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Chapter One

 


“What’s the matter?” Miranda asked, wrapping an arm around James’ waist and looking up at him with sparkling blue eyes.
 

James tried to work through the heavy feeling that had settled on him. He couldn’t quite dig deep enough to find the root of it. “I don’t know. Something about moving home, I guess,” he said, glancing down at her, eyes lingering on the pleasant curve of her hip.
 

“Not having second thoughts, are you?” she asked.
 

James shook his head. “Nah. Or…well, maybe.”
 

Her smile wilted. “Really? I thought you were all in on this?”
 

James had thought so, too. It had made so much sense. Miranda’s writing income was finally enough for them to cut the cord and leave the city. They’d dreamed of that for years. Handing in his resignation at Carter Logistics had been one of the happiest days of his life. What, then, was this creepy feeling gnawing at him now that they were finally here? “Feels weird to be home, I guess,” James said.
 

Miranda gave him a squeeze. “Want to talk about it?”
 

He did. It always felt better when they talked through whatever was on his mind. This? This was a little more difficult. “I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head.
 

Miranda raised an eyebrow. “Really?” she asked.
 

James sighed and ran a palm along the back of his neck. He’d thought the past was behind him. Water under the bridge. He was a grown man now, for god’s sake's. Not the dorky kid he’d been growing up in this tiny village. “I think I forgot just how small this place was. Everybody knows everybody else. Everyone’s up in each other’s business.”
 

Miranda turned to face him, concern spreading across her expression. “I think I know what you mean,” she said.
 

James turned his head to meet her gaze. “You do?”
 

She nodded. “Uh-huh. I used to feel like that going home. It’s a strange…kind of hollow feeling.” Her eyes focused on some point in the distance as she reminisced. “Things used to mean so much when you were younger. Carried so much more weight, right? Then you get back and think you’ve done all this living and growing, that you’ve got yourself figured out and then pow! Just like that you’re this kid again. Remembering things you used to be scared of. Things you used to just hate. People who…” She left the sentence hanging.
 

The feeling solidified inside James. From what she’d said. Because that had been the thing that started all this. All this worry had started with a person. Did she know? Had she sensed it? She couldn’t know. The secret was his and he’d never shared it with anyone.
 

But here it seemed to linger. Down on Main street by the pool hall Andy and Tom had taken him to after he’d found out. From her damned sister, of all people.
 

“People who knew you,” Miranda went on, “people who saw you go through those terrible, awkward years. People who it seemed were testing you. People who sometimes saw you fail?”
 

The sentiment was like being handed a bag of bricks. Weighed him down even more. Made him so damn heavy he thought he was going to sink right through the porch steps.
 

He hadn’t expected this. Hadn’t expected his demons to be wandering like ghosts through the streets. He thought he’d exorcised them and now there they were again, grinning at him, lurking behind every corner he’d turned as a teenager.
 

His old friends. Making him miserable again.
 

“You a writer or something?” James asked, grinning, trying to shatter the tension that had built inside himself at what Miranda had said.
 

“I dabble,” she said, smiling back at him.
 

James’ heart melted a little. That was his Miranda. Always knew what he needed.
 

The truck that roared up and screeched to a halt at the curb startled them both.
 

James shot the driver an angry glare, though he couldn’t see who it was through the tinted window. When the window rolled down, he caught his breath.
 

“Jimmy? Jim Sayles? Get the fuck out of here!”
 

James winced at hearing the voice from within. He managed to twist it into a grimace, hoping no one had noticed the reaction. Especially not the guy in the car. “Hold on a sec,” he muttered, and walked down the three steps to the small path that led to the street. “Paul Pulaski,” he said, rubbing the stubble on his chin before leaning against the car door and reaching in to shake hands.
 

“Fuck that!” Paul shouted. Throwing the door open he nearly sent James onto his ass. He stepped out of the car, same beefcake he’d always been just with a little more padding now. He took two giant steps and threw his arms around James in a big bear of a hug. “Ho-ly shit!” he said, stepping back and staring at James in disbelief. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
 

James managed a weak smile but his guts were churning. The whole bloody mess he thought he’d left behind when he’d moved away came screaming back at him. Why the hell did Pulaski have to be the first person to recognize him? “We, uh…we live here now. Just bought the place,” he said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder.
 

Pulaski shook his head and looked up at the house. Up at the house and up to where Miranda was still standing on the porch. His jaw fell.
 

James’ gut hardened to stone. Watching Pulaski staring at his gorgeous, curvy wife brought it all back. Every sliver of pain he’d felt that first time came slicing down through him. And just like that time long ago it cut right down between his legs and settled there. He had to flex the muscles in his ass to keep from getting an erection.
 

“Is that…Jimbo is that your wife, man?” Pulaski said, dropping his voice so Miranda couldn’t hear.
 

James swallowed hard. Jimbo. He hated that nickname. He hated Pulaski for pulling it out and slapping him in the face with it again. He even hated the name Jim. Jim was a boy’s name. He was James now. Fucking James who didn’t have to eat any shit from any…
 

“Buddy ‘scuse me while I go and introduce myself.”
 

And before James could react Pulaski was stepping around him, stomping up the path, hand outstretched, grinning his idiot grin at Miranda.
 

James turned. A shiver rippled through him. What have I done? The realization cracked inside him like an egg. It exposed the tender, fleshy part of his worry. The part that had been obscured until then, wriggling inside him letting him know it was there.
 

It wasn’t his past he was worried about. That wasn’t it at all. It was dragging Miranda here. Making her a part of it. He’d worked so hard to keep everything that had happened in Copper Creek buried in the deepest part of himself. Now there was a very real, very present danger that it all might come crawling back out. All of that ugliness he tried to keep secret. Would Miranda see it? It would kill him if she did.
 

As she smiled at Pulaski, took his hand and had hers pumped a few times by that big meaty paw, James stumbled up the path with one thing on his mind. Damage control. “Uh, Paul this is Miranda. My wife.” The last word was growled.
 

“Paul Pulaski,” he said, staring into her dazzling eyes.
 

James caught the look. The leer as Pulaski’s eyes darted down Miranda’s supple body. Appraising her, making a little mental picture for later. The dirty prick.
 

A steely resolve formed inside James as a vision of his past life, the memory of how he’d been hurt all coalesced into determination. There was no way he was going to let that happen again. No way.
 

“It’s a real fucking pleasure to meet you, Miranda,” Pulaski said. 
 

His hand lingered on hers far too long for James’ liking. He glanced at Miranda and his chest constricted. Sweet, smiling Miranda, standing there the picture of innocence, having not a single idea what was running through Pulaski the prick’s head.
 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she said. “Are you two…did you know each other from before?” she asked.
 

The question felt like someone tightening his stomach with a wrench. Why on earth had he brought her here? And how on earth had he expected to keep anything a secret in this tiny place? It wouldn’t be long before she was out there. Down at the convenience store, or up at the little bar by the highway making friends. Talking to people. His people. People that knew everything.
 

“Jimbo and I go waaaaay back,” Pulaski said, turning to James and punching him in the arm like they’d been on the football team together or something.
 

He really did wince this time but managed to resist the urge to rub his arm. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the sympathetic smile Miranda flashed at his pain.
 

Paul Pulaski. Stirring up shit again. Just like old times.
 

“Hey listen I gotta’ run,” Pulaski said. 
 

James didn’t expect him to put a hand on his back and lead him back down the path toward the car. He clapped him on the back a few times and leaned in for a conspiratorial whisper. “Holy shit, man, you did alright. Way out of your league but I’m happy for you. I really am.”
 

James found the words, and the tone used to deliver them, oddly touching. Still intent on hating the guy that had made his life hell all those years ago, he smirked. “Thanks. Means a lot coming from you.” The last jab was out before he knew it. To his surprise, Pulaski’s shoulders fell.
 

“Aw fuck, man,” he said, shaking his head. “I’ve gotta’…we’ve got some catching up to do. What are you doing tonight?”
 

James balked, his eyes opening wide and his jaw going slack. Really? This wasn’t really happening, was it? “What…what do you mean?” he stammered.
 

Pulaski looked at him like a dog who’d been beaten. “You remember the place up the street? Joe’s old bar?”
 

“Uh, sure,” James said.
 

“It’s all fancy up there now. They sell antiques and shit. But the beers still cold. I’d invite you over to my place but…” Pulaski glanced side to side. “Meet me at eight. Okay?”
 

James started to shake his head. “I don’t…we’ve got a lot of…”
 

Pulaski scowled and poked a finger into James’ chest. “Hey. I’m buying you a cold one, buddy. Be there or be square.” He cracked a grin. “It’ll be just like old times.” Then he stomped around the hood of his truck, slammed the door after getting in, honked the horn three times and peeled away.
 

Just like old times.
 

What the fuck was Pulaski talking about? Certainly not the shitty old times James remembered.He clenched a fist. Just like old times, indeed. Not if he could help it.
 






Chapter Two

 


“What was that all about?” Miranda asked as they stepped into the house.
 

James played it as cool as he could. Like he’d already forgotten about the whole thing. Like it wasn’t chewing him up from the inside out. “What was what all about?”
 

Miranda shot him a funny smile. “Your little friend back there. Or, should I say, your big friend. The guy’s the size of an elephant.”
 

James’ nostrils flared but he kept the raging swell of emotion that made him want to scream, in check. “Oh that? Nothing. Just a guy I knew in high school.”
 

Miranda’s eyes narrowed.
 

James made to step around her. Back into the kitchen. To the safety of all those boxes that needed unpacking. Somewhere he could think. Come up with a plan. A strategy for how the fuck he was going to deal with all this.
 

“Hey,” Miranda said, grabbing his wrist. “I asked you a question.”
 

“What?” James said, sounding far snappier than he had hoped.
 

She shook her head. “We’ve been married six years. Remember? I know a thing or two about James, er, Jimbo Sayles,” she said with a laugh.
 

James clenched his jaw. “Don’t call me that,” he muttered.
 

The smile faded from Miranda’s lips. “Okay. Okay,” she said, taking a step back. “What’s going on with you?” she asked, shaking her head.
 

The horrible secret he’d kept from her all these years started to cackle in the back of his head. His palms started to sweat. That body-numbing cold he remembered infected him, working it’s way into every last crevice of his mind. A paralysis gripped him and for a moment he couldn’t breathe. “Paul’s…”
 

Just tell her Jim? Jimbo.
 

Paul’s the guy that made you a cuckold, remember? Just say it.
 

“He one of those people?” Miranda asked thoughtfully.
 

“People? Which people?”
 

“The ones that tested you? Maybe saw you fail?”
 

