating me for weeks and I decided to be forthright, “We do sir, but hands are only part of it.” He and I stared at each other for no more than a second. I didn’t look down, but was curious to know if he too had an erection. Out of respect for his age, I insisted he exit the elevator first. I noticed he held his briefcase in front of him, but then so did I.


          Another weekend went by but I withheld from my wife the details of my conversation with Rick. I did however inquire as to whether he called. She said no, but didn’t ask why. She knew my answer would be the same as hers, “No reason in particular. Just a feeling.” It was more than a feeling; it was a desire. We grew hot waiting for that phone call. I did my best to block him from my mind. I had an appointment with a psychologist the upcoming Monday. I needed his help.


          Three months and some change we would have a baby again. I had to find a solution to my division’s problems and get them on track and under budget. I had two goals; failure was not an option as I had a new house, a wife, four kids, one of whom would be a newborn, and my pride. I wouldn’t have a problem getting employed elsewhere. In fact, I could throw the problem back into my boss’ lap and tell him he had created an untenable position. I had the data to prove it and could make a convincing case that the smart man would cut his losses, disband the division, fire them all or transfer them to places where they had no authority. The company would survive without them, but it would be our loss.


          I met with the psychologist and handed him the personnel folders and the data I had compiled from my review. I also told him my hypothesis. He was a college friend, tops in his field. I told him I needed two things, confirmation and a solution. I gave him two weeks. Meanwhile I pushed the team to get back on time, but it was obvious we weren’t a team just twenty five egos. In my research I had seen the same comments over and over again. They were horrible employees because they all had big egos. Their egos were big because in college they were in the top one percent. Overachievers who had never learned how to succeed as a group. They were loners and were more suited to working by themselves. If I was right I hoped my friend could provide me a way to take this group and make it a team. I had never seen so much backbiting since junior high; it was insane to have a division of people all thinking they were chief, too good to take orders from each other.


   


          Chapter 16


          Rick Called


          Another important contact was made that Monday. I arrived home late. I had spent nearly all day with my friend thought I could drop by the office, get in get out, but ended up working a problem that my subordinates easily could have handled. I was famished when I got home. My wife and kids were already in bed, but she had dinner warming in the oven and a note for me. I popped a beer then opened the note she had taped shut, “If I’m asleep wake me up. I have something to tell you.” I was so distracted by my day that I really thought it had to do with her pregnancy. She had been that way since we first met, always wanting to share special moments that I hadn’t been around to see. I finished dinner, cleaned up, and headed upstairs. I checked on the girls they were still awake watching t.v. all piled in the same bed. I kissed them goodnight. I was beat.


          She was asleep. She looked so content I decided to let it keep until the next day. I went into the bathroom brushed my teeth, urinated, put on my pajama bottoms and quietly got into bed. She was awake, “Go lock the door.” Making love was the furthest thing from my mind as my day had worn me out, but I did as she asked. “Take off your pajamas.” I did and got back in bed. She cuddled against me. Her body felt no nice and she made no moves. I closed my eyes thinking she just wanted to sleep in the nude and that explained the locked door. She didn’t ask about my day knowing that it had to have been not good. “I have good news.” “You do?” “Yes. Rick called.” I was instantly awake and hard. “He did.” “Yes.” “Are you going to tell me what he said?” “I’m glad to see you’re as excited as I am.” She reached down and held my cock, “Maybe even more than me.” “I doubt that,” positive her honey pot was overflowing.


          “He called at 1. His timing couldn’t have been more perfect. The girls were downstairs playing. I told them I needed a nap. I was lying on the couch when the phone rang. I picked it up and said hello. There was a pause and I said hello again. He said, “It’s Rick. How are you?” I felt so warm inside. “Why have you waited so long?” “It was for the best.” “Why are you calling now?” “Because I miss you. I see your husband every day. I ask about you. He tells me you’re doing well.” “I’ve missed you too. This separation has been horrible for me.” “Me too. I want to see you. I think we’ve been apart long enough.” “I’d like that too, but when?” “Soon, the three of us need to have lunch. Tell your husband to get his blood work done.”


          “I will.” We then reminisced about the times at his cabin and the last time when we made a baby. He asked a lot about the pregnancy. He said you seemed to be handling it very well. He liked our story, called it unique. He talked a lot about you, said he found you attractive and could understand why I was attracted to you. Youthful looking is how he described you. “I bet he doesn’t need to shave but once or twice a week.” He said we should meet for lunch next week. “Was that it?” I was excited, but her last bit of news pushed me over the edge. “He asked if I was someplace private. I said no, but I could be. Go there. I went upstairs and locked the bedroom door. We had phone sex. It was so good.” The mental picture I had already drawn coupled with her gentle caressing of my cock caused me to spurt my cum all over her belly. No sooner had I ejaculated than she was pushing my head down, “I’m glad you like the taste.” After I licked her stomach clean of my cum she pushed my head further down. I was right; her honey pot was overflowing. She pretended aloud it was Rick eating her.


          Wednesday my psychologist friend called me. He was excited, “I need you to authorize the release of their psychological profiles.” “I’m a step ahead of you; the boss thinks I’m crazy but he said okay. I’ll deliver them myself.” I didn’t tell him, but I needed to escape the lunacy that was my division. I brought them over to him and we went to lunch. He verbally praised my detective work. “Your data checks out. Now I’ll see how it matches against each individual’s psychological profiles.”


          I was upbeat the remainder of the day. I walked out of the office on time determined not to repeat the previous day. On the way down the elevator I ran into Rick. He was friendly, shook my hand in greeting and I noticed he held it longer than normal. He asked about my day and if I was getting my division in order. I told him I was working on it. There were other people around us, but even if they weren’t I don’t think he would have acted any differently. We exited the elevator; he went his way and I mine. I got in my car and on the way home thought about the way his handshake lasted a second longer than what was appropriate between two men. I looked in the rearview mirror and remembered his comment about my boyish appearance. I said to myself, “He’s attracted to both of us.” I developed an erection thinking about his cock, being in my wife and in my mouth.


          I stopped and bought my wife another bouquet of flowers. She was overjoyed I made it home early and in time to help her cook dinner. She loved the flowers, sniffed them, and asked, “What’s the special occasion?” I smiled and said, “Nothing really. I just saw Rick and it made me think of you.” “You’re so sweet. He called me.” “And?” “I’ll tell you later.”


          After dinner we went for a walk. I ended up carrying our five year old on my shoulders, “My feet hurt Daddy.” We returned home and played “Go Fish”. We then played dominoes. It was so much fun, but there were times I still felt cheated out of a year’s worth of time with my family. All three girls were in some form of softball, the two youngest t-ball, the oldest fast pitch. I promised myself to not let work interfere with my attendance at their games.


          In bed my wife reminded me to lock the door. We stripped in front of each other. She complimented me on my physique and I returned the compliment. I got on the bed and asked her to stand there and slowly turn around so I could look at her. After I was through I said, “I really like what I see.” She liked the fact I found her so appealing. She didn’t start off talking about Rick, but me and the way I had effortlessly reentered their lives. “It’s because you had such strong bonds with all of us.” I told her about feeling cheated out of a year of their lives, but I was intent on making it up. She said, “You already have. If you had been here I don’t know if I would done what I did. Your absence allowed me to explore my fantasies. It was harder for you than me, but when we look back you’ll know it was worth it.” I kissed her, “You’re right. I learned a lot about myself.” “What, that you’re kinky and married to someone even kinkier.” “That too, but I already knew that.” I was half kidding, half not. “No, something about me. I found out I like a challenge. I’m good at what I do. I beat the odds and fixed what was broken.” “I never doubted it for a moment, just like I don’t doubt it now. You’re an amazing man; that’s why I married you. Now, do you want to hear about my phone call?”


          It was more of the same. He missed her. He shouldn’t have been so firm in keeping his distance. He regretted it. He thought about her constantly. He even confessed, “I’m crazy about you.” She loved hearing it. He then talked about me and, she lowered her voice, “he’s looking forward to you sucking him.” He promised me the three of us were going to have a lot of fun sprinkled with a little humiliation for you. We’re going to meet for lunch next Tuesday so tomorrow get your blood work done.” “I’ll do it before I come home. It will give me an excuse to leave early.” We then made love. Depending on what I was doing she called me gay-boy or Rick.


          The weekend came and I threw myself into hanging pictures, attending games, yardwork, anything to keep my mind off of work. At night or if she woke up early like Sunday morning we talked about Rick and when we exhausted that subject we sparked our libidos by talking about their love child. I focused much of my attention on her belly. I felt I had to leave no doubt in her mind that I was on cloud nine about her pregnancy. I made it a habit to pat, caress, or kiss her bulging abdomen. Our intercourse changed in that she now insisted I take her doggy style, “like a bitch.” There were times she too enjoyed self degradation when we made love. “That’s it fuck your whore wife. Twist my tits. Squeeze them hard. Pump it harder. Grab my stomach. Can you feel your slut wife’s love child?” It was intense and enjoyable to see her get so worked up she would be out of breath afterwards but wanting more. “Don’t stop. Now lick it.” She would stay on all fours, but rest her head on the mattress as I ate her. “That’s it get all his cum out, gay boy.”


          Tuesday came and the three of us met for lunch. It was another Italian restaurant. My wife and he were waiting for me. He stood up and we shook hands. He directed me to sit to his right across from my wife who was to his left. “We were waiting for you before we ordered.” “Then I’m glad I got here on time.” She laughed, “I’m starving.” Rick put his hand on the table and took hold of my wife’s, “We’ve been having the most wonderful conversation. She looks positively radiant, don’t you think?” “I do. It’s been a good pregnancy.” I knocked on the table for good luck. “Do you have something for me?” I handed him the results of my bloodwork. He put the envelope in his coat pocket.


          I started to look at the menu. “Your wife says you like fish. Their sea bass is delicious.” I smiled at him, “Then that’s what I’ll have.” “Great.” I felt his right hand come down on my knee and stay there. He continued to hold hands with my wife. I noticed she was caressing the back of his hand with her thumb. It was a tender gesture and made me a little jealous and a lot aroused.


          He ordered for the three of us. My wife and I were glancing at each other. She later told me I looked absolutely giddy and I described her in the same manner. We mainly looked at Rick. He talked equally to both of us. It really felt like we were his date. His plate arrived and he insisted my wife take a bite. He put some on a fork and fed it to her caressing her face as she clamped down on the fork. “God, it’s delicious. I should have ordered it.” “Next time.” He then did the same for me. I was a little more self conscious, but I heard him say under his breath, “Ignore everyone around you. It’s just the three of us.” I opened my mouth and a quick caress of my cheek followed. I bit down. Chewing it I said, “She’s right. Very good.”


          He broached a variety of topics but didn’t stick with one too long. He wanted to know about the house. We told him we loved it. He asked about the girls and if they were keeping busy this summer. He said, “Your wife tells me what a good father you are. Sounds like the girls have you wrapped.” “They do; they’re great kids just like the next one will be.” He liked hearing that. He asked my wife if she was still happy with the minivan. “I love it. You were right. I love the two sliding doors.” He explained that during one of his conversations with my wife she had spoken about wanting a new car. He knew exactly what she needed and told her how to approach the dealer. As with the house she got a great deal. It had been last year’s model and hadn’t moved. The dealer offered generous incentives and an unexpectedly high trade in allowance.