It burned through him like napalm. “Paul was a bit of a dick back in the day,” he managed to mutter.
 

Miranda nodded. Staring at him looking like she understood, for chrissakes.
 

The thought of her finding out the truth shook through him in a vicious tremor.
 

“You gonna’ go?” she asked, quietly.
 

“Go where?”
 

“I heard him invite you out for a beer. You should go,” she said, nodding in encouragement.
 

“We’ve got…look at all these boxes,” James said, pointing at the living room, then the kitchen. “No way. I want to get all this stuff unpacked and…”
 

“Put away,” she said, finishing his sentence. “I know. I’ll stay and do that. I want you to go. I think you should.”
 

It twisted him, thinking of sitting down for a beer with Paul Pulaski. That would be terrible. Sick. Would the fucker make him relive the whole experience? Sneer and laugh as James sat cowed by hearing about how he’d fucked his girlfriend?
 

The thought flickered from his brain down to his pelvis. His cock twitched.
 

Sick. Absolutely sick.
 

“James,” Miranda said softly.
 

Their eyes met.
 

“It’s me. Your wife. Wow. You really are working through something here, aren’t you?”
 

“Miranda, just…don’t worry about it.”
 

“I’m not,” she said, shaking her head. “But I want you to be happy. Do whatever you want but I think you should go.”
 

James let out a heavy sigh.
 

She picked up his hand. “You know what I think would make you feel better?” she whispered, biting her lower lip.
 

Oh no. No, not that. There was no way he could go there. “Baby, I don’t know. We’ve got all this unpacking to do. I’m all sweaty and…”
 

Her brow arched, lips parting slightly. “James Sayles saying ‘no’ to sex? Now I know there’s something wrong with you,” she said with a giggle. Stepping around him she walked toward the steps, dragging him behind her by his wrist.
 

He hated that his cock was hard by the time they reached the landing upstairs. Hated the dirty thoughts that raced through his mind. Hated that Pulaski was taking up so much space inside his head. How in the hell was he going to deal with this?
 

When Miranda spun around and yanked her shirt up over her head, exposing her full, creamy breasts, nipples already stiff, he nearly groaned at the throbbing ache between his legs.
 

She reached out, picked up his hand and pressed it against her breast. “Come on, baby. Get into bed with me.”
 

There was no way out. No excuse to be given that wouldn’t invite more questions. But the torrent of nasty images was threatening to spill over the mental dam he’d built. A deluge of visions that were sure to drown him.
 

Miranda stepped out of the tights she was wearing.
 

His eyes ran over her curvy hips. She turned, exposing her generous rear and peeled off the thong she was wearing like a pole dancer. Then she spun back around and her fingers started working at his belt.
 

“Come on, James. Let me make it all better.”
 

His pants fell to the ground.
 

Her palm found his cock and her eyes went wide in astonishment. “Wow,” she whispered. “You are…rock-hard, baby.”
 

James closed his eyes. The dam burst as Miranda fell back onto the bed and her legs fell apart. She hadn’t trimmed or shaved in weeks. The thick thatch of her dark bush was alluring in the nastiest way.
 

It was hopeless. James caved. Struggling with buttons he finally yanked his shirt off, popping two of them off.
 

Miranda started to giggle.
 

It enraged him. That same feminine laugh he remembered hearing all those years ago. Laughing at him, not with him. Even though he knew she wasn’t, really. He fell between her splayed legs, crawled up until the tip of his cock pressed against her slit.
 

She was wet. Sopping wet.
 

And James couldn’t help but think that it was that prick Pulaski’s rough handshake that had something to do with this. Couldn’t help but torment himself with the thought that Miranda needed James between her legs not just to relieve whatever was bothering him. Maybe Miranda needed to relieve a little pressure herself? From thinking of Pulaski spearing into her hot cunt and not James.
 

His hips bucked forward with a force that shook the bed.
 

Miranda’s smile was wiped off her lips. Her mouth parted, eyes widening as he lanced her pussy with his stiff cock and burrowed deep. Her tight slit parted for him, his entrance eased by the thick and sticky lubricant inside. “Oh my god,” she whispered, but had no time to say anything else before he started thrusting, rutting up deep inside her with his eyes sealed shut.
 

The visions came. Pulaski plowing his wife instead of him. That meat-locker of a man between Miranda’s curvy legs, pumping and thrusting until he roared as he came. Staring at the root of his cock as it drained a copious load of sperm into Miranda’s tight cunt.
 

Miranda shook beneath him. Her nails dug into his back.
 

The momentary slice of pain kept him on the brink. Just long enough to imagine Pulaski pulling his thick dong out of Miranda’s defiled pussy, followed by a rush of his potent cum spilling from her.
 

James roared.
 

Miranda’s pussy clamped down on his muscle and started to drink. She screamed as she came.
 

Jealous agony twined through his pleasure as a climax shook through him. His own cock pulsed and pumped, filling Miranda’s tight channel with seed. A few moments later he fell off to the side, panting and sweaty.
 

Miranda put a wrist to her forehead, breathing as heavily as him. “Holy smokes, James Sayles,” she whispered. “That was hot. How’d you do that? I want more of that kind of fucking,” she said, before trailing off into more giggling.
 

James did his best not to recede into the sullen, brooding mood that was looming over him.
 

Easy sweetheart. I just thought of you getting fucked by another man.
 

This was one big mistake. All of it. Moving to Copper Creek. Letting Miranda get so close to his past. Running into fucking piss pot Pulaski.
 

Worst thing was, there was no way out.
 






Chapter Three

 


Joe’s bar was nothing like he remembered it. It had been a dark, dingy place with hubcaps decorating the walls and the smell of old grease lingering in the kitchen. Whoever had bought it had cheered it right up.
 

Bright lights. Mirrors. Antiques selling for hundreds, some thousands, of dollars in the room out back.
 

Seeing it was sort of a relief. He’d done a lot of brooding in there after the whole thing with April and Pulaski had gone down. It was good to see it changed. Maybe his ghosts didn’t live there anymore?
 

“Jim! Jimbo!”
 

It was Pulaski. Sitting in a corner booth and waving a big greasy paw at him with that shit-eating grin.
 

James saw a few of the other patrons turn to look. Didn’t recognize them. That was good. At least they weren’t the people that had seen his walk of shame through that very establishment the day he’d found out.
 

He walked quickly over to the booth where Pulaski was sitting.
 

Pulaski got up, shook his hand and clapped him on the back again. “Jimbo, good to see ya! Thanks for coming, buddy. What’ll ya have?”
 

A bored looking twenty-something waitress sauntered over with a notepad in hand. “Can I get you a drink?”
 

“Uh…I’ll have a whisky,” James muttered, against his better judgment. Whisky did bad things to him sometimes. Seemed like he’d need it this evening, though. Why was he even here?
 

“Make it a double,” Pulaski barked. “And put it all on one bill. I’m buying.”
 

James put up a hand in protest. “You don’t have to…”
 

“No!” Pulaski said, pointing a stiff finger at him. “I said I’m buying.”
 

James felt as small as he always had around the big guy they used to call “Beaster.” He sighed. “Whatever you say, Paul. Whatever you say.” He was tired of their little date already.
 

Pulaski grinned. He glanced side to side, waiting until the waitress wandered back toward them carrying a tray with a glass of whisky on it. She set it down on the coaster. “You guys want some menus?” she asked, looking back at the bar like she couldn’t be fucked if they did.
 

“I’m good,” James said.
 

“Grab me a burger, sweetheart,” Pulaski said, stealing a glance at her ass. “And some of those stringy fries, too.”
 

“Sure thing,” the waitress said. She yawned on her way back to the kitchen.
 

Pulaski raised his glass.
 

James picked up his.
 

Pulaski slammed the two together, beer sloshing out of his and onto the table. Unconcerned, he picked up his napkin and wiped up the mess before taking a giant swig. Setting the glass down on the table he wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve.
 

Elegant as ever, James thought. He took a sip of his whisky.
 

“Buddy,” Pulaski began, clapping both hands down on the table. “I nearly had a heart attack when I saw you this morning,” he said, shaking his head. “I tell ya, you’ve been just fucking haunting my dreams, man.”
 

James raised an eyebrow. This was…unexpected. “I…I have?”
 

Pulaski let out a massive sigh. His shoulders slouched. “Man…oh, shit, there’s so much I have to tell you it’s hard to know where to start.”
 

“There is?” This was…unbelievable. Like a dream, almost.
 

“Fuck, where to start? Okay, you ready for this?”
 

James nearly winced at what might come next. “I guess?”
 

“First of all…I’m sorry.”
 

A hot and thick humiliation bubbled up from James’ gut and drenched his brain. The memory of Pulaski grinning at him as he drove by in his dirty pickup all those years ago. April sitting next to him smiling. He felt like he might throw up. “Sorry?”
 

Pulaski rolled his eyes. “Jimbo I was a fucking prick to you, man. For sleeping with April like that? I fucking nailed her like nine times the night that big snowstorm hit. Dude, don’t you remember? When you invited her to your place? Do you even remember that?”
 

The memory was, in fact, searing through James’ brain at that very moment. He’d be damned if he’d let Pulaski know that, though. “Oh, that? Whatever,” he said, waving it away like it hadn’t haunted him all these years.
 

Pulaski shook his head. “Wow, man. I admire you. You can just put shit away like that. That’s amazing. I’ve been in therapy for years about this shit.”
 

James’ eyes went wide. “Therapy? Really? You?”
 

Pulaski nodded. “I had a lot of shit to work through. Still do. But I’m getting better, you know? Each day is better. She made me do it but once I started, shit, it all just came spilling out and I was sitting there on that couch in Dr. Brandon’s office just crying my fucking eyes out, man. You should try it, dude. It’s amazing. Makes you so…balanced and shit. Oh fuck,” he said, waving a hand, “look who I’m talking to. You look like you’ve got all your shit so together. Hey, it’s great to see you.”
 

James’ head started to spin. Paul Pulaski extolling the virtues of talk-therapy was not how he’d envisioned his day ending. It was hard to know which part of Paul’s revelations to pick up on. James decided to keep it neutral. “Who’s she? Your wife? You married?”
 

Pulaski’s mouth formed a tight line. “Yeah,” he said, then hesitated. He looked away for a second like he was a little nervous.
 

Something about the way he did wormed right up into the base of James’ brain. Oh shit.
 

“You probably didn’t hear, being away and all but…”
 

Water under the bridge. Bury the hatchet. All in the past.
 

Still, his guts cranked tighter.
 

“I married April. You didn’t know that, did you?”
 

Through the thick fog of an emotion James didn’t even have a name for yet, he managed to shake his head.
 

Pulaski levelled him with his stare. “Look I’ve just got to say this…”
 

“Paul, you really don’t have to…”
 

“No, no. No, I do have to. Dude my therapist is all about this. I’ve got to do this for me. Please?”
 

And this was touching in the oddest, yet slightly terrifying way to James. Paul Pulaski that used to crush beer cans against his forehead, formidable linebacker and great fucker of women, needed James. Jim. Jimbo. Needed him for his own salvation. “Alright, Paul. Go ahead.”
 

Pulaski furrowed his brow. “Hey what’s with all the Paul shit? I’m Beaster, man. Don’t you remember?”
 

James sighed. A laugh tickled his throat. He let it form into a chuckle. “Okay, Beaster. Do your worst.”
 

Pulaski closed his eyes and took a deep breath.
 

The laugh threatened to erupt as a full blown cackle this time. This was…incredible. Watching the man who had humiliated him in front of the entire town of Copper Creek readying himself for the Great Apology was strangely empowering.
 

“I’m sorry,” Pulaski said after a beat.
 

The waitress chose that moment to wind her way through the tables with the burger.
 

James put a hand up to try and stop Pulaski before he could…
“I’m sorry I fucked your girlfriend.”
 

Bang! went the plate.
 

The girls eyes popped wide open and she stared at James.
 

“He’s not…”
 

Pulaski opened his eyes.
 

“Uh…there’s your burger,” the waitress said.
 

Pulaski flashed her a grin. “Thanks, sweetie!”
 

James felt like crawling under the table.
 

Shaking her head, the waitress walked back toward the bar, slowly as she could to try and hear more of their conversation.
 

“There. I said it. I’m sorry I fucked your girlfriend. Wow. You wouldn’t believe how good that feels.” Spoken in a loud enough voice to get the attention of not just the waitress but the other two couples dining in the restaurant.
 

“Beaster,” James muttered, eyeing the table.
 

Pulaski turned around. “Oh, right. Shit. Sorry,” he said, doing very little to lower his voice. He waved at the other patrons.
 

They smiled faintly before returning to their meals.
 

Pulaski rubbed the rough, red hide on the back of his neck. “So here’s the other thing,” he said.
 

Oh good, James thought. There’s more.
 

Pulaski leaned in closer, like he was about to tell a secret. His eyes darted side to side, this time checking if anyone could hear. “So we get married, right? It’s great. We have a kid. Then another one. Look at this.” He pulled out a wallet and flashed a picture of two toothy, grinning miniature Pulaski’s.
 

“Cute,” James said, forcing a smile. The thought of Pulaski fucking April was still doing something funny to him. He wasn’t sure what but it was there.
 

“Thanks, buddy. I love ‘em. You have kids?”
 

“Um, no. Not yet. We were thinking of trying after we moved here,” he said, slightly shamed at sharing such an intimate thing with the meat-head.
 

“Oh trying’s the best!” Pulaski said. “But get this. So after kid number two gets off the tit,” Pulaski continued. “April starts to get fucking freaky.” His eyes went wide.
 

James arched a brow. “Freaky?” he asked.
 

“Yeah. Like, sexy freaky.”
 

James shook his head. “Beaster, are you sure you should be telling me th…”
 

“Wants to start swinging,” he said, nodding and sitting up straight in the booth. He folded his thick arms across his chest.
 

James cocked his head. “Swinging?” he whispered.
 

“Yeah! Wants to start hooking up with other couples and shit.”
 

James’ mouth fell open. “Okay,” he said softly. “And why are you telling me this?”
 

Pulaski cracked a grin. “Because I wanted to thank you, man!”
 

“Thank me?”
 

“Dude, if it weren’t for you I never would have hooked up with April.”
 

“Um, what?” James asked.
 

Pulaski looked somewhat exasperated at James’ lack of understanding. “Dude I just did that to piss you off, man. I was such a dick back in those days. It was my dad. He used to beat me. Did you know that? Anyways, I was just looking to fuck shit up. And you were so fucking smart, bud. Mr. Math Awards and four point oh GPA. I knew you were going places. I was jealous as shit. That’s why I did it.” He lowered his eyes for a moment. When he looked back up he was smiling again. “If April hadn’t been your girlfriend I don’t know if I ever would have done her.”
 

Anger began to bubble inside James. Fucking Pulaski, fucking Beaster making him a cuckold and now back-handing him with this apology. “You know what, Paul?” he said through clenched teeth. He didn’t need this shit. This was over. Over and done with. Why had he even fucking come back here?
 

They could have rented in the city for the rest of their lives instead of coming back to relive all this bullshit.
 

“Huh?” Pulaski said, as ignorant of how he’d made James feel as he’d ever been.
 

“Go fuck yourself.”
 

The quizzical expression faded from Pulaski’s face.
 

As he stood up, James saw the revelation dawning on the big, stupid lug. How maybe his little thank-you had been a little misplaced.
 

“Oh shit, Jimbo,” Pulaski said, grabbing his wrist and yanking back down into his seat. “Shit, I’m sorry. I fucked up again, didn’t I? April’s always telling me to think things through before I just spit them out. Dr. Brandon, too. She’s the best.” Pulaski went a little doe-eyed thinking about his therapist.
 

James shook his head in disbelief. He couldn’t believe what was happening. The last thing he wanted was to let Pulaski know he’d gotten under his skin. But the go fuck yourself was out and there wasn’t a thing to be done about it.
 

There wasn’t a thing to be done about any of this. It had happened. It was over. Move on. Keep moving on. Just keep moving forward. 
 

And there was Pulaski still hanging onto his wrist and not letting him leave. All he wanted was to just get out of this whole situation and leave it behind. “You know what?”
 

Pulaski picked up his burger, tore a hunk off it and chewed, then looked at James. “What?” he asked, his mouth still full of food.
 

James couldn’t suppress a small laugh at how absurd this all was. “You…I…back then I…”
 

Pulaski took another bite. “Come on, man. Spit it out,” he said, nodding eagerly, tiny flecks of ground beef flying out of his mouth onto the table.
 

James decided to spit it right out. “What you did was…humiliating. You fucking humiliated me. In front of this whole town. My home town.”
 

“Our home town,” Pulaski corrected.
 

James rolled his eyes and groaned. “But you know what? I’m over it. It’s in the past. I haven’t thought about it in years,” he lied. “So now that I’m back and we’re going to be…neighbours again, let’s just let bygones be bygones. What do you say?”
 

Swallowing the bite he’d taken, Pulaski flashed a wide grin. He slid out from behind the table and stretched out his arms. “Come here, buddy,” he said.
 

James touched his forehead with his fingers. “Come on Paul. Don’t do this. Don’t make me do this.”
 

The other patrons turned to stare.
 

“Get in here Jimbo,” Pulaski growled, dragging him out from his side of the booth. “We’re going to be friends, man. You and me. You’ll see. We’re going to have all kinds of fun. Now get over here.” He jerked James toward him and squeezed him in another massive hug.
 

James grunted at the strength of his grip. “Sure thing, Beaster,” he muttered. “Sure thing.”
 






Chapter Four

 


“So?”
 

James sucked in a breath as Miranda turned to stare at him through the darkness. “I thought you were sleeping,” he whispered.
 

“I wasn’t. How’d it go?” she asked.
 

James looked back at her, at this beautiful woman he’d married and loved so dearly. He thought back on the evening and wondered what he should say. “Alright, I guess,” he replied.
 

Miranda wriggled closer to him.
 

A terror gripped him as his mind veered, away from thinking about how lucky he was to share a bed with this gorgeous woman, and toward a very dark, somewhat disturbing vision.
 

He thought of what it would have been like, had Miranda lived here in Copper Creek with them way back when. What it would have been like if she’d been his girlfriend and how it would have felt if Pulaski had fucked her instead of April.
 

The horror of it crushed him and, simultaneously, sent a jolt of hot pleasure to the spot between his legs, hardening his member.
 

“Good,” Miranda said, rolling over and wiggling against his body.
 

James tried to pull his pelvis away a moment too late.
 

She turned to look over her shoulder at him.
 

Blood drained from his face.
 

“James?” she whispered.
 

“Huh?” he replied, trying to feign ignorance.
 

A smile formed on her lips. “What’s this?” she said, reaching back and wrapping a fist around his erection.
 

“Uh, nothing, I just…”
 

“Your friend tell you how hot he thought I was?” Miranda whispered, a smile flickering across her lips.
 

The pulse of jealousy that shot through him was chased away by a deep arousal that made his cock flex. “What?” he said, his voice as tight as his throat felt.
 

Something changed in Miranda’s expression. She saw his confusion, met it with a certain puzzlement herself. A puzzlement that, to James’ great horror, turned into an inquisitive and probing stare. “What was that?” she asked.
 

There could be no doubt that she was referring to his cock flexing against her. “I just…your ass is pressing against me. It’s…what can I say? It turns me on.”
 

“The way my asking about whether your friend thought I was hot does?” she said, spinning around to face him, giggling.
 

His insides alternated between hot and cold as his worst fear, his dirty secret yawned open threatening to let Miranda in. “Stop that,” he snapped.
 

“Stop what?” she said, teasing. “I’m just messing with you.” She squeezed his cock again and the smile faded from her mouth. “Oh my god, James, you’re so hard again. Did he really say something? I was just kidding!”
 

“He didn’t say anything!” James answered, breathless. “We didn’t even talk about you.” But the look Miranda was giving him, like she really wanted to know if Pulaski had said something, was tearing James nearly in two.
 

When she started shimmying out of her pyjama bottoms, sliding out of her tight tank top that she wore to sleep, a panic gripped him.
 

Lifting a leg over his lap, she straddled him, her heavy breasts swaying just above his mouth.
 

James gasped when she pulled down his underwear and a drip of her slick fell on his cock. She was soaked again. What had she been thinking? The possible answers to the question were unbearable.
 

That his sweet Miranda might just have been lying in the darkness thinking of the refrigerator of a man that had shook her hand earlier that day and getting wet, was about as terrible an idea as James had ever had.
 

What was terrifying about it was the way his cock lurched, pressing against her slit.
 

“Hey,” she whispered, leaning over him and nibbling at his ear. “Remember we said we’d start trying after we got here?” Settling onto his lap, she let his cock slip inside her hot cunt and squeezed.
 