          We followed up our meal with dessert. Again, he ordered for us and insisted we each take a bite of his cheese cake. “Very creamy. I know how much you like creamy things.” My wife’s cheeks turned rosy. He turned to me but said, “We don’t know if you like creamy things, but we’ll soon find out.” He looked at me. “Very good.” “Excellent.” We finished eating. He insisted on paying for all three of us, “I insist. You’re my dates.” He clasped my left hand , my wife’s right and said, “This was nice. I wanted to meet both of you and get to know you better. We’re going to have a lot of fun. I’ll call your wife and set up something soon.” He looked at his watch and said he needed to leave but for us to stay and talk. “It’s very important. Share your feelings.” He shook my hand. I started to get up. I was glad he told me to keep my seat as my cock was throbbing to the point of being painful. He gave my wife a quick peck on the lips, told her she looked beautiful, and promised to call her.


          After he left my wife asked, “Did you enjoy lunch?” “Very much.” “So did I.” I told her I got a little jealous when she was holding his hand. “Really?” “I was looking at your thumb caressing the back of his hand.” She smiled, “You didn’t look jealous.” “Just a little. I was more excited than jealous.” She confessed she too felt pangs of jealous, “I knew his hand was on your knee and then when he fed you I was thinking don’t touch my man.” It felt good to hear her say that. Even better when she lowered her voice and said, “But I was so wet at the same time.” She extended her arms and we held hands across the table. We said it at the same time, “I love you.” I felt teary eyed, “You’re beautiful.” “And you’re handsome.” I walked her to the van and kissed her goodbye. As she drove past me, she rolled down the window and said, “I can’t wait to get home. You have no idea how horny I am this minute.” I laughed and wished I was her; she would find a way to masturbate telling the girls she needed an afternoon nap. I on the other hand would have to wait. I headed back to the office.


          A note to see the boss awaited me when I walked in the office. He wasn’t happy, “I thought you were some wunderkid, but I’ve seen no progress.” I told him to give me another week and I would present him with a plan. “I have half a mind to fire the lot of you; you’re division is hemorrhaging dollars.” When I walked into my office, I felt like a dog whose owner had kicked him, tail between my legs. More bad news followed; I found my time consumed putting out brush fires that my subordinates should have easily taken care of. At home that night my wife knew there was something amiss. I assured her it wasn’t Rick; our lunch had been the high point of my day. She seemed relieved, “It’s work, isn’t it?” I told her, “Yes, but I can handle it.”


          Wednesday I called my staff together for a meeting. I went over each project. All were behind and all had busted their budget. I asked why. No one was willing to be held accountable. They found someone else to blame; it couldn’t be them. To an individual I got the feeling each could barely hide their contempt for me. I knew why; they saw me as “average” and themselves as geniuses. They were more talented than me and couldn’t understand why they weren’t running the division. I absorbed it all, but was ecstatic when my psychologist friend called me late that evening. He had good news and wanted to meet with me Thursday and Friday. I headed straight to his office. My secretary asked who was in charge for the day. She understood the situation, “It doesn’t matter; they won’t get anything done.”


          At his office he laid everything out. He confirmed my suspicions, not a team player among the bunch. “How do I make it work?” He thought the easiest answer was to farm them all out and bring in new blood. “I don’t want to do that. Not yet, anyway.” He likened my division to a football team comprised of nothing but superstars. They all wanted the spotlight. We identified the four or five leaders in the group. I had to adopt a new role. “You can’t play the fool. You have to sound earnest and solicit help from the leaders. “Let them work with their three or four peers.” “I have to sound convincingly incompetent.” “Not incompetent. Remember they know they are smarter than you are. They refuse to take direction from someone below them intellectually.” “How do they know they’re smarter?” “Trust me. They’ve looked at your records, seen your transcripts.”


          “If your strategy doesn’t work are there certain individuals I can remove and force them to accept my coaching?” “Glad you asked. I’ve identified five.” Thursday evening I felt much better and by Friday he and I had refined our course of action. Even better news awaited me at home. My wife had a beer waiting for me, “Rick called. We have a date tomorrow night.” She was ecstatic. I had been too bummed Tuesday night to make love, but now I was horny. She turned me down, “Rick’s request. He wants us to have an appetite for tomorrow.” Waiting another night was hard enough, but he had another request, “He wants us to talk about what we think will happen.”


          Chapter 17


          I Get to Watch


          My wife let me down gently, “That’s at least a couple of weeks away. Tomorrow night is all about Rick and I. We’re going to put on a show for you.” “A show?” “Yes, we’ll recreate what you missed. Only this time you’ll be there, just not allowed to play.” “It doesn’t sound like much fun.” “Oh, gay-boy, that’s where you’re wrong. You’ll see.” She kissed me goodnight and rolled over. I spooned against her, my hard on poking at the crack of her ass. I was restless, but finally drifted off to sleep, my right arm cradling her belly. I could feel a lot of movement. It made me feel warm and good. Before I became unconscious I heard her yawn and say, “I love you gay-boy.” I mumbled back, “I love you too.”


          Saturday we were on pins and needles. We both wanted to look nice for Rick. She asked me to help her get ready. We had done this very early in our marriage, but it had been a long time since I painted her finger and toe nails, shaved her legs, trimmed her bush and at her request, shaved the hair along the crack of her ass. Of course I couldn’t stop myself from caressing her anus with my finger. When I pressed my lips against it, she groaned and allowed me to lick for half a minute. “We have to stop. Rick’s orders.” I tried again when I trimmed her pubic hair. She pushed my forehead rather forcefully away, “No, we have to wait.” She obeyed but judging from her hard nipples, rosy cheeks, and crimson chest it had been tough. For me it was sheer hell. I felt like I was a teenager again, suffering from blue balls.


          She wore a maternity dress and told me Rick wanted me to wear jeans and a long sleeve shirt. “It’s August. How about shorts?” She smiled, “No, he specifically requested it. He said you have a cute tush. Said something about wanting to see how you fill out your Calvin Klein’s.” “He did?” “Yes.” I wore the jeans. It was strange telling the babysitter and kids nothing, “We’re going to a friend’s house. You don’t know him. It’s not a party. Yes, we’ll have fun. If you need me, I have my cell phone.” She drove. We were both quiet. He was already there. My wife looked at me, “Are you ready?” “Yes, I think so. A little nervous. What about you?” “A little. I’ve never made love in front of you. I hope you get as aroused as I am feeling.” She bussed me on the lips and said, “Let’s go.”


          The instant Rick heard the car doors shut he opened the door. He was dressed in shorts and wore a button short sleeve shirt. When he was young his hair must have been curly and black. His eyes were dark brown and his hair was still plentiful, still curly, but equal parts grey and black. I wondered if he was of Italian descent. His complexion hinted at southern Europe, Sicily, but he was tall for an Italian. I then thought he might be Jewish, but his last name hinted at something Slavic or even German.


          He ushered us in. I had brought two bottles of wine. “I’ll save these.” He took them and put them on the kitchen counter. He had snacks and wine already chilling. He gave my wife a hug and I felt my heart skip a beat as their hug turned into a kiss which seemed to go on forever. I was forgotten by her during their kiss. They parted and she was already breathing heavy, in heat. He looked a little aroused, but was significantly calmer than she.


          He smiled at me as though what he and my wife had done was nothing unusual. He smiled at me and said, “Turn around.” I did. “You do have a cute tush.” I turned around again, my face already burning. “You look so cute when you blush.” My wife’s voice, “I told you.” He moved closer to me and put an arm around me. His face neared mine, “Your wife thinks you’re bi. I think she’s right.” His left hand tilted my chin up and he pressed his lips against mine. I opened my mouth and we stood there and for the first time in my life I french kissed another man. He didn’t press himself against me, but I wished he had. He instead held my face with both hands and we tongued one another. Now I was the one breathing hard when we separated. My wife was beaming, “I told you Rick was a good kisser didn’t I?” “You were right.”


          In less than five minutes Rick had my wife and I worked up and he looked cool as a cucumber. He told us he planned the night especially for me. I took it to mean I would be an active participant, but I soon found out differently. Taking our glasses of wine and tray of snacks, he ushered us into the bedroom. “The bearskin is more sensuous, but in the summer it’s too hot.” He had a chair in one corner. He asked me if I needed to urinate. Suddenly I felt the need to go. I went closing the door behind me. My bladder had been full. I washed my hands and returned to the bedroom. “Go sit down in the chair.” I did. He picked up a roll of duct tape and it all became very clear.


          He talked to me and explained how this would make what I was about to witness that much more powerful. “You’ll be unable to do anything, not even masturbate. All you can do is bear witness to your wife and I as we make love.” I started to protest, but decided against it. “No talking either. If you do I will tape your mouth shut. If you understand nod your head.” I nodded. “Good.” He made sure there was padding between my arms and legs and the chair. When he was done he caressed my face and I found myself trying to lick his fingers. He let me suck one. “Later, tonight all you can do is be a spectator.”


          He now turned his attention to my wife. “Do you want him to have a hood over his head or will you be comfortable with him watching?” She looked at me, “As long as he doesn’t talk I’ll be okay.” “Look at me, both of you.” He looked at me, “You’re not here. It’s just your wife and I, two lovers in their weekend getaway.” He looked at her, “He’s not here. I don’t want you to look at him. If you do I’ll put him outside on the porch. Do you understand?” “Yes.”


          “Now come here lover.” The performance began. It was beauty and agony all rolled into one. I sat there and watched as they sat on the bed and began to kiss, stripping each other as they did so. Dutifully she avoided looking at me the rest of the night. It was a long three hours. My legs and arms were asleep, but my brain was on overdrive. Her moans, groans, shrieks, and yells pushed me over the edge. They took their time making love. He ate her, he fucked her, they cuddled after each orgasm, and they even slept a short while. During their pauses he came over to me and gave me a sip or two of wine. It was hard to look up at him when my eyes were nearly level with his cock, slimy with their juices.


          The pillow talk really drove me insane. They reminisced about the baby they made, but mainly they talked about their feelings for each other. “I’m crazy about you. If only things were different.” “I love you too. I thought I would go crazy without you.” “I know. I’m sorry I hurt you. Never again will I keep my distance.” And then he went down on her and for what seemed like eternity he ate her taking her to the point of no return. More cuddling and sweet talk followed. I watched his cock grow to life and he speared my wife for a second time. The first fuck had been hot, but the second was volcanic. Through it all I must have heard my wife profess her love for him a dozen times, how she couldn’t live without him, how he was everything to her. He reminded her to love me. After all he still loved his wife in his own special way. “I do love him, but it’s you I dream about day and night. He’s my best friend, but it’s your cock and mouth I crave.” “I crave you too. My wife can’t compare with you and your husband with me, but we owe them our bodies. We can’t be selfish although it’s so hard not to be.”