James stared up at his beautiful wife as she began to sway back and forth on him. He’d been all for it. He couldn’t wait to be a dad and Miranda would make an amazing mother. But now, with this…this thing hanging over him, this Pulaski thing that was taking up way too much space in his mind, he felt like maybe they needed to tap the brakes on the whole family thing. “Yeah, I remember,” he said, trying to find a way to worm out his commitment. At least for the time being.
 

Miranda’s smile blossomed again. “That’s good, baby. Because I’ve got a little surprise for you.”
 

His cock flexed inside her. His heart started to hammer in his ears. “You do?” he said.
 

She bit her lip. “I do,” she replied. “I stopped taking the pill last week, James,” she whispered.
 

“Oh god,” he groaned. He thought of his cock buried inside of Miranda’s delicious sex. Thought of what it would feel like to spurt his seed inside her bare pussy. To breed her like an animal.
 

Miranda purred over top him. Her hips swayed back and forth, pussy slurping at his cock, lapping at it, trying to drink up his gift. “Oh, baby,” she said. “You feel so good when you’re this hard.”
 

James’ cock throbbed again. He could already feel his own juices charging at the base of it, the muscle beginning to flex toward an emission.
 

Miranda pressed her hands against his chest as her rhythm accelerated. There was a hungry, needy look in her eyes as she fucked them toward a release.
 

James felt his nuts tighten between his legs. No matter how hard he tried, no amount of effort would shoo away the same dirty visions from earlier that day.
 

This time, however, it was Miranda on top. Riding Pulaski like a cowgirl on a stallion. His cock buried inside her as his hips jerked up and off the bed as they both grunted toward an orgasm. James nearly popped.
 

“Oh god yes,” Miranda breathed. Grabbing his hand she slapped the palm against her breast and made him squeeze her nipple. “Fuck, yes!” she cried, her ass thwacking against his thighs as she fucked him even more vigorously.
 

James’ eyes widened at seeing his wife’s sudden excitement. Miranda had always been great in bed. But this? This was unlike anything he’d ever seen. This was an animal kind of fucking she was giving him.
 

Feral.
 

The wet sounds of her pussy slapping against his legs bounced around the room. The smell of sex surrounded them. James was on the very edge when Miranda’s eyes popped open.
 

“I’m going to come,” she said, as if she could barely believe it. She fell against him, her ass still pounding up and down in relentless twerks as she squeezed his cock with her pussy. “James,” she said, her voice strained. “Fuck it into me, James. Fucking breed me.”
 

This sent him over the edge. But as his cum spewed into her James did not think of how hot it all was, slathering his wife’s unprotected sex with his seed. He thought, instead, of how painfully hot it would be to see another man doing the same thing.
 

A man named Paul Pulaski.
 

Clinging to that thought, James sailed over the peak of his climax with his wife shaking atop him through her own. When she fell onto him and cupped his chin, shoved her tongue into his mouth in a hot kiss, he felt none of the usual post-orgasmic relief.
 

Instead that feeling was there, the one he didn’t have a name for. Heavy and throbbing within him. He wanted to scream. Would they ever be the same again?
 

Miranda was still kissing him when he pushed her gently away and gazed into her eyes. The question formed in his mind. Painful anguish racked through him at the thought of revealing his secret. But living without knowing if Miranda had been serious, if there was even the faintest inkling of attraction to Pulaski, the Beaster, felt like it might kill him. “Can I ask you something?” he whispered through the darkness. He trembled as he said it.
 

Her still frenzied expression was shrouded by a frown. “Of course you can,” she replied.
 

“Can you…uh…” He glanced down to where their bodies still met.
 

She rolled off, looking a little disappointed at how things were ending.
 

James rolled onto his side and propped up his head with his hand.
 

“Baby?” she asked. “Everything okay?”
 

He took a deep breath to prepare himself. “Hey I know this might sound a little crazy,” he said quietly. “But I have to know. I need you to be totally honest with me.”
 

She nodded, her concern deepening.
 

“When you said that thing about Pulaski, about Paul, did you…why did you say that thing?”
 

Her eyes roamed side to side, as if the heat of their coupling had erased the memory of her teasing. “You mean if he told you I was hot?” she finally said.
 

James realized his misstep. If he’d just had more patience, if he could have gotten a hold of this thing that was torturing him maybe there wouldn’t have been any need to confront her? Now Miranda would know, even if she didn’t know the details, that there was something there. But it was too late to back out. “Yeah. That thing. Did you…did you mean it?”
 

She shook her head, still seeming puzzled by all this. “James I was just, it was like I said. I was just teasing.”
 

Now James felt like even more of a heel. Of course. She was just being silly. Playful, even. And his thing, the dirty memory hanging around his neck by a chain had made him doubt her intentions.
 

Fuck Paul Pulaski.
 

“James, I didn’t mean anything by it,” she said, trying to explain.
 

He wanted to put a stop to it. Tell her it was no big deal, but now she was in too deep. Wanted to reassure him. Which would only cement the memory in her mind that he’d brought it up at all. “You know what, forget it, I…”
 

“No. No, no,” she said. “I don’t want this to be some weird thing between us. Were you…James were you jealous?”
 

That word. Oh god. How hard he’d tried all these years to never let on that he got jealous. Because that road led to one place. The source of unease that had sprung up that morning and been fuelled by their run in with Beaster. “I’m not jealous,” he said, trying to sound like that was ridiculous.
 

Miranda narrowed her eyes. “Okay,” she said, but sounded like she didn’t believe him one bit. “But you’d tell me if you were?”
 

“Of course I’d tell you,” James said. “I tell you everything.”
 

“Okay,” she said, still sounding not at all reassured. “Okay it’s just a weird question coming from you. You’re always so chill.”
 

James exhaled his relief. That’s what he’d wanted to hear. That was how he wanted Miranda to know him. Cool as a cucumber. Chill. He shook his head. “You know what? Forget it. I think this whole moving thing just has me all upside down. I’m pretty sure I’ll feel better tomorrow.”
 

She touched a hand to his cheek. “Okay,” she said softly. “I love you.”
 

“I love you,” he answered. He scooped her up into his arms as she rolled over onto her other side and pressed her back against his chest.
 

“Hey so I went out and grabbed a bite to eat while you were gone.”
 

James heart skipped a beat. “You did? Where?” Nothing was open. Nothing was open past five except the bar he’d been at. Or, at least it hadn’t been when he’d lived there.
 

“Yeah, down at that place, Jackie’s, I think it’s called.”
 

Oh shit. Jackie’s was bad. Jackie’s was not a good place for Miranda to be. Not alone. No telling who she could run into there. What gossip she might hear. “Oh?” he said, trying to sound as casual as he could. “I didn’t think they were open for dinner.”
 

“Yeah they’re open ‘till eight. And James, everyone here is so nice. It’s so not like the city. I think I’m really going to love it here. And you’ll never guess who I ran into.”
 

James didn’t want to guess. James wanted to drag his wife out of bed and tell her they were selling the house and going back to the city. Right then and there. “Who?”
 

“Paul’s wife April!” she answered cheerfully. “She’s so sweet. We’re having lunch tomorrow!”
 

James’ stomach hollowed. “You’re what?”
 

“We’re having lunch,” she repeated. “She’s going to tell me all about Copper Creek.”
 

He couldn’t have dreamed up a worse thing to hear.
 






Chapter Five

 


“Of course I don’t mind, why would I mind? It’s just that there’s so much to do here. And shouldn’t you be writing anyways? I thought you had a deadline for the second pass?”
 

Miranda shot him a funny smile and shook her head. She pressed the back of her hand to his forehead. “Seriously. Are you okay? You don’t seem hot.”
 

He pushed her delicate hand away. “I’m fine.”
 

“Then why are you trying to get me to stay home?” she asked, giving him a pointed stare.
 

James shoulders sank. There was no satisfactory answer to that question. No reason he could give that would sound plausible other than the truth.
 

The truth that he and April had been a…thing. And that Paul Pulaski had come between them. And that everyone in Copper Creek, all six hundred and thirty residents, had probably known it. Probably still did.
 

Was Miranda going to know now too? Would it kill him if she did? Right then it felt like it just might. And there wasn’t a thing to do about it except tell her himself. He wasn’t about to do that.
 

“You want me to get you anything?” she asked, jangling her keys and walking toward the door in high heels that made her back arch and her ass jut out a little farther than usual.
 

James thought of one last play. “Why don’t I give you a ride?” he asked. “I was going to go to the bank anyways.”
 

Miranda scowled, contemplating the proposal. “Uh…okay. Sure. That way you can have the car. Makes sense,” she said. She lifted the keys and placed them in his hand. Spinning around she threw the door open and swayed out into the sunshine.
 

The day was oppressively pleasant. An early summer breeze pushed away the heat of the bright sun overhead. The trees were all green. The air smelled like lilacs.
 

James followed his wife to the car and got in. Starting up the engine, he backed it out of the driveway and rolled down the street to the stop sign.
 

Copper Creek had changed since he’d lived there. Changed a lot. Gone were the slouching storefronts and sad looking displays in shop windows. They’d been replaced by boutiques selling chocolates and antiques and trinkets made by local artisans. The village had the feeling of a movie set. The perfect little town.
 

He turned onto main street and drove a few hundred feet, coming to a stop in front of the coffee shop and lunch place quaintly titled “Starry-Eyed Cafe.” It would have been completely out of place in the old Copper Creek. In the new one, it fit the genre well.
 

“Want to pick me up?” Miranda asked, leaning in for a kiss. “Or I can just walk. It’s such a nice day.”
 

James pecked her cheek and tried to smile. His heart sank as he heard the roar of a truck pulling up behind them. A glance in the rear view mirror revealed what he’d feared he was hearing. Beaster.
 

The truck blasted three loud honks and the driver revved the engine.
 

Still looking in the mirror, Paul saw a fist pop out the driver side window and pump three times in the air. Beaster being Beaster.
 

When the passenger door opened his heart turned to stone. A single leg poked out, the foot stepping gingerly onto the truck rail. It was wrapped in a leather strapped sandal and the toes were painted red.
 

Another one followed. April jumped out onto the street.
 

James felt the wind leave his lungs.
 

“That’s her!” Miranda said cheerfully. “Okay. Gotta’ run! Come get me when you’re done at the bank, okay?”
 

“Okay, okay,” James managed to whisper. He shrank into his seat, trying to shoo Miranda away and drive off before April had a chance to…
 

Too late.
 

Fingernails rapped on the driver side window. He turned toward the sound and locked eyes with April. A bead of sweat broke out on his forehead.
 

She was smiling. She had shoulder length black hair now, dyed by the looks of it. A fat rock glistened in the sunlight on her engagement ring. She pouted and furrowed her brow. “Aren’t you going to say ‘hi?’” she said, her voice muffled behind the pane.
 