          Halfway through their second fuck he pulled out and she rolled over. He took her like a dog and I came in my pants a second time. Only once did she look my way and it was too brief for him to notice or perhaps he no longer cared. After all, she was 100 percent his. He collapsed on top of her and soon they were giggling like two school kids. They rolled around on the sheets like two teenage lovers. He took her by the hand and led her into the bathroom. He kept the door open. He urinated, then she. They then showered together, each soaping the other’s body but I learned that afterwards from my wife as they were out of sight. My crotch felt sticky and cold. I was drained emotionally and physically. They finished and climbed back onto the bed. I stared at his cock and felt myself drooling. It was so big and looked so inviting. I wanted him to make love to me like he had made love to my wife. I wished I had a vagina and tits, just for a night I prayed.


          On the bed she lay down at his request on her stomach. He took a bottle of lotion and squirted it all over. He began to give her a massage and he started to talk to me. She now looked at me, but said nothing. Her smile was one of pure contentment. He had taken her to a point that I could not. No matter how hard I tried in my mind what she experienced in front of me was better. He didn’t ask if I enjoyed it. He commented on her body soliciting my opinion. “Isn’t she lovely? That ass I could die for. And her inner thighs are so soft.” He finished her back and had her turn over. Visually it was more stimulating because there was more to see. He oiled her breasts and lovingly massaged her stomach. “You do this don’t you?” She answered for me, “Yes, with all three and especially yours.” “Good. I don’t want to see your lovely stomach marred by stretch marks.” He did the front of her legs and her feet even complimenting her lovely toes. He sucked her big toe and asked, “Did your husband paint them?” “Yes.” “Very good job. I paint my wife’s also. She has lovely feet.” He then went back to the top of her body and massaged her head extolling the virtues of her face. “Those lips are so sensuous, the nose long and thin, her neck graceful.” She closed her eyes and he asked me if I thought she was beautiful. “Of course.” “Then tell her. Even after she’s made love with me tell her you find her the most desirable in the world. Tell her the minute you are alone you intend to ravish her.” I did.


          To this day I thank Rick for what he did. He could have easily gotten her worked up, made love to her a third time as I saw that his cock was slowly coming back to life, untied me afterwards, and we would have soon left. At our house my wife would have been so satiated she would have turned me down, citing sleepiness or soreness, but the reality would have been she was too satisfied to take another bite of dessert, no matter how good. It was like overeating to the point another bite would make you nauseous.


          Rick didn’t; he instead warmed her up for me. He now talked to her and asked her what she thought of me. “Don’t you find him cute? He reminds me of a young Dick Clark. You’re lucky to have him.” “I know. I love him.” “Look at the world he let you explore.” He caressed her stomach, “To experience what you did and have his full support and love makes him a very special man.” “He is. He’s my best friend and lover.” “That’s right. You have two lovers, he and I. I’ll always love you but mine is a different love; his will be the one that is there when your heart is broken by some tragic event. He’s a good lover isn’t he?” “Yes.” “Turn your body and open your legs. Your husband and I want to look at your sex.” She did. “Isn’t her vulva beautiful?” “Yes.” He pulled her open and then ran a finger lightly up and down. He spread her further apart and flicked her clitoris with his finger. She moaned. “I’ll be leaving in a few minutes. I’m taking my wife to breakfast and then golf. In the afternoon we’ll go see some of the grandkids. I want you to stay for as long as you like. Just lock up when you leave.” As he talked he continued to caress her and he even went so far as to shove a finger up her vagina. “Bear down. She’s tight again, ready for your cock. Do you want her?” “Yes.” “Do you want him?” “Yes. Good.”


          He stood up and she watched. He came over to me and put his finger up to my mouth. I licked it clean of her juices. He got dressed and then he undid the tape. My hands were numb but my cock was rock hard. He knelt down and unwound the tape holding my legs to the legs of the chair. He got up and didn’t so much as say goodbye. He left as I tried to get the circulation going in my hands. My wife moaned for me to make love to her, “I’m so wet. I want you so badly. You make me feel so beautiful.” I got up and fell, the legs numb. I crawled to her on my knees and my sleep ridden hands were like useless flippers. I used my elbows to push her legs apart even further and I burrowed my face against her cunt and began to lap like there was no tomorrow. In between licking her I moaned how much I loved her and how she was my everything. She parroted it back. Even with the loss of feeling in my hands I brought her to at least the same plane Rick had taken her.


          We were both crying when it was over and now I crawled on the bed and she stripped me. She rolled onto her side and I took her cradling her swollen belly as we made love. Her finger petted her clitoris as I pumped in and out of her vagina. She concentrated on making it good for me and throughout it she did kegels massaging my cock letting me know that no matter how much Rick stretched her she would snap back and be tight enough for me to enjoy and for her to feel. After I came she pulled away and with her buttocks high in the air and her legs spread open I ate her again.


          Afterwards we cuddled and discussed what happened. She felt horrible about the numbness in my hands and feet that turned to pain as they slowly came back to life. She kissed my hands, “My poor gay-boy. I won’t let him tie you up next time.” The moment became funny as she recounted how I looked, “You couldn’t walk so you crawled on your knees to me. You then put out your hands but they couldn’t grip anything. You were so cute, so determined.” “Like the ant going up the elephant’s leg with rape on its mind?” She burst out laughing and I joined her, “Exactly, gay-boy.”


           


          Chapter 18



          Obsession and Jealousy


          She’s in Love


          We were a married couple again, especially when the baby inside her reminded us of its presence. I put my hand on her belly and wondered what I was feeling, a hand, a foot, back. We then talked about our feelings during the entire evening. I wasn’t alone in feeling jealous. She had felt green with envy when she watched the two of us french. Then she got past it, but all through the night that image had run through her mind even when she blocked it out. “Did it turn you off?” “That’s the problem. Just the opposite. It made me hot as hell.” She asked how I liked it and I confessed it was quite different from kissing a woman, but I considered it a good experience. “He’s a good kisser, isn’t he?” “Yes, but so are the two of us.” “Do you want to do more with him?” “Definitely yes.”


          She looked at me and said, “You’re very handsome. I can see why men and women would want you.” “I don’t want him. I just want to experiment.” “I know, but once you’ve been with him you’ll want more. He’s the best chocolate in the world and you can’t eat enough.” “No, I can. You’re my chocolate.” “You’re so sweet, but you’ll see I’m right.”


          The following Tuesday I briefed the boss on what I had found and what changes I wanted to implement. The room was full of doubting Thomases but Rick backed me. My boss grudgingly gave me until December, “But if you fail you’re getting a pink slip along with the entire division.” I assured him he wouldn’t have to fire me. I would quit first.


          Empowering them liberated me. I slowly and deliberately pushed decision making onto the teams I created. Even among the geniuses there were leaders and followers. I just had to pair them up. Two individuals I was forced to let go; they couldn’t understand that with authority comes responsibility. They refused to be held accountable and they thought it beneath them to keep me informed. It was almost comical the way I tried to reason with them, “All I’m asking is you cc me. I have complete confidence in you and we know you’re really the boss. It’s just that on paper I am. I have to be able to answer their questions and provide top cover.” They promised me they would but I knew the minute they said it their voices lacked conviction.


          I was out the door at quitting time and the division’s employees who had always beat me out of the parking lot were suddenly and on their own volition putting in overtime. They would look at me as I left and I imagined the conversation afterwards, “He’s probably exhausted trying to keep up with us. Now we can get some real work done.” I made sure to keep my own six covered as I knew that any of the four team leaders would eagerly knife me to get my job. They weren’t disloyal, but they were ambitious. I identified one of the four as being particularly talented. To show the others there was a place to go I was going to push her into a better job if things improved by December.


          On the home front my wife and I waited around for Rick to call. Ten days after our first date we went on a second. He started the evening out by making out with both my wife and I but once things got heated I got the chair, only this time I wasn’t restrained. He did ask me to not masturbate while he and my wife made love, “Trust me. You’ll see.” He was right. My cock was bursting in my pants when he filled my screaming wife with a blast of his seed. The instance he felt she was calm enough to handle more stimulation, he motioned me to get between her legs. As I ate her he lay on his side and caressed the back of my head, “It tastes good doesn’t it gay-boy? Does he make you feel good?” My wife said, “Oh God, yes. He has such a nice tongue.” Together they coached me to clean up Rick’s cum. They tasted delicious.


          I shot the wad eating her, my eyes focused on the basketball in her abdomen. Rick knew when I came and he told me, “See how much more intense it was.” I paused long enough to acknowledge he was right and went back to tonguing her.


          After I was done with her he and she cuddled. I still had my clothes on. Rick motioned for me to join them, “No, stay dressed.” My wife was holding his limp cock in her hand, “Make him hard again gay-boy. Do it for your girl. I want him to make love to me again.” My moment of truth arrived and I confirmed my wife’s suspicions by taking that wonderful cock of his in my mouth and slowly and to my everlasting pleasure brought it to attention. “Rick, I told you he was gay. That’s it. Suck it gay-boy.” Rick told me I was doing a good job, “Are you sure this is your first time?” I took him out of my mouth and said, “I practiced a lot with a cucumber.” He and my wife kissed and watched. He told me to stop as he was ready, but confessed he felt like unloading his wad down my throat.


          I went back to the chair and they made love. Like my wife said, he too liked cream pies and I had to watch him eat her afterwards. Just like the date before he insisted we stay but he declined, “I’m an old man. I need my beauty sleep. My wife will want me to go shopping with her tomorrow.” He kissed us both goodbye, long passionate french kisses. I never imagined I would find a man’s rough skin as appealing as it was completely opposite a woman’s, but I did.


          I peeled off my clothes the instant I heard the door closed. My wife and I were equally ravenous no doubt heated up by Rick’s lips and tongue as he kissed us goodnight. She didn’t want me to fuck her. She instead wanted to 69. I loved the way she planted her swollen belly on my chest and her cunt and asshole were there for me to kiss, lick, nibble, and finger. As she sucked me she too used a finger on my bottom. When she reversed positions and bent down to kiss me I tasted my cum on her breath, but there was none for me; she had swallowed.


          More cuddling followed, more pillow talk, more discussions of the gamut of emotions. She asked me if I got jealous and I said yes. I confessed that while I felt intense pleasure there were moments I feared losing her and those instances physically hurt. She liked knowing that, “It’s when you don’t have them I will worry about us.” She knew she was a jealous person, but didn’t realize the level. “I don’t know if I can let you go any further with him. I’m turned on, but I keep thinking Rick, leave my gay-boy alone.” “You really think I’m bi don’t you?” “Isn’t it obvious?” I asked her if she thought she was bi. She said no. After being with Betsy. She got my point. It was too early to label me and I felt increasingly uncomfortable being tagged. She asked, “So you don’t want me to call you gay-boy.” “No, I like you calling me that. You’re probably right. I probably am bi, but I’m not ready to see myself in that light.” She hugged me, “Are you afraid I’ll think less of you?” “To be honest, yes.” Tears formed at the corners of her eyes, “Never. I would never think less of you for being gay or bi. I know I turn you on and that’s what matters, but I won’t deny it’s what I’ve wanted you to be for a long time.” “Really?” “Yes, some men want their wives to be bi. I’m a woman who wants her husband to be bi. Is that so unthinkable?” “No, I guess not. For you I would be anything, even gay.”