James took a deep breath and prepared to confront his demon. Pressing a button, he rolled down the window.
 

“Hey you,” April said, puckering her lips. “Come here.”
 

James’ heart thundered in his chest as she leaned into the car. The smell of her perfume, a sweet, spicy scent, wafted in with her. She pressed her cheek against his and kissed the air.
 

A shiver raced down his back. Memories flooded in, memories he’d buried for years. Memories of hear head against his chest. Memories of April on her back, him between her legs. Terrible memories. Delicious memories. He felt his cock flex. “Hey,” he whispered back.
 

“It’s been so long,” she said, pulling away. She gazed into his eyes for a moment, then hers darted across his expression as if trying to read what he was thinking.
 

“It has,” he said.
 

Then Miranda was beside her, her blonde curls bouncing playfully across her shoulders as she smiled at the two of them. “Aw,” she said, tilting her head to one side. “That’s sweet. You guys haven’t seen each other since…how long?” she asked.
 

April held his gaze a moment longer. Too long.
 

James saw Miranda’s smile falter for a moment.
 

“Too long,” April said, turning to smile at her new friend. “We’ll have to catch up sometime. Now that you’re back we’ll have you guys over for dinner! I can’t believe this. It’s like…stepping into the past or something.”
 

James flashed a weak smile of his own. He glanced at Miranda to see her staring at him, a curious look in her eye. “That’s…that sounds great,” he muttered. Because what else was there to say? It felt like he was hurtling down a hill in a cart with no horse and the wheels were starting to shake.
 

“Anyways,” April said, tucking her hand under Miranda’s arm. “I’m starving. Let’s eat.” Then she spun around, taking Miranda with her and crossing the street.
 

James looked after them. The look Miranda gave him over her shoulder sent another tremor shuddering through him. What did it mean? What was she about to discover? Was their life about to change?
 

Honk!
 

James jumped in his seat and shot an angry glare at Beaster in the side mirror, who was leaning out of his car and waving.
 

“Let’s go, buddy! What’s the holdup?” he screamed, grinning.
 

Fucking Beaster.
 

But just as James was about to put the car into gear, he saw Beaster’s head turn. Toward where Miranda and April were entering the restaurant. He saw his eyes do that thing. Dart lower and check out Miranda’s tight ass wrapped in her little black skirt. It had to be Miranda because April had already disappeared into the restaurant. When he looked back at him he was wearing a wicked grin.
 

One that might have been saying “nice job on the trophy wife, bud.” Or, more likely, was saying “I want a piece.”
 

James gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. Jamming the car into drive, he mashed the accelerator and peeled away.
 

There was nothing to do at the bank. That had been a lie. A fabrication that James quickly realized he’d constructed to put himself in exactly the position he’d ended up in. He’d wanted to see April again. Wanted to know the feeling of looking into her eyes, feel the heat sear through him at the memory of her betrayal.
 

He wanted to know what it would be like to see Miranda with her. New friends about to discover all sorts of things about each other.
 

A blinding rage laced through the lust pumping through him. More memories came, this time from a far darker, far more dangerous place. A vault he thought he’d locked so tight it would never open again.
 

It did.
 

The memories filled him with shame.
 

Memories of pumping his cock the night he’d found out about April’s betrayal. Grimacing through orgasm after gripping orgasm as he thought of April on her back with her legs spread. Taking Beaster’s thick meat inside herself. Wondering if she’d thought of him while she did it?
 

And somehow as he drove through the gently rolling hills, his mind twisted it all, wrapped his past up with his present. The vision of Miranda formed. Miranda and Beaster.
 

Miranda on her knees, servicing him. Miranda with her feet in the air, toes pointed out, a lewd moan curling her lip as she begged Beaster to breed her.
 

As he pulled into the driveway he was right at the edge. A dark stain had formed on the front of his pants. His hands were shaking.
 

The fight to win out over the arousal that gripped him was lost. He reached down and wrapped a fist around the outline of his cock and gave it a rough pump. “Ergh,” he grunted as a wet splat of semen shot from the tip of his cock.
 

He squeezed his eyes shut.
 

There was Miranda again. Lying on the bed, her body rocking back and forth as Beaster’s meaty frame rammed his meat pole into her sweet, tight pussy. She was wearing an angelic expression. A shocked smile, a look of delight at how much she was enjoying being pounded by the fridge as she stared at James with her head to one side.
 

Another wet burst of cum shot out of him.
 

He groaned. His head fell back against the headrest. The feeling faded. He opened his eyes and the world seemed sharper than before. Brighter. “Fuck,” he muttered, pulling the keys from the starter. “I need a drink.”
 

He went into the house and cracked open a beer.
 






Chapter Six

 


The respite his refractory period brought from his torment was brief. As the minutes ticked by the tension inside him ratcheted until it was impossibly tight. He paced through the house, eyeing boxes and thinking he should be unpacking. All he could think of was Miranda and April, talking and giggling, sharing their secrets. Did she know yet?
 

He thought of driving to get her. But what if they were lingering over their meal? Wouldn’t that look like the jealous boyfriend, possessive and greedy to keep his wife’s attention all to himself? He decided against it and had another beer.
 

By the time he heard the door swing open and Miranda’s heels clacking across the tile floor in the hallway his head was swimming. Not wanting her to find him a nervous wreck, he darted through the kitchen and into the living room. Plopping himself on the couch, he yanked his phone out of his pocket and started thumbing through Reddit.
 

Miranda appeared in the doorway. “Hey you,” she said, echoing the words April had used to greet him.
 

“Oh, hey,” he said, putting on his best imitation of a bored expression. “Back already?”
 

Miranda screwed up her face and giggled.
 

Was that wine on her breath that he smelled? His gut clenched.
 

Miranda kicked off her heels and sauntered over to where he was sitting. When she fell onto the couch next to him, he confirmed that she had, in fact, had wine with lunch.
 

He eyed her with a stiff smile, trying to look cool as a cucumber. That was the way to play this. “Have a good time?” he asked, trying to sound like he barely cared.
 

Miranda leaned in and pressed her lips against his cheek in a kiss. “I had a great time,” she purred. “April’s a hoot.”
 

More tightness. Suffocating.
 

“But,” she said, walking two fingers up his chest.
 

James sucked in a breath. Was she…flirting with him?
 

“You have some explaining to do, mister,” she said, a sly smile curling her lips.
 

“I do?” James croaked.
 

“You do,” she replied, walking the fingers back down toward his belt.
 

His cock lurched between his legs. What the hell was this?!? “What am I supposed to explain?” he asked.
 

Her fingers lingered on his buckle, their proximity to his quickly engorging cock teasing and tantalizing James. “You never told me you and April used to be a thing,” she said. She leaned closer and kissed his neck.
 

The feeling of her soft lips on his skin made him shiver.
 

“I…I didn’t think it was a big deal,” he said, his mind racing as he tried to read his wife’s expression. How much, exactly, had April revealed?
 

Her two fingers drifted lower, flicking the tongue of his belt off the post.
 

“What are you…what are you doing?” James whispered.
 

“What does it look like I’m doing? I want a little afternoon delight,” she said, giggling.
 

“Are you drunk?” James asked.
 

“Maybe a little. You know how I get when I drink.”
 

James had a thought to try and scramble away. His cock was a hard, throbbing mess. He hadn’t changed his underwear. Would Miranda see the evidence of his depravity? Would she ask why he’d done it? Was this all about to come crashing down over his head?
 

“I think it might be a good time,” Miranda purred. “Remember I had my period last week?”
 

James’ cock hardened at what she was saying. That her body was fertile, ready for his seed. That she wanted him inside her, pumping that hot sticky mess into her to make her belly swell.
 

“How come you didn’t tell me about April?” she asked, just as the tips of her fingers glanced along the hot head of his organ.
 

James gasped at the feeling. “I…I didn’t think…”
 

“It was a big deal,” she said, finishing his sentence. “Right.” Her hand slipped lower, fingers wrapping into a fist, clutching and stroking him as she pulled his cock out of his underwear.
 

“What…what else did she say?” James asked, unable to help himself.
 

Miranda’s eyes went a little lazy. She shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said innocently. “Is there more to tell?”
 

James’ pulse thundered in his ears. His eyes darted to meet Miranda’s, an ache forming between his legs at the devious twinkle in them. “I…whatever, I don’t know,” he said.
 

Miranda let go of his cock and trailed the tips of her fingers along the undercarriage, making it twitch. Then she reached up into her skirt and tugged out her panties, pulling them down over her legs and letting them dangle on her ankles.
 

James couldn’t resist glancing down at the fabric. A spear-shaped dark stain darkened the pink triangle that had covered her pussy. When he looked up he knew Miranda had seen him. Jesus. What did she know? He thought the tension between them might kill him.
 

Then her lithe leg was swinging up and over his lap. She rolled onto him, mounted him. Reaching down between their bodies she gripped his cock and brushed the tip against the scratchy thatch of her pubes before sliding it along her slit and coating it in her warm goo.
 

“Fuck, Miranda,” he groaned. “What’s gotten into you?”
 

“James,” she whispered, lingering on the ‘s’ at the end of his name. “I got some gossip on April and Beaster. That’s what she calls him,” she said, sounding breathless.
 

“You did?” he asked.
 

“I did. You’re not going to believe it.” Relaxing the muscles in her thighs she sank her sloppy tight hole over his muscles. The lips of her sex parted and slurped him in.
 

James went tight beneath her, gritting his teeth at the pulse of pleasure that spiked through him at her sheathing. His hips bucked as her ass rolled forward, sliding him up deep into her pussy.
 

“James they’re swingers,” she said, her breath hot on his ear. “They fuck other people.” Her body rose up so her breasts were just inches from his face.
 

James grabbed her by the hips and slammed her down, his cock jutting into her cunt. “They are?” he lied.
 

Miranda began to sway back and forth on his lap. Her pussy had started contracting, the muscles in it working to slurp up the seed from his nuts when it came. She groaned as she ground her pelvis against his member.
 

James looked up with a terrified stare.
 

Miranda was lost in her mind. Her eyes were closed, mouth open as she fucked him.
 

His mind immediately went to that place. Wondering what she was thinking. Was she here with him? Was she this aroused by fucking her husband or was she thinking of something else? Someone else?
 

Was she thinking of fucking Beaster being a swinger?
 

His cock hardened inside her.
 

Her eyes flew open and met his. Her hands fell to his chest as she stared. “Can you imagine?” she said, panting. “Can you imagine if we fucked other people?” she said.
 