          On our third date with Rick he and I tag teamed my wife. It was incredibly fun to be on the bed with them naked and an active participant. There was no interplay between he and I; our entire focus was on pleasing my wife. I got to go first and he went second. She hadn’t orgasmed with me and it didn’t take me long to ejaculate. I knew I was the warm up band and he the main event. I mainly watched as he fucked her. After she came I thought she would pull him to her, but it was me she pulled close to kiss. We all rested on the bed and talked. Rick asked if he could eat my wife. She answered for me, “I’d love you to.” While he ate her she and I kissed and I sucked on her breasts. When it was over she was on cloud nine from having been the main attraction.


          Rick told her it was time we helped him live one of his fantasies. He asked my wife to sit in the chair and watch. He and I made out and eventually 69’d. He really was talented orally, but no better than my wife. I couldn’t deep throat him, but I came close and it was quite an experience to be on the receiving end of a wad of cum. One thing I enjoyed about his fellatio was he sucked me until I was completely flaccid and I did the same for him. When we looked up we saw my wife masturbating. We watched her bring herself to orgasm. We then brought her to the bed and had her lie between us. It was an incredibly erotic evening.


          Date number four occurred in October; she was so big but she would never pass up a chance to be with Rick. He refused intercourse fearing he could hurt the baby. He said I was safe for her. She wanted to be taken doggy style and I was happy to oblige. Rick and she kissed or he sucked her breasts while I pumped in and out. Rick lay down and she put a breast in his mouth while he snaked a hand underneath her and petted her. She was exhausted when we were done. Her abdomen looked stretched and a dark line had formed from her belly button down. My wife suggested I take care of Rick whose cock was swollen. I began to go down on him but she said, “Not that way. Let him take you as a woman. Do it for me gay-boy.”


          I thought to myself, “There’s no way.” Rick began to plead with me also. “It’s one of my biggest fantasies.” I found myself agreeing to it. It wasn’t long before Rick appeared with a jar of lubricant. He loosened my ass up slowly. My wife stared in amazement. I looked at her breasts, both nipples were fully distended. She snuggled up to me while he prepared my bottom to receive him. He took my limp cock in his mouth and sucked it back to life. His finger felt good and I felt myself wanting all of him. I was just scared he would hurt me. He went slowly and as my bottom adjusted to his girth and length I found myself crying for him to go faster. While Rick fucked me I wasn’t me, but my wife and my asshole was a vagina. A puddle of cum formed on my belly, but for the first time I had an erection from anal sex. My wife made it possible because she was pumping my cock while Rick pumped his meat in and out of my bottom. He and I kissed, she and I kissed, and he and she kissed. We all shouted words of encouragement to each other and when he came our lips were pressed together and my sweet wife was chanting, “Make him your bitch Rick. That’s it fuck my gay-boy. He’ll be your boy toy from now on.” When it was over Rick looked exhausted. He wanted to cuddle, his cock still in me and I wanted my wife included. She asked if it felt as good as it looked, “To be honest, better. I can’t describe it. What you did with your hand was incredible and his cock ¦.” When he pulled out I felt a void and a minute later an overwhelming urge to defecate. I literally ran to the bathroom, but nothing.


          My rectum quit spasming and the urge went away. Rick came in the bathroom and started the shower. When I finished he asked me to shower with him. I did. We soaped each other’s bodies and even briefly made out. We returned to the bedroom where my wife was on her side fast asleep. He dressed, kissed her sleeping forehead and commented on how attractive he found her. It was no longer a game. He did love her. He kissed me goodnight and thanked me for helping him live out a fantasy. I told him I too appreciated what happened. There was a hint of invitation in my voice that I could all to easily offer my bottom to him. It scared me and excited me.


          After he left I snuggled up against my wife. She slept until midnight. She was groggy the entire drive home. She asked me to hold her after we got in bed. I knew what was bothering her, the green eyed monster called jealousy. I assured her Rick was only a passing fancy. My heart belonged to her. She took solace in the comment Rick made about her. She made me swear that I still wanted her. I did and we fell asleep together, soft tears fell from her onto my chest.


          Rick continued to call but she declined to meet with him. She was too far along with child. Besides she wanted his cock and if she couldn’t have it she saw no point. He detected something different in her voice and asked if she wanted him to call. She said she didn’t know. She was confused. He told her what she was feeling was normal. She said she knew he was right, but she needed time. To his credit Rick was patient.


          My job became incredibly easy and it was a good thing as my wife needed my undivided attention. Up until the day she delivered she insisted I eat her. Another change occurred; she dropped her pet name for me. Gay-boy was no more.


          For a while there were no more cream pies or snow balls, “I have to know it’s pussy you like, just pussy.” I didn’t press the issue as I knew what had come over her and truth be known, pussy did taste better than cum. Eating my cum was erotic because she found it so, not because it tasted especially good. Her joy juice was an entirely different matter. I did however physically miss Rick. He unleashed the truly erotic in both of us. Kissing him had been good, but it had been great knowing my wife watching. Sucking his cock was a delight; there was so much to play with and it gave me better insight as to why women sucked their men’s cocks. It wasn’t because of the taste or the ease, but the power. To have a man ejaculate down your throat makes one feel powerful, pure and simple. You have tamed the wild beast. Finally, my bottom regretted my intercourse for a week, but it too had brought me closer to what my wife felt. There is no doubt in my mind that if I possessed a vagina, she and I would have found our selves fighting over Rick. For those who’ve never been the stuckee, the bottom, the receptacle of a man’s cock that’s the closest you will ever feel to being a woman. It’s a sign of surrender, the ultimate act of submission to spread your legs for anyone.


          Chapter 19


          The Birth of Rachel


          &


          Picking up the Pieces


          On November 8th, she gave birth to a healthy girl. She’s a beauty, just like her mom, but I see a lot of her dad in her. She asked me to choose a name; the only thing that came to mind was Rachel. She asked why Rachel and I said, it starts with R. I tried to think of a girl’s name that rhymed with Rick, but I had no luck. The six of us settled into our new routine. I got to experience something I hadn’t had in six years, breast milk. Rachel on one tit and daddy on the other, but of course daddy had a finger on mommy’s clit while he sucked. We were a happy little family.


          I missed out on the September trout camp, but after Christmas my wife pushed me to go to a winter fishing camp. Of course we didn’t fish, but we did drink and swapped stories and she thought, “You need a little humiliation, to keep your ego from getting too big.” I knew what she meant. I got a year end bonus for a job well done and more importantly I was allowed to stay and reap the rewards. At work, Rick and I interacted once or twice a week, but always professionally.


          On Valentine’s Day she received two dozen roses, one from me and another from Rick. She showed me his card, “I think about you often and that special day where we gave ourselves to one another. I’ve seen pictures of her; she is a beautiful baby, just like her mom. Love, Rick.”


          His card washed away the jealousy, but I had also done my part to show her I wanted her. Now that she knew I preferred hetero to gay sex she found the idea of me being bi attractive. “As long as you don’t like it too much.” “I won’t.” I did remind her there were things we still hadn’t done with Rick. “Like what,” she asked. “We’ve both never gnawed on the bone.” She laughed at my description of sucking Rick’s cock, gnawing on the bone. “What else haven’t we done?” “I haven’t eaten you while you and he are making love?” “You mean when he’s fucking me?” “If that’s the way you want me to describe it, yes, when he’s fucking you.”


          We continued to explore our feelings. She confessed that she too missed Rick, but she feared losing me to him, “You like it too much. Rick likes it too much. I know you’re into me, but if you could have seen the lust in your eyes ¦.” I interrupted her, “It was the same lust I saw in your eyes ¦.” “I know. You handle it better than me, but then again you’re so much stronger. Look at how you handled the year we were apart. I could have never done it.” “All the sudden you’re now the weaker sex. Is that it?” “Yes.” “Let me get this clear. You want me to be jealous, but you don’t want to have those same feelings.” “Yes. I know I’m a hypocrite, but that’s me.”


          “Are you saying you want me to be bi, but not too bi?” “Yes. I want you to look like you’re uncomfortable with it, but doing it out of a sense of shame.” “Like I’m being forced.” She grew excited, “Yes, forced. I like that. Gay-boy being forced to submit to Rick.” “I could do that, but that’s not how I want to see you. I don’t want to see Rick humiliating you or hurting you. That’s not what you want is it?” “No, it’s not. Although I do like to degrade myself in front of you. Do you like that?” I felt a little warm, “Yes, but just a little.” “How do you want Rick and I to interact?” “Like lovers. I enjoy that the most.” “Really gay-boy or are you saying that because you think it’s what I want to hear?” “Really. It makes me feel so vulnerable and at the same time so aroused.” “You like feeling humiliated don’t you? To know you’re not the best, that he is. To know it’s him; his mouth, his cock, his touch I dream about.” “Yes, yes, and yes.” She was as aroused as I. We made love and she pretended I was Rick when we fucked and gay-boy when I ate her afterwards. There was a lot more malice in her voice afterwards and I loved it, “That’s it fag. Get his cum. How does a real man’s cum taste? His cock is so good gay-boy, but then again you know that. How would you like for me to tie you down and let him rape you?” “No, please don’t,” deep down hoping it would come true.


          Afterwards we were alone in bed and Rachel began to cry. I put on a robe and got her. She was wet and hungry. I brought her into the bedroom after changing her and watched my wife nurse her. I was hoping she would leave some for me. My wife held her while I got my turn and finished draining her right breast. It didn’t take me long as just like Rachel, I have a good suck.


          We put her in between us and marveled at how beautiful she was. We kept our voices low, but this was a special time in our relationship. I loved to hear her point out where she saw evidence of Rick in Rachel. It was insane but her getting pregnant had made us grow even closer together. A couple of weeks later while I was balls deep she asked if I wanted a fifth, “Not now, but maybe in a year,” she explained. I didn’t hesitate, “Yes.” It was at that point I became Rick and she implored me to impregnate her. “That’s it Rick, fill me with your seed. I love you so much. I know we can’t be together but I want to have your child.” It made the sex incredibly hot and she didn’t forget part two, the humiliation I warranted because if I had half the cock Rick had she wouldn’t be so eager to spread her legs for him. Her weakness was my fault and like a bad dog she rubbed my all too willing nose into her cunt.


          More positive changes took place as she began to dream about Rick. Sometimes she awoke and pulled me on top of her or pushed my head down wanting the fire between her thighs quenched. Other times she slept through it believing Rick was actually in our bed making love to her. It was starting to warm up; spring was a few days away and thoughts of fancy turn to love. One night after we made love and there had been no Rick in our bed just us she told me how deeply in love she was with me. I told her I felt the same way. She also confessed to another yearning and asked, “Would you tell Rick I want him to call?” I was jealous and overjoyed in the same instant. “Yes, I will.” “Are you glad?” “Do I sound happy?” “Yes.” “I am. He may be involved with another couple. You know he has rules.” We both laughed at Rick’s rules. Still he had played for a long time and his marriage hadn’t suffered from it.


          She also told me she wanted things different this time. I would get to participate, but it would be a treat. She wanted to meet with him alone, photograph their lovemaking for me to view later. She also wanted to bring him into our house. We hadn’t touched the basement room, “He might not come.” “Then again, he might. I want to be ready. Just in case.” “Is it for the three of us?” She smiled mischievously, “Sometimes, but I think I’ll keep you down there while Rick and I are up here. After he leaves you could come upstairs and find me exhausted but happy lying in the middle of a wet spot.” “Would you still be horny?” “Of course, Rick might be the entrÃƒÂ©e, but I always have room for you as dessert.”


          I told Rick in the elevator. We were alone and I didn’t need to be on guard. He inquired about her and all four girls. I told him they were doing fine and promised to bring in a picture of Rachel. At our floor I told him, “My wife told me the other night, ‘Wouldn’t it be nice if Rick called?’” He smiled, “I’ve been wanting to. I’ve just been so busy.” “I know. Us too. With the baby in the house it’s been crazy.” “Is she still nursing?” “Yes.” He smiled, another breast milk fan. “We’ll have to do lunch and discuss it all. Do you want to pick up where we left off?” “Talk to my wife. She has some ideas.” For a brief instant I wanted to stop the elevator and have him take me like a woman. Of course it was impossible. I wondered if in the future mankind would become so advanced technologically that people could change roles for a few days, just so they could experience life on the other side.


          That afternoon Rick called. My wife was ecstatic when I got home. “We talked for nearly two hours. I told him everything I felt. He said he understood. I’ll tell you more, after the kids are in bed.” She pressed her mouth against my ear, “And yes, we had phone sex.” In bed I told her about the conversation I had with him in the elevator. She then told me about her conversation. She and he agreed there was no need in the three of us meeting for lunch. She was going to spend the afternoon and evening with him Friday so she needed me to take the afternoon off.


          I had been dreading and anticipating this day. It would be sweet agony to be at home with Rachel and to later pick up the girls and the five of us spend Friday night together waiting for my wife to return from Rick. She would arrive after everyone was asleep but me. I would be waiting for her to enter the room so she could ride my face and tell me what a good time she had. Something told me I wouldn’t be allowed intercourse with her. If I were particularly good she might give me a hand job. I actually hoped I shot my wad eating her. In her mind that would be the affirmation she needed from me that everything was okay.


          It would also be proof of my incompetence as a cocksman and just one more reason she needed to impale her self on Rick’s love muscle.


          That night and for the next three she declined to make love, “It will make Friday so much better, don’t you think?” She did agree to kiss and even went so far as to let me kiss and suck her breasts, but when I put a finger against her clitoris she said, “No.” I tried to seduce her. Her breathing was ragged and I began to kiss my way down her belly headed for the promised land. I even got so far as to press my face against her pubic mound. She was dripping wet and parted her legs. Emotionally I needed her to be weak. If it was nothing for her to decline sex with me that wasn’t good. It meant Rick was so much better. It wasn’t the kind of humiliation I needed. I began to kiss her inner thighs. She had her legs wide open but still she pleaded for me to stop, “I want to wait. You’re making this so difficult. Please. I’m weak. I want you so bad right now. I won’t push you away. You have to be the strong one.” The way she sounded convinced me to go no further. She wanted me and she would have let me continue and she would have had an incredible orgasm, but the sex Friday night would be a little less sharp.


          She thanked me but insisted we keep to our sides of the bed. She accused me of being cruel, “I’m so aroused right now. You took advantage of me.” I confessed, “My cock is throbbing. You have no idea how hard it was for me to stop.” “How can you say that? I’m the one who’s dripping.” We chuckled at each other’s frustration. “I’m glad tomorrow is Friday.” “Me too.” “What are you going to wear tomorrow?” “I hadn’t thought about it.” “What do you think I should wear?” “It all depends on what you’re going to do. Are you going out to dinner, then back to the cabin?” “No, we’re staying there. He wants to grill some steaks, bake potatos.” “You probably want to dress casually, jeans.” “It’s still too cold for shorts.” “Do you think you’ll use the bed or the bearskin?” “I don’t know. Probably the bearskin. He’ll want the fire going.”


          We were on our sides a good two feet of distance between us. I could see her smiling, “Sounds like you’ve been thinking about this a lot?” “I have.” “Good. So have I. I’ll need your help tomorrow afternoon getting ready. Would you make a salad for us? Don’t forget I need to pump.” “He’s going to really enjoy tomorrow night.” Her voice sounded wistful, “I’m hoping so.” I wanted her to tell me how she pictured her evening unfolding, but I didn’t want to ask. I feared coming across as being in control when the emotion we both wanted was completely opposite. Rick controlled she and I. In turn, she controlled me. Besides, I had already created how their night would unfold in my head. All I needed is confirmation after the fact.


          She did move a little closer, but only so she could caress my face. I kissed her hand and so badly wanted to pull her to me, but I didn’t. I stared at her face in the dark. We rarely closed our bedroom curtains as our back yard offered complete privacy. A voyeur would have had a field day, but he would have had to work for his show. The moon was half full and it illuminated the room. Her beauty never fails to intrigue me. I started to put a hand out and she said, “Don’t. I want you so bad right now that if you touch me I’ll ravish you.” I told her how much it meant for me to hear her say that, “Gay-boy. I mean it with all my soul.”


          We talked some more but I got the feeling she had something to say. The caress of her hand on my face, the gentle words, reassurance I needed to hear, and the tone of her voice all hinted at a bomb about to drop, “Earlier tonight, did I hear you correctly?” “About what?” “Did you really think Rick and I were going to leave his cabin then return afterwards?” I now felt warm, but it was a good heat. “I thought you might; you’re getting there so early.” Her laugh was very quiet, but very endearing, “I see why you thought that. I’m getting there early because I don’t want the girls to see me leaving. Too many questions.” “Still, you’ll have nearly eight hours with him.” “That’s true. It is kind of like a date. We’ll do other things besides make love. He loves board games and there’s a video he wants the two of us to watch and dinner to eat. It really is more of a date. The longest I ever spent with him before when it was just he and I was three, maybe four hours.”


          “No, we won’t be leaving the cabin.” “Oh.” Her hand continued to caress my face. I put my hand on hers and kissed it. “What’s wrong?” “Nothing.” I felt so inarticulate and I was glad a half minute later when she concluded what was on my mind. “Is that how you picture Rick and I, as a couple, dating?” My voice sounded tiny, “Yes, that’s how I want to see you.” “I’m touched and a little surprised. I was thinking you were jealous.” “I’m jealous; trust me.” “Do you want Rick and I to date, to go out in public as a couple?”


          My voice was a strong whisper, “Yes.” Now she leaned closer, “Does that make it more erotic for you?” “Yes.” “I don’t know. Rick has so many rules. Tell me, did you like it when Lee and I dated?” “Yes.” “You really do get off on the humiliation. No one we know will see us.” “I know, but there’s ¦..” “Always the possibility,” she finished my sentence for me.


          “I would love to date Rick. I just know he’s a good dancer and to be honest I miss dancing.” Now I thought of earlier times when she danced with a certain much older man. “I’ll ask him if you want me to.” “I want you too.” Emotionally getting that off my chest drained me. I was happy with the outcome and immediately fell asleep. I left just as she and the kids were getting up. On the way out she commented how I looked sleeping, “Peaceful, as though a big weight had been lifted off your shoulders.”


          I was eager to begin my weekend at noon. The office was running well. It had taken me until February to get my division’s superstar promoted into a better job, but it had been worth it. Productivity stayed the same and I didn’t need a replacement as her second, a man, took charge of his team.


          I arrived home and found her sleeping. I peeked in on Rachel who must not have been as tired as her mother. She put her arms out for me and I picked her up. I let my wife sleep until 2:30. I passed the time with Rachel and made the salad. I opened the refrigerator and my wife had left a few bottles of breast milk. I fed Rachel a bottle and imagined Rick later in the evening taking nourishment from my wife’s breasts.


          She wore cups in her bras for it seemed the slightest thing could turn on the spigot and she would leak, a baby crying or feeling horny.


          I woke her up when I left to pick up the girls. She thanked me for letting her sleep, told me she loved me, and she said, “Don’t be too tired when I get home tonight.” I assured her I wouldn’t be. “Do you really think I’ll be able to sleep?” She laughed, “No, I guess not. You poor boy. It must be awful knowing I have to go elsewhere to be sexually satisfied.” I felt the burn of shame in my face and said nothing. “How does it feel to know he and I will be making love for the next 8 to 10 hours while you keep the home fires burning?” I loved the humiliation; the phrase hurts so good came to mind. “If you’re lucky I might just let you have a taste. That’s what you want isn’t it gay-boy? To lick my stretched out cunt. If you’re really good I might let you go in me, but don’t count on it. Remember after Rick I can barely feel that pathetic thing you call a cock.” “I love you dear.” “I know, but remember I love Rick.”


           


   


          Chapter 20


          Someone is Always Watching


          We ran some errands after I picked them up from school. I told them their mother was going out with a friend for the evening. They were disappointed as they enjoyed our Friday nights as a family. I promised to make it fun. I did anything and everything I could to make the evening go fast. We ate pizza for dinner, went for a walk, played Twister (they were surprised at how limber I was), watched a couple of videos, and after Rachel went to sleep and they were dressed for bed I read them stories.


          I tucked all three into their beds. My oldest told me she was glad I was home, “I never want you to leave again.” “Then I won’t.” She was now 11 and of the four the most insightful. “Where did mommy go tonight?” “Out with a friend.” “Is she on a date?” “Why?” “Is she with a boy?” I hesitated before answering, “Yes, but that doesn’t mean it’s a date.” “Yes, it does.” “They’re just friends.” “She was friends with Mr. Lee but when they went out she called it a date.” “She did?” “Yes.” I smiled, “Then I guess she’s on a date.” She asked who he was. “You don’t know him.” “But, what’s his name?” I decided to tell her, “Mr. Rick.” “Is he nice?” “Yes.” “Is he old?” “Older than your mommy and me. Yes, he’s a granddad.” “Does he have a wife?” “Yes.” Does she know he’s on a date with mommy?” “I don’t know. You sure do ask a lot of questions.”


          “Daddy, why don’t you go on dates?” “I don’t know. I guess I could, but who would stay home with you and your sisters?” She thought for a minute, “We could have a babysitter.” “Do you want daddy to go on a date?” “No, just mommy.” “Do you think she’s having fun?” “Yes.” “What do you think they are doing?” “Nothing. Playing games. Rick likes backgammon.” “Why didn’t you go with them?” “I didn’t want to. I felt like staying home with you and your sisters. I might go with them next time.”


          She wasn’t through, “Daddy, do you think Mr. Rick kisses mommy?” “No, I don’t think so. Why do you ask?” “Mommy told me that’s what happens on dates.” “Those are different kinds of dates; they’re just friends.” “She kissed Mr. Lee and they were just friends.” “How do you know she kissed Mr. Lee?” “I saw them.” “You did?” “Yes.” “I’m sure they kissed like I kiss you goodnight, a quick peck on the lips.” “Daddy, they didn’t kiss like that. They kissed like people do in the movies.”