His cock went rigid as steel.
 

A wondrous expression formed on Miranda’s face. Reaching around her ass, she slipped her fingers over his balls then rolled them around in her hand.
 

James grimaced at the bolt of tension her touch sent through him. “Holy fuck,” he grunted at the realization that Miranda was thinking of someone other than him. She was thinking of Beaster and April. His old girlfriend and the man she had cuckolded him with. Was she thinking of what it would be like to ride Beaster like this?
 

Miranda squeezed his sack again. “Come on baby,” she breathed. “Fill me up with your cum. Fuck it into that tight pussy. Put a baby in me.”
 

It all twisted together and sent James hurtling back into his dark place. The place where he was simultaneously terrified and tantalized by the idea of seeing his beautiful Miranda take another man’s cock inside her pussy. Not just take it in but beg for it to fill her. To pump a load of hot seed into her and make her pregnant.
 

An orgasm came screaming up out of his genitals and tore through his brain.
 

The world cracked, then exploded, then fell to pieces.
 

Miranda grabbed her tits as she convulsed through her own climax, shrieking desperately for his seed.
 

Time slowed as his mind focused on the feeling between his legs. Pulse after pulse after pulse of contractions causing his muscle to squirt a creamy filling between Miranda’s legs. Where his contribution, his purpose in life, would help her body fulfill hers.
 

They fell out of the moment together. Two lovers sweating and gasping for air. A thin trickle of his emission dripping out of Miranda and slathering his sack.
 

She collapsed against his chest with a laugh.
 

James couldn’t believe it. He wrapped his arms around her back and held her tightly against himself. He wanted to bury himself in her chest and never come out. Coming out meant confronting not just his own thoughts but hers as well. That was a dangerous proposition.
 

When Miranda finally pulled herself off him, swung a leg over his lap and collapsed on the couch beside him, James looked at her and almost asked the question.
 

Would you ever do a thing like that? Sleep with someone else?
 

He said a silent prayer in thanks to himself at being able to contain it. But the way Miranda got up, smiling but obviously changed for whatever had transpired between them, made his whole body ache.
 

He knew a long uphill road lay ahead.
 






Chapter Seven

 


Three days passed with an agonizing slowness.
 

Daylight stretched time as Miranda sat typing in the small office they’d arranged for her at the back of the house.
 

James trudged through the house unpacking boxes, arranging things. The plan had been that she would continue writing her next novel and James would take care of the house. He needed a break after working too hard the last six years trying to support them both while she got her career off the ground.
 

Now that seemed like a mistake. One doesn’t just turn off one’s need for a purpose in life, James discovered. Six years of seventy hour weeks don’t make idleness easy.
 

He felt like a ghost wandering through the halls, each day waiting until the sun went down and they finished dinner. Waiting for the moment when they would go upstairs and he could lose himself, if only for twenty minutes, in another hot coupling.
 

And the whole time that question was on his mind, haunting him. As he tore down boxes and stacked shelves it was there, chuckling at him, goading him to finally let it out.
 

Would you ever sleep with anyone else?
 

She hadn’t mentioned it. Not since that day after lunch with April. It hadn’t come up and now James thought that if he brought it up it would be surefire tell.
 

Why? Do you want me to? she would say with a grin. He was sure of it.
 

But each time he watched Miranda writhing in the throes of an orgasm the dark picture would form again and torment him.
 

The days got hot and sticky. The nights stayed muggy, the humidity in their bedroom nearly unbearable and making it next to impossible to sleep.
 

With Miranda rolling around beside him, trying to find a comfortable position, James finally cracked. Not enough to blurt out what he’d been thinking about for the last three days. Just enough to poke at the thing. See if he could find answers by asking around it. “Hey. You awake?”
 

Miranda sighed. “Of course I’m awake. When are we getting an air conditioner?”
 

“I’ll get one tomorrow.” He let a silence pass. “How’s your writing going?” he finally said.
 

“It’s…good.”
 

“Good? Just good?”
 

“Um…yeah. I’ve been…sort of distracted. I kind of started working on something else.”
 

Distracted?
 

That didn’t sound like Miranda. She’d pursued her career with a relentless passion. Now that it was finally cooking she was distracted?
 

That didn’t sit right at all with James.
 

“You have? What sort of something else? You gonna’ let me read it?”
 

Miranda laughed. “Uh, maybe. Just, you know, not right away. You know how I am. I’ve got to let it percolate for a bit.”
 

“Well what’s it about?”
 

Her hesitation sent a jolt of adrenaline coursing through him. Miranda didn’t hesitate to talk about her writing. It was all she did when she wasn’t writing.
 

“It’s…just a story. Kind of…I don’t know. Tropey, I guess.”
 

“Tropey?” Another jolt. “Like…commercial fiction?”
 

She laughed again. “Maybe. I just needed a break from that voice I was writing in. Not enough action, you know? This is just a little amuse-bouche before I get back to work.”
 

“Don’t you have a deadline? I thought you had to have something to them by the end of August?”
 

Miranda waved away his concern. “I will. I’ll sit down and crush when the time comes. You know I will. I’m kind of just getting settled here anyways.”
 

James had always been his wife’s number one fan. But truth be told he had never had a taste for the literary fiction Miranda wrote that was now their bread and butter. He was more of a space opera sort of guy. But tropey? Tropey sounded fun. Tropey sounded interesting.
 

A wicked thought occurred to him. One that never would have had they not moved back to Copper Creek and had he not been forced to relive the trauma of his youth. It would be a terrible violation of Miranda’s privacy and the trust they shared. But already the curiosity of what she had started working on was tugging at him in an irresistible way.
 

They lay there in the heat and the darkness together for a few minutes.
 

“Hey so are you going to see April again?” he asked. “Like for lunch or something?”
 

Miranda turned to look at him. “Funny you should ask,” she said, a soft, somewhat menacing (or was that just his imagination?) smile curling her lips.
 

“Why’s that?”
 

“Because she invited me for lunch again. Friday. Would that be okay?”
 

James’ heart leapt into his throat. He choked back the urge to shout “yes!” at her, already relishing the possibility of a few hours alone with her computer. “Uh, sure. You know me. Not much on these days. Pretty much just sitting around waiting to breed my wife at night.”
 

Her eyes popped wide and her mouth fell open. “James!” she shouted, then slapped him on the arm and burst into giggles, covering her mouth with her hands.
 

He wasn’t sure where it had come from. Sure, Miranda had been dirty-talking her way through sex the last few days but it wasn’t like either of them to say these things when they weren’t submerged in the heat of the moment. A smile cracked on his lips. His cock throbbed. “What? You telling me you don’t like it? You’ve been a foul-mouthed little slut in bed ever since…” His chest constricted at what he was about to say. “Ever since lunch with April,” he said, finishing the thought.
 

Her smile faded into a more lusty expression. “Did you just call me a slut?” she whispered.
 

The air turned electric between them. The wet heat hanging in the room twisted into a sexual tension.
 

James grabbed the thin sheet covering Miranda’s breasts and yanked it off her chest.
 

She gasped but didn’t try to cover herself.
 

His cock roared to life as his mouth fell to her breasts. Cupping one with a hand, he suckled the nipple into his lips and swept his tongue around it.
 

Miranda’s back arched on the bed.
 

James kneaded the pert flesh of her breast. He looked up at the way she was writhing, enjoying his touch, eyes closed as she savoured the pleasure it brought.
 

His mind began to wander again. He thought of the way she would look if it were Beaster’s rough paw palming her tit. Would she react the same way? Would her legs fall open the way they were now? Would her pussy get wet? Would she crave him the way she was craving her husband?
 

Was she even craving him right then?
 

That sent a potent bolt of arousal sizzling down his spine and hardening his cock. Without fully realizing what he was doing, he rolled up onto his knees and crawled between her splayed legs. He stared down at the bush above her slit. Then lower to where her center lips were leaking wet. An instinct gripped him.
 

His eyes darted to hers a moment before he grabbed her hips and spun her around on her belly.
 

Miranda gasped at the rough gesture. But she hauled her hips up and pointed her ass toward him, offering herself.
 

“You’re just a little slut, aren’t you?” James seethed. His mind was foggy with lust but his body was tight with jealous angst. He let the memory of April’s betrayal blossom in his head.
 

Miranda reached up and ran a hand through her hair. “I’m just a little slut,” she echoed.
 

“A little slut that’ll let any man fuck you, huh? Any fucking cock just to get you pregnant?” Gripping his dick he pointed the head at her now gushing cunt. Releasing his hips he sank into her with a groan.
 

“Oh my god, James. I’m a filthy fucking slut,” she said, her pussy clamping down on his muscle as she spoke.
 

A pulse of lust roared through James. This was just dirty talk, wasn’t it? Surely she couldn’t really mean…
 

His hips started bucking, spearing his flesh into her canal. He reached up and grabbed her neck, gripping it and pinning her face to the bed. “Say it,” he growled. “Say it again.”
 

“I’m a little slut.”
 

James, spurred by the heat throbbing between them and by this Miranda he’d never seen, did a thing he’d never once done. Cocking a hand, he thwacked the side of her ass, making the globe of flesh wave and jiggle.
 

Miranda gasped again.
 

“You’ll take any cock won’t you?” he said, jamming his into her pussy.
 

Her eyes shot open. She hesitated, nearly breaking the moment between them. Then, to James’ amazement, she opened her mouth and said the dirtiest thing, eyes narrowing. “I’ll fuck any cock to get pregnant.” Her pussy quivered around his meat.
 

James erupted into a furious rut. Stabbing his prick deep into Miranda’s pussy, he closed his eyes and let the haunting vision transport him, divorce him from himself, turn him into the animal he knew he truly was.
 

Miranda with her ass in the air, pinned to the bed by Beaster’s thick hand, hands reaching back to spread her ass cheeks, letting herself be fucked by that beast of a man.
 

“You fucking slut!” James snapped, unable to believe the words spewing out of him.
 

Miranda trembled beneath him as he said it. Then her hands balled to fists and she screamed. Her contractions began. Her pussy lips tightened around James, slurping his dick deep inside her as she begged him for seed. “Fuck it into me! Fuck your cum into me!”
 

Perched perilously on the edge of a climax, James felt like he’d been born again. His horrible secret, his precious desire all came together twisting right through him. His body spasmed and his cock belched white heat straight into the depths of Miranda’s fertile body.
 

He grunted and groaned and clutched her neck as he came.
 

The whole time Miranda kept her ass in the air. Moaning as he delivered a thick load of his spunk into her crevice.
 