          My libido I pushed aside and my concern as a father took over, “Did it bother you?” “Yes.” I held her hand, “It shouldn’t. It didn’t bother me.” “It was kind of gross.” “Why was it gross? Cause it wasn’t me and mommy?” “No, it’s just gross.” She then imitated a man and woman kissing. “It’s disgusting.” I was happy hearing those words. “I’ll make sure you never see mommy kissing anyone like that again, even me.” “You can; it’s still gross, but you’re her husband.” “Did you like it when Mr. Lee and mommy went out?” “It was okay. We had a nice babysitter.” “Did you like Mr. Lee?” “No, he didn’t like us; he just liked mommy.” “Mr. Rick is different; he likes kids. If you ever meet him you’ll see why he’s our friend.” “Is he your friend too?” “Oh yes.” She giggled uncontrollably, “Do you kiss him too?” “No, silly. You are such a goose.” I kissed her forehead goodnight, “Go to sleep.”


          She turned onto her side and looked so peaceful. On the way out of the room she said, “Daddy, I love you.” “I love you too. See you in the morning.” “When Mommy comes home, would you tell her to kiss me goodnight?” “I will.” “Promise?” “I promise.”


          My conversation with her made the wait pass quickly. I could have denied everything, but in retrospect I was glad I hadn’t. Based on what she witnessed between Lee and my wife she would have known I was lying. It was imperative that I accompany Mommy so she could see for herself that there was nothing out of the ordinary going on. Mr. Rick was a friend to both of us. I would ask my wife tomorrow about her getting caught kissing Lee. I knew she would have a good explanation and didn’t want to worry me. I felt we were on a tightrope and needed to be careful. We would land in the net, but everyone else around us would hit the ground. I thought of Rick’s wife, his children, and grandkids. I thought about my own. We needed to be careful.


          I was awake, in the nude, and lying under the covers when I heard the garage door open announcing her arrival. It was 12:35. I had the curtains pulled open and was enjoying the evening sky and thinking about my wife. I hope her evening had gone well. I lit a candle when I heard the door from the house to the garage open. I heard her shuffling around downstairs and my heart began to race. I then heard her go up the stairs. I heard her make the rounds of each bedroom checking on the girls one last time. Even with a vagina full of cum and eager to sit on my face her maternal instinct was still there.


          She opened the door. She smiled. “Good, you’re awake.” She closed the door and locked it. She asked how the evening went. “Good, the girls kept me busy, but I still had plenty of time to think.” “I bet it was tough waiting.” “It was.” She pulled her shirt over head and dropped it to the floor. “Rick and I had a lovely time.” She undid her bra. Her nipples were distended and beads of milk were clearly visible. She ran her fingertip over a nipple catching the milk. She then licked her finger clean, “You’re not the only one who likes breast milk.” I wasn’t looking forward to the day she would stop.


          “What did you do?” “Silly boy, what do you think we did? We made love and yes, it was good, damn good. We took lots of pictures for you.” “I missed you.” She didn’t say she missed me but said, “That’s sweet.” She kicked her shoes off then undid her pants and pulled them off and kicked them into a corner. She was now in her panties and socks. She wore white panties and it was erotic to see her black bush through them. Her hair looked matted. I couldn’t wait for her to pull them off. “I’ll be back.” She went into the bathroom. I heard her open then close a drawer. She returned half-a-minute later.


          “Were you good tonight?” “Yes, very.” “Did you?” “No, I swear. I didn’t masturbate.” “Good, because if you did ¦.” “I know. You would have to punish me.” “That’s right.” She pulled the covers off of me. “That’s what I like to see. Pity you’re not very big, but I’m still horny and horny women can’t be picky.” In the bathroom she has cut a slit in her panties. She left them on. She climbed on top of me and guided me in. She wanted me over-stimulated and rode me hard from the second I was all the way in her. “I can’t feel you.” I of course came as she urged me not to, “Don’t come.” She sound exasperated, “Rick could teach you so much. You have no self control.” I’m breathing hard, feeling drained, but rest is the furthest thing I want at that moment, “I know. I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.”


          “You don’t really get off on women do you gay-boy?” “That’s not true. I love women.” “You’re going to have to prove it. How about eating my pussy? If you don’t like it, there’s plenty of cum in there and we both know you how much you like sperm, don’t we?” I am crimson with shame as she slowly makes her up my torso and onto my face. On her knees she straddles my face. “Maybe you can tell the difference between his and yours. His is sweet like candy. I’m sure most of it’s dripped out, but you can lick it from my panties.”


          I begin to eat her and the humiliation continues for another minute or two, “Get it gay-boy. Lick all that cum from me. I think you do like pussy.” “I do. I swear it. I love your pussy.” “Good, it’s all yours. I feel so stretched gay-boy.” At some point she decided the role playing had gone on long enough and now it was she and I. Her words were kind and full of praise, “You eat me better than anyone, even Rick. I love your tongue. I hope you never get tired of eating me.” “I promise. I won’t.” “Make love to me like you did the first time.” Her juices were draining down the sides of my face, my chin and down my neck when she came.


          It was good, damn good. She rolled off of me, exhausted, but eating her had brought my cock back to life. I pulled her panties down and she lifted her buttocks to help me. Soon I was in her and we made love. Neither of us took very long to climax. She petted herself while I pumped. Through it all we kissed and told each other how much we loved the other. Afterwards she got up and went to pee while I washed my face and genitals. She threw a nightgown on and we climbed back in bed. We cuddled and as I nursed at her breasts she told me of her evening.


          It was very much like a date except they never left his cabin. They made love, ate dinner, made love, drank a bottle of wine, had dessert, made love, rested, woke up and made love, engaged in lots of pillow talk which she found to be incredibly emotional and erotic, and even found time to play a round or two of backgammon, in the nude of course, on the bearskin. She confessed that it had been everything she thought it would be, “Even though I knew you were here waiting, a part of me wanted to fall asleep in his arms and wake up in the morning beside him. Am I wrong for feeling that way?” It hurt to hear that, but I expected it, “No, you love him. We both know it.” “I know, but I love you too.” “You love us differently. I’m the comfortable shoe; he’s the new pair.” “That’s not it. I feel very comfortable with both of you. I could very easily have two husbands.” “You could?” “Yes. I love waking up in your arms and I would love waking up in his.” “It’s not possible.” “I know. I just like to pretend. You don’t mind if I pretend do you?” “No, I don’t mind.” I hugged her close to me. She rested her head on my chest and her hand held my cock. “I love you so much. There’s no one I could share my feelings with like I can with you.” “Not even with Rick?” “No, he doesn’t understand. It’s all a game for him.”


          Sunday night my oldest reminded us both of how precious innocence is and how easily it can be lost. We let her stay up later than her other sisters. We did this to reward her for being extra good or to remind her she is the oldest. The three of us sat on the couch and listened to her read aloud. Rachel was nursing at my wife’s breast. My oldest was through reading and out of the blue she asked her mother, “Mommy, who’s Mr. Rick?” Caught totally off guard, my normally cool wife blushed crimson, “Who’s Mr. Rick?” She looked at me and said, “Daddy said you and Mr. Rick were on a date last night.” My wife cast me a look that was pure ice. “That’s not what I said. You asked where mommy was and I told you she was visiting a friend. You asked who the friend was and I told you it was Mr. Rick. I didn’t say she was on a date.” I felt the ice thaw, but now my oldest dragged her mother into the middle, “Mommy, didn’t you say when you went out with Mr. Lee you were going on a date?”


          Caught my wife began to back pedal. She talked slowly and I knew she was careful in her choice of words. “It’s what grownups call it; we just went out.” “Then why didn’t you say so we’re going out?” “I don’t know.” She looked to me for help. “Sometimes parents use the wrong words when they try to explain something.” She said, “I understand now. How come Daddy doesn’t go out?” “One of us needs to stay home, but sometimes he goes out.” “What did you and Mr. Rick do last night?” “We had dinner and we talked.” “Did you play games?” “Yes, we did.”


          It was hard not to have mixed feelings. I could see my wife fighting arousal as she explained keeping company with Mr. Rick. The real bombshell burst a minute later, “Mommy, does Mr. Rick kiss you?” I couldn’t say anything, but look at the floor. My wife squirmed, changed breasts for Rachel to nurse at which was another mistake as it brought her breasts into our oldest child’s focus. “No, Mr. Rick doesn’t kiss me.” “Why not? Do you like him?” “I like him very very much. So does your daddy.” “If you like him why don’t you kiss him like you did Mr. Lee?”


          She didn’t say anything for a minute. I could tell she was thinking of telling a lie, but she didn’t. She instead asked, “Did you see Mommy and Mr. Lee kiss?” “Yes.” “How did we kiss?” She put her arms together and mimicked a couple engaged in a heated embrace. “Like movie stars kiss.” Now I felt compelled to wade in, “Isn’t it time for you to go to bed? You sure ask a lot of questions, but that’s okay. She looked sad that I was sending her to bed. “Daddy are you mad at me?” “No, precious I’m not.” “Are you mad at Mommy for kissing Mr. Lee?” “No, I’m not. You didn’t do anything wrong telling me, but it needs to be our secret. It’s sort of embarrassing for Mommy. She thought it was a secret; she didn’t want anyone to know.” “Why?” “Just because.” “Are you still friends with Mr. Lee after he kissed Mommy?” “Yes, we’ve been friends a long time.” “Will you be friends with Mr. Rick if he and Mommy kiss?” “Yes, but don’t worry they won’t.” Now my wife made things more interesting, “If we kiss it will only be a little one, not a movie star one.”


          Tired of 20 questions, she yawned and this time didn’t protest when I sent her to bed. She did ask her mother to walk her upstairs and tuck her in. I played with Rachel who was fighting to not nod off. Twenty minutes later my wife came downstairs. She sat down with me and said, “She thought she was in trouble for telling you what she saw. I told her she wasn’t. She wanted to know why I kissed Mr. Lee. I told her while Daddy was gone, Mommy needed a friend. She missed Daddy so much she let Mr. Lee pretend he was Daddy.” “You didn’t.” “I did.” “How could you?” “It was easy and it beats lying.” “How are you going to explain Mr. Rick to the girls?” “You worry too much. She won’t ask any more questions; trust me.” “And if she does?” “We’ll figure something out.”


          She looked at Rachel who was fast asleep, “She’s out.” She stretched her arms and thrust out her chest. She was also braless and her nipples were hard. She faked a yawn, “Come to bed with me. I’m feeling a little frisky.” We put Rachel to bed and no sooner were we behind closed doors than we were tearing each other’s clothes off. The humiliation of being caught had turned her on and the humiliation that my daughter knew Mr. Lee had french kissed my wife and was now dating Mr. Rick had aroused me.


          Throughout our lovemaking my wife called me Mr. Lee or Mr. Rick or commented about being caught kissing Mr. Lee. It also emboldened her to the idea of the kids meeting Mr. Rick. “Just think they won’t understand but in fifteen or twenty years the light bulb will come on and they will realize just how special Mommy’s friendship with Mr. Rick was. “Don’t you think it could backfire and they would hate you?” “Why?” “Because they love me. For cheating on Daddy.” She grew quiet. I had rained on her parade. “You’re right I suppose.” “Suppose?” “Think about it. Rick would be appalled at us for being so careless.”


          “You got aroused too.” “I did, but we need to learn from this. No more mistakes.”


          We cuddled and talked about it like two adults. We discussed ways to prevent our girls from knowing, but we also admitted it had been awfully arousing having our oldest grill us. By the time we were done talking we were both so horny that my wife insisted we sixty-nine.