The moment gripped them, bringing them together in a way they’d never experienced. She craned her neck and caught a glimpse of the fire in his eyes over her shoulder, then convulsed as another spasm of climax racked through her.
 

James collapsed onto the mattress, panting and sweaty, the bad heat closing around him again and making it difficult to breathe. The realization of what he’d just done, what he’d said and admitted to made his blood run cold in his veins. His head fell to one side and his eyes met Miranda’s. He felt a need to explain. “I didn’t…that was just…” he began, breathless.
 

But instead of aiding him in his excuse, Miranda slipped her hand across the sheets. She pressed the tip of her finger against his lips until he opened his mouth and let it slip in.
 

He flicked at it with his tongue.
 

“So you’re saying you don’t want me to fuck another cock then?” she asked. Then she giggled in an insidious way that felt like a vice around his chest.
 

“Miranda,” he breathed.
 

“James,” she whispered.
 

The way she said his name drove him wild. His heart was pounding, ears ringing as he thought about what he’d just said to his wife. A groan rolled out of his mouth as shame welled through him at what he’d just done.
 

“James I was teasing.” She giggled again. “Oh god I’m so sore now,” she groaned. Her eyes fluttered shut. “And sleepy. Mm…that was nice.”
 

James watched her drift off to sleep with a dread forming inside him. Caused by the condition known so well to men.
 

Because no matter what she said, no matter what she did or explained, he could never know the truth. He could never know her completely. There was always a chance that Miranda within was wholly unlike Miranda without.
 

A chance that a succubus lived in that delicate body. A woman intent on getting what she wanted and not just a woman who was subservient to James.
 

Not that he wanted that. Not really. He just wanted her to be the good wife that she’d been. To do what he said. That way they could both be happy.
 






Chapter Eight

 


It seemed to take forever for Friday to come. An eternity. When it did James was walking on pins and needles.
 

Miranda was dressed in a sexy outfit again. A summer dress that was loose around her legs but hugged her in all the right places. She was wearing sandals that showed off her pleasant, round feet. A necklace hung around her neck. A simple gold chain that formed a “V” on her chest, directing the eyes toward her ample chest.
 

James walked her to the door. “You going to get drunk again?” he asked with a smile.
 

“Probably,” she said, giggling. “It is Friday, after all. What are you going to do?” she said, her eyes narrowing as if she thought he were up to something suspicious.
 

“More boxes,” he said, giving a languid wave up the stairs to where walls of boxes still lined the walls of the bedrooms. “Maybe have a beer?”
 

“Well don’t get into any trouble while I’m gone,” she whispered, kissing him on the cheek. “And who knows? Maybe I’ll find you on the couch when I come back. Or in bed?” She winked as she said it.
 

James kissed her lips. He palmed her cheek. His hand fell away from it as she turned to leave. “I love you,” he said.
 

“I love you too, baby,” she replied over her shoulder. The door swung shut and she was gone.
 

James walked over to the living room window, watched her as she walked down the street swinging her purse back and forth in her hand. As soon as she was out of sight he bolted through the house, into the room in the back that served as Miranda’s office.
 

His heart skipped a beat when he found her computer open, the screen at full brightness with the word processing program open on the desktop. His palms began to sweat as he walked across the room and sat down in her chair. He sucked in a breath as he read the title at the top of the page.
 


 

Coming Home
 

He was a big thug of a guy. High school athlete who’d let himself go a bit. But not enough that women didn’t still notice him. Not enough that a woman wouldn’t notice the stovepipe arms and barrel chest and tree trunk legs and think ‘what if?’
 

She certainly did. From the moment he stepped out of that truck she sucked in a quick breath and stole a long glance before turning away. Before her husband noticed. Not soon enough to keep the swell of shame that coursed through her at all the dirty thoughts that beefcake body had inspired, at bay.
 

Terrible thoughts that she never had anymore. Not since she’d married. When she looked at him again her mind began working. Wheels began to turn that had gone rusty and staid from disuse. Wheels every woman possessed but some didn’t know about or use.
 

Like what look to give a man like that to let him know you were interested without just saying it. How to touch your neck or let down your hair to show him you wouldn’t mind being told what to do by a guy like him.
 

As she watched her husband greet his old friend a terrifying idea formed in her mind. What would have happened if she’d come here to Copper Creek not with him but alone? What if the possibility existed to try out her old tricks and lure this big bear of a man between her legs?
 

Her eyes darted side to side as she felt wetness seep from her sex. She chided herself for being so lewd. And with her husband standing right next to her. What a slut she could be.
 

But she saw all the signs that she wasn’t alone in her interest. The way his gaze raked down her body, the slight smirk he gave her, the tiniest twitch in his pants.
 

Signs men never would have seen. Certainly not Derek. He was too busy rubbing the back of his neck and pretending he was as interested in the conversation with Bruce as Bruce himself was.
 

“Amanda this is Bruce,” he finally said.
 

Bruce took her outstretched hand in his clapper and shook it. Held it just a little too long, along with the coy look she was giving him.
 

When she saw Derek watching her she looked away. Had he seen? Had he noticed her interest? Could he smell the damp that had formed between her legs? He knew her so well. Did he know this about her? That every so often she’d step out of her marriage, in her mind, nothing more, and give in to the fantasy of feeling another man’s cock slipping into herself?
 

She smiled sweetly at him and batted her eyelashes, reassuring him as she sometimes did when there were other men present that she was still his and his alone.
 

But later that evening, when Derek was out for beers with his buddy, she pressed her fingers between her legs, closed her eyes and flicked herself thinking of Bruce’s big body stabbing into her pussy. Thought of Bruce’s fist wrapped around her neck as he fucked her. Imagined what it would be like to feel him harden and roar as he came, spilling his seed deep inside her.
 

Made hotter by the fact that she’d just stopped her birth control earlier that week. Hadn’t told Derek yet.
 

When he finally came home she was ready to go again. But she let her little fantasy get the better of her. Maybe she wanted to share it with him? Maybe she’d wanted to a few times before? It was crazy. He’d never say yes. But she let one slip when she asked him if his friend had told her how hot he thought she was.
 

Derek had almost freaked.
 

It took all of her feminine talents and skills to calm him down, soothe him into believing she hadn’t meant it. It wasn’t anything. She was just being playful.
 

But when she climbed onto his lap and let his cock sink into her, she indulged one more time. Let herself think it was Bruce, not Derek, she was riding. Tried to imagine what he would feel like, how his hands would grip her hips, how his cock would thrust up into her as she rode him.
 

Her pussy was soaked, dripping slick all over Derek’s cock, her body already shuddering as she raced toward a climax. She just needed a little something to get over the edge.
 

That’s when she did it. Grabbed Derek’s hand and brought it against her tit and made him twist her nipple the way she knew a man like Bruce would unbidden. A man like that didn’t need any coaching. That, she could tell.
 

She screamed as she came. And she swore that she’d never felt Derek’s cock that hard before in her life. It hardened and spat his seed up into her fertile body. He’d never filled her like that before either. So full she felt like she’d just eaten a meal.
 

It was hell trying to get to sleep. Guilt and shame kept her eyes open late into the night, along with the sounds of Derek’s light snoring.
 

She swore she would put it away. That she’d never let herself think those terrible thoughts again. Thoughts that could ruin a marriage if they weren’t kept locked up tight.
 

When sleep finally came it was fitful. She dreamed of him. Big Bruce that bear of a man and his big cock and when she woke up the next morning she was soaked wet again.
 

Thankfully Derek was game.
 


 

James came to with his cock in his hand. Still hot spunk oozing out of the head and coating the back of it. He was panting. His head was throbbing. The room seemed to be spinning.
 

How many times had he read it? Over and over again, unable to believe this was something Miranda had written. Surely he was dreaming?
 

Was this real?
 

Somewhere in the back of his mind something clicked. Then he realized it wasn’t in the back of his mind at all but at the front of the house.
 

The door.
 

Shit!
 

Stuffing his cock back into his pants, he struggled to get to his feet. Behind him the chair fell over. He wiped the sticky evidence of his emission off on a tissue and mashed it into his pocket before spinning around and bolting out of the room and into the kitchen.
 

Miranda was standing at the other end, a smile on her face. “Hey,” she whispered, then raised an eyebrow. “What were you doing back there?”
 

“Uh…I was…just, doing some cleaning.”
 

She narrowed her eyes. Dropping her purse on the floor she walked through the kitchen, her hips swaying in the most seductive, alluring way.
 

He could tell she’d been drinking. “How was lunch?” he asked, trying to sound as cool as he could.
 

“It was great,” she replied, touching the tip of his nose then dragging her finger down across his lips and letting it fall to his shirt. She undid the top button and scratched the hairs on his chest with her nail.
 

“Where’d you go?” he said, barely able to stand still for how quickly his heart was beating.
 

“Oh April had me over to her place,” she said.
 

That knocked the wind right out of him. “What? She did? Was Beaster there?”
 

Her smile got wider. Her fingers fell, undoing the next button on his shirt. “Yeah he was,” she said softly. “Why?”
 

“Uh, nothing, I…that’s cool. Just wondering is all.”
 

Miranda undid the third button, then the fourth, then put her hands on his chest and pushed his shirt off his shoulders.
 

“What did you have?” he asked. He gasped as Miranda sank to her knees and undid his belt. She tugged his pants, along with his boxers, off his hips. His cock sprang up in front of her face, hard and ready and pulsing.
 

What in the fucking hell was this? Miranda gave head on birthdays and other special occasions. Definitely not on hot Friday afternoons in the kitchen.
 

Gripping the root of his shaft, she wrapped her ruby red lips around the head and hollowed her cheeks.
 

James groaned at the suction and at the way it sent pleasure stabbing up through him to the base of his brain. His mind darted back to the story, to the filthy descriptions he’d read, of Miranda dreaming of riding Beaster’s big dick. His cock flexed in her mouth.
 

“Mm,” Miranda purred, then popped off the head of his prick. “You taste salty,” she said softly.
 

James couldn’t believe what was happening. He thought of his wife on her knees, imagining it was another man’s cock in her mouth. Lusty hot rage churned between his legs. The little slut. The lying little slut that had fucked him while thinking of another man in her cunt. It drove him insane.
 

The James did something he never had before. He put his hand on the back of her head and popped his cock back into her mouth. It shocked him. Miranda wasn’t like that. She wasn’t the type to let a guy fuck her mouth, let him use her for his own pleasure.
 

And yet there she was, obediently on her knees, not resisting at all, looking almost like she wanted more.
 

James made a dare. Pressing closer he pushed more of his cock into her face.
 

Miranda’s mouth fell open, letting him in deeper.
 