          Chapter 21


          We Set Limits


          At work the next week, Rick and I rode the elevator up to work. He commented on how enjoyable his Friday had been, but next time he hoped she would bring me. He also shared with me another insight, “I can see why you fell in love with her. She’s one of those people it’s hard not to.” I liked hearing it but also felt alarm, “Are you in love with her?” He smiled as if he had been asking himself the same question, “Well, yes. I guess I am. Just a little.” He seemed more cheerful having acknowledged that fact to me aloud. Our elevator stopped and we parted company. I had so many questions to ask, “When did you know you were in love with her? What about your wife? Is what you’re telling me part of the role or something real? Do you understand her feelings for you are real? It was good I didn’t for it would have been pointless. If it was part of the game he was in role and what he confided in me would be all lies. If it were true I would hear the same words. I would never be able to separate fact from fiction. All I could rely on was what he told us initially; he would play whatever role we wanted. The role my wife and I wanted was a man who loved her, torn between his desire for her and his sense of duty to his wife of more than 30 years. We both wanted their time together to be syrupy with romance.


          That evening in bed I told my wife about my conversation with Rick. She liked what he said, but said, “He’s just saying that; he doesn’t mean it.” “What if he does?” She smiled, “I would be very happy, but it would make things too complicated.” “How would they get complicated?” “What if he wants me to leave you?” I must have looked as pale as I felt. “Don’t worry sweetie.” “I worry. I know you love him.” “I love you too. You’ll just have to get used to sharing me.” “I already have.” “No, I mean really sharing me. If he leaves his wife I’ll invite him to stay with us. We’ll see how it works.” “Where will he sleep?” “I don’t know, in our bed or in the basement. It won’t matter. We’ll all have to make some adjustments.” “Aren’t you afraid of he and I being around each other all the time?” She smiled, but looked a little sad too, “Like I said, we’ll all have to make some adjustments; that includes me.”


          Rick called my wife later in the week, but he insisted despite her protests that I tag along. She wasn’t unhappy, but preferred keeping us apart. Our oldest asked where we were going and we told her to visit our friend Rick. She liked the idea that he was both our friends. Mr. Lee was in her subconscious, but again buried. “Will I get to meet Mr. Rick?” My wife answered, “Yes, one day.”


          The humiliation was exponentially more intense and decidedly not my cup of tea. My wife had talked to Rick a lot about humiliating me and unlike what he professed he had no qualms about degrading me. It was cruel. My wife loved it. He began by having me sit in the chair and then he stood in front of me unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He slapped me in the face with his cock and made me beg for it. Throughout the time I sucked him he would pull his cock out of my mouth and slap me in the face with it calling me a variety of names all of them meant to hurt. I did my best to play along and at one point I felt him caress the sides of my face as I performed fellatio. His voice was no longer harsh, “That feels good. Stop.” He pushed my head away and his cock actually made a popping sound as it left my mouth. I thought the worst was over, but I was sadly mistaken.


          He looked at me and began to strip. My wife had already peeled her clothes off and was waiting on the bed for him. He looked at me showing off his manhood and said, “Now, you’re going to watch a real man make love to your wife.” My wife eagerly pulled him down and hissed at me, “He’s such a fag. I don’t even know if he likes women anymore. The only time he wants to eat me is when I’m full of cum.” They fucked like a pair of bucking broncos, no tenderness, just lots of heated thrusting. She seemed to enjoy herself more than he. She praised the virtues of his lovemaking throughout their 25 minute fuck and moaned aloud, “How could I have ever thought I was satisifed?” He made her beg for his cock, stopping every few minutes, “Please, fuck me Rick. Don’t stop.” He would start up again, the stop and have her beg some more, “Tell me who you love more, him or me.” “Don’t make me choose Rick.” “You have no choice. Choose.” “Oh Rick, I love you more.” “I don’t believe you.” “ Believe me. I swear it.”


          My cock had shriveled up inside of me. I wanted to cry but didn’t. After they were done they looked at me and it was my wife who knew she had taken it too far. I walked past them and went outside and sat on the porch. My wife came outside a few minutes later, a t-shirt and nothing else on, “I’m sorry. Come back inside.” “That’s okay. Go back to Rick. I know you’re telling the truth.” “I’m not. I swear. I thought that’s what you wanted.” “Well, it’s not.”


          She coaxed me back inside. Rick offered me a drink and apologized blaming the excesses on my wife, “I’m just an actor.” Now I lashed at him, “When you said you had fallen in love with my wife was that an act? Or that you were thinking of leaving your wife? My wife has fallen in love with you, but she’s afraid of you and I pushing her out of the picture.” Now he burst out laughing. He looked at her, “Is that what you think? You’re that insecure.” She nodded yes.


          He told me to leave the room and, “Make us a round of Irish coffee. And take off your clothes.” I got busy in the kitchen. I made my wife a hot tea and poured a little whiskey in her mug. I took off my clothes and stared at my body in the window’s reflection. I had a nice body, very trim, not too hairy, and I had a nice cock, a little over six inches. I had a nice face. I was no Rick, but I wasn’t yesterday’s leftovers. I also knew that I was a good lover, not an adequate or good, but a capital G-O-O-D lover. I brought the tray of drinks into the bedroom where Rick and my wife were under the covers.


          He was fucking her, slowly pumping in and out of her vagina. They were kissing each other passionately and she was apologizing for her behavior and telling him it wouldn’t happen again. “You love him and I’m not jealous.” “I know. I’m so sorry.” “You have no reason to be insecure. Who did you make your last baby with?” “You.” “And who will you make your next baby with?” “You.” “That’s right. I’m not going anywhere. I can love more than one person and so can you.” She was blubbering the entire time.


          It was better than any erotic movie I had ever seen. The tears running down her face were real. He was caressing her face telling her he forgave her. She was frantic with worry, but her pelvis was rocking in motion with his cock, “I’m so sorry.” “Enough talk,” he cooed, “It’s in the past.” The blanket covered them; only their heads were visible. I sat and drank my coffee laced with whiskey and watched. I wanted desperately to masturbate, but didn’t. I looked at my cock; it was leaking a steady drip of precum.


          She and he never looked at me; they were so into each other I might as well not have existed. Two lovers making up after a bad fight. Now I knew how my wife and I looked when we made love after a heated argument. The tears flowed, the kisses were hungry, the orgasms were so intense, just like Rick and my wife.


          After they orgasmed, they lay together and cuddled. Rick beckoned me to the bed. He pulled out of my wife and said, “Make love to her. She needs to know you forgive her.” She had her arms outstretched and was already crying, “I’m so sorry. Don’t leave me. You’re my best friend. I don’t want to lose you over this. I’m sorry I’m so jealous.” I joined her in crying and together we shared a good cry as we sloppily yet tenderly made love. The crying took the edge off my erection which was a good thing. Rick petted her as we fucked; I could feel his hand between our bellies as we thrust together. Her cunt did feel loose and that too was good; too tight and I would have lost it the moment I entered her.


          In between tears I forgave her and she swore she never meant any of those words, “It was my idea for you to become bi. I’m not ashamed of you. I know you love my pussy. I just got so jealous.” When she came I experienced another first; she bit my shoulder hard enough to draw blood and she raked my back with her nails. She felt horrible for wounding me, but her orgasm had been so intense such a release of emotions that she couldn’t help herself. She later told me the same urge hit her with Rick and because she couldn’t mark him it considerably took the edge off of her orgasm.


          Rick stared in wonder, “My God man, she’s marked you.” My chest was heaving. I was drained for you see I desperately loved my wife. I needed her to desperately love me. The bite and the scratches were the signs I needed. I had a strange reaction after making love to her in that I didn’t want to be held. My pain was still there. My wife tried to hold me, but it was Rick who calmed me. “Come on. Get over it.” He massaged my shoulders while my wife clasped her legs around me pinning me inside her. I eventually laid down and nursed at my wife’s breast, glad they were producing milk. She caressed my scalp while Rick got up. I started to get up, but my wife said, “He’ll be back.” He returned and put medicine on the scratches. “Let me look at your shoulder.” He cleaned it with alcohol, then applied iodine. He looked at my wife in amazement. “A little deeper and he would have needed stitches. I hope it doesn’t get infected.” “It’s all right. I’ll heal.” I was now in between the two of them; the three of us naked our backs to the headboard. My wife and Rick were drinking their now tepid whiskey laced coffee and tea.


          “Jealousy can ruin what we have if we let it. I almost got dressed and left because I was disappointed in what was happening. The two of you need to ask yourselves what you want from me and from each other.” He pointed to my wife and said, “You’re jealous of your husband, but it’s unnecessary. I’m not here to break up anyone’s marriage. I do have very strong feelings for you and some feelings for your husband. He and I connect on a different plane just like you and I connect.”


          He looked at me and asked, “Do you want to be humiliated?” I thought about it and said, “Just a little.” “Then you need to tell her your limits beforehand, not after.” To my wife he asked, “Do you really want your husband to be bi?” “Yes.” “Then you will have to get used to sharing him.” “Do you enjoy humiliating him?” She nodded yes. She looked ready to cry. “Have you always felt that way?” She nodded no. “Why now?” Her voice cracked, “I don’t want to share him. I want him all for me. I thought if I made him dislike you ¦” “Do you think he would let you and I continue seeing each other if he disliked me?” “No.” “That’s right. He would give you an ultimatum and you would have to choose. Is that what you want?” “No.” “Neither do I. I want the three of us to share. I clicked with you in a very special way, but if you can’t be mature enough to share I want it to end.”


          Rick finished his drink, turned to me, and said, “I want to make love to you.” To my wife he told her, “I want you in bed with us.” The three of us scooted down on the bed and Rick began to kiss me. He had an arm on my wife and the three of us were hugging and alternated who we kissed. Rick’s voice was hoarse when he told my wife to get a towel and lubricant. She came back and he told her to prepare me. I opened my legs and she gently greased my bottom. I could feel Rick’s cock against my side as we continued to kiss. “Now me.” She applied the lubricant to his cock. He got on top of me and asked her to guide him in. I had forgotten just how big he was. He went slow going a little deeper each time. My anus felt stretched to the point of tearing but I would have screamed no if he stopped. My rectum felt full. My wife and I made out as Rick fucked me. At one point he stopped and each of us took a breast in our mouth.


          A minute or so later Rick got on his knees and pushed my wife’s head down, “Suck him.” He picked me up by my buttocks and with my legs wrapped around his midsection he drove his bone in and out of me while my wife slowly brought my cock to life. I came in her mouth and it wasn’t another minute before he came in me. He pulled out and just like last time I felt my rectum spasm but I stayed in place knowing it wouldn’t last. Besides I wanted to hold my wife. She told me, “You looked so beautiful.” I thanked her and we kissed. “May I feel you?” “Sure.” I opened my legs for her and felt her fingertips caressed my swollen anus. She pushed one, two, then three fingers in. “You’re so open.” She added a fourth.


          He came back and told us to take a shower together. We did. I went down on her in the shower. Rick came in and watched me eat her. Afterwards he commented, “You’re the most oral individual I’ve ever met.”


          It wasn’t late, but he thought he should be going. My wife pleaded with him to stay. She was now the one in the middle. I went and got everyone drinks. When I came back she and he were asleep, her head resting on his chest, her breasts pressed against his arm. I snuggled against her and pressed my front side against her back side. I cradled a breast; she cradled his cock. We slept until midnight when his alarm went off.


          We all three dressed, hugged, and kissed goodbye. I still wasn’t quite comfortable with my new role and offered to shake his hand when my wife said, “He’s your lover. Kiss him.” He kissed her next, promised he would call her and told her he thinks of her constantly. She looked skeptical, but happy. It might not have been true, but he always sounded so earnest. He told her he loved her. To me he just said, “I had a great time. See you at work.”


          We went home and after taking the babysitter home crawled into bed. She was quiet but very physical. She wanted to be held and she commented favorably on my chest and how comfortable it was to rest her head on. She toyed with my cock and said, “It’s just the right size.” “For what?” I teased. “For everything. You certainly didn’t have a problem making babies with me. And it’s so much fun to suck.” I knew she was overcompensating but I didn’t care; it felt good to know she cherished me. I fell asleep to her saying, “I love you. I’m so sorry.”


          I had to wear a shirt around the house for weeks as we didn’t want the girls to see my scratches or bite. Rick called my wife during that time, but he prefaced his phone calls with being busy but he was always in the mood to talk and to engage in phone sex. I was glad she shared her conversations with me as I was still having trouble dealing with her love for him. I knew she loved me, but I knew she loved him with an even greater intensity.


          Chapter 22


          Friends and Lovers


          My relationship with him would never bear the same fruit and in all honesty I was glad. I preferred it to be more sexual, the kind of sex good friends have. Love would make it too complicated. A month since our last date he invited us on another one. What we experienced that night was great. My wife and I did gnaw on his bone together, but only to get it erect. Afterward we experienced another fantasy, for me to eat her while he fucked her doggy style. Before he went in her she warned us that she was going to be nasty. We told her to go for it.


          I did some licking, but mainly I watched as he went in and out of her. My hands and his squeezed her breasts. At one point he had her breasts and I was twisting her nipples. She did get nasty and called herself his whore and me her little gay cuck. “It feels so good to have a real man in me with a man size cock. That’s it. Fuck your whore. I’m such a slut.” And on it went to a very good end. He pulled out and I thought I would get the pie but he said, “Don’t move.” He buried his face between her cheeks and rooted for his cum. It was incredibly erotic being underneath her. She took a pillow and placed it across my legs and rested while he ate her. I had my head turned sideways and her pubis was resting on it. I could feel his hot breath and hear his tonguing as he ate her. “That’s it Rick, get all of your cum. Pretend it’s my husband’s. So hot to know you’re bi.” After she came she begged him to kiss her. I was still on the bottom. She moved to the side and now I felt two lips on my organ. It was Rick. I didn’t take long to orgasm and now he snowballed my cum with my wife. She swallowed commenting on how good her husband tasted.


          Rick made sure we talked afterwards. We all agreed that the night had been fun. My wife did ask me if she and Rick could make love just by themselves, “Not all the time.” I knew she was getting better about sharing, but it would remain difficult. “Sure.” She was so happy with my answer I detected tears in the corners of her eyes.


          It was an hour or so later when she asked me to give she and Rick some privacy. I closed the door behind me and masturbated while listening to their lovemaking. Like turtle doves I thought the way they coo. It was more good than bad hearing them tell each other I love you countless times, but it was getting easier for me to handle. Besides the sounds of her lovemaking were so incredibly hot when she was with Rick that it was simple to overlook the emotion that came with it. I came first followed by her then him.


          She did call me in afterwards, but it was to watch him eat his cream pie. She said, “I like you watching me when I orgasm, just not all the time.”


          For the next year we continued to meet with Rick. Sometimes he and I made love, but mainly it was he and my wife. He did like my blowjobs and it felt good to be praised for my cock sucking. I had to admit kissing him was good, but sucking his dick really aroused me. Most of the time I wasn’t rewarded with a blast of cum down my throat or a good pounding; he saved those for my wife. She even teased me, “You inflate while I deflate.” The best times were when he and I tag teamed her. It made her hotter than a firecracker to have me mount her as soon as he pulled out or vice versa. She called it our version of a gang bang.


          Rachel was 17 months old when my wife asked me if I still wanted a fifth. My job was cush. I had gotten another raise. I didn’t hesitate, “Yes.” She was so excited. Our sex life didn’t stop with Rick; we were still very much into each other, but Rick’s involvement with us heightened the pleasure. She told me to break the news to Rick. She thought it was cute that our daily interaction consisted of a one or two minute conversation in the elevator. I explained, “We’re men. We don’t need hours to share our feelings.” “But, you like to cuddle with me.” “Yes, but that’s different. If Rick and I were an item, we wouldn’t be cuddling; trust me. Fishing and drinking beer yes, but cuddling no.” She liked that, “I guess you’re not as gay as I thought.”


          I passed the news to Rick; he was ecstatic. He told me to let her know he would be honored. He thanked me. “You have no idea what this means to me.” “Rick, I do. Remember I’m a father too.” He hugged me and for a second I thought he was going to kiss me, but he didn’t.


          My wife and Rick continued to talk and engage in phone sex. I came home one night and found my wife setting an extra place at the table for dinner. “Are we having company?” She smiled, “Rick. I’m fertile.”


          I smiled at her. She kissed me, “I love you so much. Thanks for letting me live my dreams.” “You’re welcome. Just don’t forget they’re my dreams too.” “I promise. I won’t.” I grabbed a beer and went out on the back porch. It was a beautiful spring day. I was torn between wanting to make a baby with her and wanting Rick to make a baby with her. In the end my kinky side won.


          My daughters got to meet Mr. Rick and Rick got to hold his daughter for the first time. It took her a while to warm up to him. She kept asking for me, her daddy. The girls all liked Rick. It was obvious he had been a good father and was now a very good grandfather. I wondered how his wife didn’t know and decided she just didn’t want to know. She too was an actress; the role he played for her was dutiful husband.


          It was a school night and the girls went to bed early. The three of us sat around and waited. Around ten we were certain everyone was asleep. My wife took Rick by the hand and I watched them go up the stairs. She whispered something in his ear and he answered, “Yes.” She came back down the stairs to me, her face beaming. “He’s spending the night. I made the bed in the basement for you. And don’t worry, he’ll leave before the girls get up. Before I forget, I have another surprise. The baby monitor is hooked up. I want you to hear everything.”


          I don’t know who got in bed first, Rick and my wife or me. All three of us lived our dreams that night; Rick had the pleasure and privilege of making love to my wife and impregnating her. My wife got to have a second baby with Rick, but this time was so much better because he was hers all night long. He was her lover, not a stud service. I too had my dream fulfilled. I got to listen as my wife and Rick made love and made a baby. I don’t know who was more exhausted the next day, Rick from making love all night or me from masturbating while he made love.


          Just to be safe at five I went upstairs and woke the two lovers. She and he came downstairs. She was giddy with me and giddy with Rick. We drank coffee and hot tea and they briefly told me how good it was. Rick told her he needed a shower before work and she accompanied him upstairs. I went back downstairs and just as I thought they fucked one last time in the shower. I hoped I had his stamina when I was his age.


          Two weeks later she missed her period. We bought an EPT test and confirmed Fertile Myrtle was indeed preggo. Rick was pleased that he still had it. He asked if I was as happy this time and I said, “Maybe even more. I know you now as my friend; back then you were my boss.” “Don’t forget and your lover.” “It’s been so long Rick ¦” “I know, but I haven’t forgotten. I still think about you.” “I think about you too.”


          I confessed that the night he made a baby with my wife I had dreamt he came to me afterwards and we made love. He smiled, “I had that same dream.” We knew it would never be. My wife was jealous of both men in her life. She worried too much about losing us to each other. She controlled our time together, but deep down I didn’t mind. It was good she worried. I would have been frantic if she didn’t. She still enjoyed her fantasy life with Rick, but even she confided that there was no future, “He loves his wife too much. It’s just an act with him.” I would see she was down and cheer her up, “I don’t know about that. Just this morning in the elevator he told me how much he loves you.” Her face would beam, “Really? He said that.” “Yes.” I thought to myself what a romantic and I loved her all the more for it.


          My wife’s jealousy slowly abated. We seldom went to Rick’s cabin; instead, he came over every ten to fourteen days. The routine was the same; after the kids went to bed they went upstairs and I went down. I would listen to them make love. Quite often my wife would come down to the basement and she and I would make love. Other times she came down and brought me upstairs to our bedroom where I would use my mouth to arouse Rick so he could fuck her. Once he was hard she would ask me to get off the bed and sit in the chair and watch. I wouldn’t hold off any more, but masturbate to the two of them making love. After I came, then they came. She would motion me to the bed and implore me to go down on her, “Gay-boy. Make love to me like the first time.”


          If Rick didn’t stay the night, she would cuddle up with me afterwards and ask me if I still got hot watching she and Rick make love. She would then describe how intense her orgasm was seeing me masturbate. She also confessed she really got off to me eating her afterwards, but felt bad because she knew Rick liked that too.


          It was December, just a couple of days before Christmas. The kids had gone to bed early and the three adults had been sitting around. My wife was swollen with child days away from her due date. We were hoping for a Christmas baby. Just like with Rachel she had wanted its sex to remain a surprise. She had sat there the entire night while Rick and I pampered her. I felt like she was always looking at me. Towards the end of the evening, she whispered something to Rick. He looked really surprised. She said, “Yes. I’m sure.” He kissed her and walked over to me. He put his hand out and said, “Come on.” He took me down to the basement. Later she told me she had planned it all day long. It had hit her several weeks ago that she was foolish to be jealous. She decided then and there to give us each other as her Chistmas gift. She reversed the transmitter and receiver for the baby monitor and went upstairs to listen.


          She didn’t masturbate, but did enjoy listening to her two gay-boys make love. She told me later that I moan like a woman. She meant it and I took it as a compliment. Rick didn’t spend the night but before I went to sleep that night, my wife asked me to eat her, “Let me know you like the taste of pussy.” Her stomach swollen to the size of a basketball I ate her to orgasm. Afterwards she pleaded with me to fuck her, “Make love to me. Please. I need to know your cock still prefers my pussy to Rick’s ass.” She was happy with the outcome. Her two orgasms triggered contractions and we anxiously waited to see if we would be going to the hospital.


          It turned out she didn’t give birth until the 30th. Another easy delivery and another baby girl; some might call me cursed but I consider myself blessed. All girls, but all healthy. I asked her if she had a name picked out. She did; she had taken my name and feminized it. I must have looked shocked. She smiled at having fooled me. Our daughter was big, nearly nine pounds. “Rick’s not the only actor. I did want a fifth, but I wanted her to be yours. I was already pregnant when Rick and I did it.” “Did Rick know?” “Of course; he loved the whole idea.” “I had no idea.” “Are you happy?” “I am.” I then told her about the feelings I had the night I thought they conceived. “I knew it. Deep down I knew you wanted to be the one to make a baby with me.” We talked and I told her I loved Rachel with all my soul. She said, “I know you do. Who says I’m stopping at five? How about Rick fathers number six?” “Okay.” She kissed me and said, “I love you gay-boy.” “I love you too.”
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