He felt the tip touch the back of her throat. Watched the shaft disappear into her lips, the whole time thinking of what it would be like to see Beaster’s thick meat fill that hole. Before he knew what he was doing his hips started thrusting, pumping his cock in and out of Miranda’s sweet lips.
 

She opened her mouth even wider. A sticky wet gack accompanied each of his thrusts.
 

His seed pooled at the base of his shaft. His cock hardened. He’d never come into her mouth, didn’t know what she’d do if he did.
 

Miranda took the face fucking like a porn star. As he approached the peak of his heat, she shrugged one strap of the summer dress off her shoulder, then the other. It slipped down her back, exposing her bare tits (no bra?!?). She cupped them and bounced them playfully at her chest for his pleasure.
 

Watching himself fuck that slutty, lying mouth of hers, knowing she had thought of another man while he’d been inside her consumed him. As a blistering climax slithered up his spine he roared, plunging his tool into her throat, the head of it belching semen she gobbled up like the greedy little whore she was.
 

James’ eyes went wide as he saw rivulets of his own secretion drain from the corners of her mouth and pool on her chin before falling onto her creamy breasts in hot, wet splats. His lunging slowed. His cock began to soften. The real world came screaming back into his perception and he staggered back, unable to believe what he’d done to his beautiful wife. “Oh god,” he whispered, falling to his knees and crawling toward her. “Miranda I’m…”
 

Instead of raising her hand and slapping him across the face like he expected, Miranda dropped one breast, raised a stiff finger to her chin and wiped up a glob the sticky deposit. She brought it to her mouth and closed her lips around it like she was sucking a lollipop.
 

James shuddered at the deliciously filthy sight. He couldn’t believe this was his woman.
 

Miranda patiently collected the rest of his sperm and did the same thing, licking it off her finger and swallowing it before shuffling up to James on her knees. “That was fun,” she whispered. “Wasn’t it?”
 

James mouth fell open in shock. This was all too much. The story, their gradual descent into the jaws of depravity, his wife grinning like a champ after taking it in the throat. “What’s going on with you?” he asked, finally.
 

Miranda giggled. “I’m a hungry little slut like you said,” she replied. Then she puckered her lips in a mock pout. “But my pussy’s hungry, too, James,” she purred. “Think you can swing a second round?”
 

Which once again sent James reeling, his mind spinning in circles as he tried to deduce whether his wife was really hungry for him, or if Beaster had truly awakened a hunger inside her that James would never be able to satisfy?
 

Thankfully, his cock took over the thinking, as it often did when the promise of sex was presented and a few moments later he found himself atop Miranda in bed, this time punishing her pussy for her mental indiscretions, instead of her mouth.
 






Chapter Nine

 


“Wait what?” James said, scrambling up to sit naked in the hot bedroom, still sweating from the exertion of another coupling.
 

“They want to have us over for steak,” Miranda repeated. She was lying on her back, her curvy, nude body on full display, wiggling her toes as she puffed at her forehead trying to clear it of sweat.
 

The terrible tightness gripped him between the legs again. Steak? At Beaster and April’s? He could never… “When?”
 

“Tonight if you’ve got no problem with that,” she said, smiling at the ceiling.
 

His mind began to race, conjuring up any plausible excuse it could find to deny the request. None came. He was a free man. A kept man. There was no reasonable way he could say “no.” No papers to look at he’d brought home from work, no late night phone call with the west coast, not even a gym membership that had gone unused. He looked at Miranda who turned to meet her stare.
 

Then the questions came. Raging through him like hellfire. What did she do over lunch? Did she eat? Did she chat with April about the weather? Or had she been on her back on the floor or the bed? Legs splayed, body shaking as Beaster punched his stiff muscle into her cunt?
 

He could see it in his imagination as clearly as if it were a real memory. And it drove him wild with jealous pain and a burning lust that was already blowing his cock up again.
 

“Something the matter?” Miranda asked. Her buzz had faded. Her eyes were clear and alert, not glassy and lazy like they’d been when they’d met in the kitchen.
 

“Why?” James asked, unable to bring himself to speak every other question tormenting him.
 

She furrowed her brow. “They’re our friends.”
 

Friends?!?
 

He nearly screamed it. They weren’t friends. Beaster was the bastard that had fucked April, then married her. They weren’t friends. They were frenemies, if anything. And now they were swingers. What happened if…
 

James got a hold of himself. He wasn’t sure how, but he did. Years of playing it cool, maybe. Old habits are hard to break. But he brought back the old James. The James Miranda had only known until they moved back to Copper Creek. The James that took care of things. The James that took care of her. “You into it?” he asked.
 

She raised one eyebrow like she couldn’t believe he was asking the question. Only for a moment but long enough for James to notice.
 

What did she think? That I’d say no?
 

It almost seemed like she was challenging him. Well fuck that, James thought. He wasn’t about to play the lame cuckold twice in his life. No matter what happened he would show his wife and their friends that he was a big boy now. A man. And men were supposed to be fearless and brave. To charge into battle and protect what was theirs. Not lurk in the corners and watch it be taken.
 

“Of course I’m into it. That’s why I asked,” Miranda said.
 

Was that a note of petulance in her tone? Was she annoyed that he’d said yes? Or was she scared of what might happen if they went over there? Scared that maybe she wouldn’t be able to resist Beaster’s advances?
 

Suddenly James felt as if the power had shifted. As if he’d gained the upper hand and now it was him calling the shots and not running from them. “Sure,” he said, bouncing off the bed. “That sounds great.”
 

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Miranda’s smile fade. “Oh…okay,” she said, hesitating. “Well that’s great then.”
 

James flashed her a wide grin. “Yeah. It is,” he said. “I’m gonna’ go for a run.”
 

“A run?” Miranda asked, raising both eyebrows this time.
 

He hadn’t been on a run in years.
 

“Yeah, a run. I need some fresh air. And something to do. All this unpacking is driving me a little crazy.“
 

“Uh…okay,” Miranda said. She sat up on the bed and watched him put on his shorts and his shirt and his socks. “I guess I’ll do a little writing then.”
 

His back stiffened.
 

Easy does it. Cool as a cucumber, remember?
 

“Sounds great,” he replied. “Hope you crush out some words!” he chirped before darting out the door and down the stairs.
 

The afternoon heat was oppressive. But fuelled by the idea that Miranda was sitting at her computer writing the next chapter of their little story, James pounded through five miles of pavement feeling like he was walking to the fridge for a beer.
 

He arrived back home stinky and sweaty, walked to the kitchen and slammed a glass of water, then saw that the door to the office was open. The computer screen gleaming and beckoning him closer. He pricked up an ear.
 

Upstairs the shower was running. He had no idea when she’d started. Might be she was wrapping it up. But the urge to see what she’d written was far greater than the threat of being discovered.
 

Setting the glass on the counter, he shuffled over to the office and slipped into the chair. There was more on the page.
 



***


 


 

She’d come home to find him standing in the kitchen. Come home hungry, despite the chicken sandwich Cassie had made. Hungry for Derek and hungry to dip into her fantasy again. Maybe it was the wine, or the heat. Didn’t matter. The ache throbbed between her legs.
 

It ballooned as she teased him, watching him squirm as she got to her knees. She didn’t give blowjobs like this anymore. Hadn’t in years. But the tickle in her pussy that had started when she’d first met Bruce would only be relieved by one thing.
 

Being dominated.
 

This Derek could do. Even though he never had, she knew he had it in him.
 

Taking him into her mouth she watched as the fire lit in his eyes. Seeing his wife on her knees, ready to service her husband. She saw the moment he gave into it. Let it take him.
 

She opened for him.
 

His hand on the back of her head made her sex wet. The feeling of his cock pumping into her throat made her want to touch herself.
 

She would save that. Save it for when they were upstairs and then, maybe later, if Derek agreed, they would go and see Bruce and his lovely wife Cassie and it would stir again.
 

She’d never craved cock this much in her life. She felt like a whore. And she loved it.
 

When Derek started fucking her mouth the way he fucked her pussy, she nearly gave in. Wanted so desperately to mash her fingers against her leaking cunt and rub out a climax. She nearly did.
 

Later, on her back in the bed with Derek pounding her pussy, she closed her eyes and thought of what might happen that evening. What with Bruce and Cassie being swingers and all. What a convenient coincidence.
 

Except there was Derek. Stand-up Derek who had nearly freaked when she’d made a joke about his hot friend as foreplay. He would never go for it. And if he didn’t want to, she would never do anything like that to him. To her, he meant everything.
 

But she succumbed to her craving as she came. Thought of herself with her thighs wrapped around Bruce’s thick trunk, getting fucked like a slut while her husband watched in the wings. Thought of the way Bruce would knead her breasts as he fucked her. How he’d feed her his cock the way Derek had that afternoon.
 

It made her pussy clench around Derek so tight that he came. Filled her with that sweet, hot seed that was going to swell her up one day and make her pregnant.
 

That thought brought a slight sadness as her orgasm waned. Because even if Derek, miraculously, came around and gave her permission to fuck another man, she wouldn’t know the feeling of being filled up by him. She couldn’t. They were trying to get pregnant. Letting another man come inside her bare would be…risking everything.
 

She couldn’t. There was no way.
 

But she thought of it still, as she caressed Derek’s back with the tips of her fingers as he lay on top of her panting. She thought of Bruce gushing into her the way Derek had. Hot and sticky and sloppy and wet. Thought of his seed swimming inside her, competing with Derek’s, racing to burrow into her egg and plant a life inside her belly.
 

It was hot. It was crazy. Too crazy. Maybe?
 

They would have to see…

 

James’ heart was thumping in his chest.
 

“You home?” Her voice drifted down from upstairs.
 

He stood up and walked like a zombie into the kitchen. “I’m home,” he said but his voice was weak.
 

“You going to take a shower? We’ve got to get going soon!”
 

Visions of Miranda straining through her orgasm beneath him while thinking of Beaster pumping his cum into her cunt drifted through his mind. “I’ll be right up!” he called out.
 

Trudging up the stairs he felt as if something clicked in his mind. A switch was flipped and suddenly he didn’t want to run from his fear any longer. He wanted to confront it. Head on with a stare that would chase it away forever.
 

What scared him was realizing there was only one way that would happen. The path to redemption led through hell itself. But he couldn’t. Could he?
 

He showered in a daze. Dressed in the clothes Miranda had laid on the bed. When he got downstairs he found her with a glass of wine in her hand, standing at the kitchen counter flipping through an old fashion magazine.
 

She wore a red dress. A tight thing that hugged her generous curves and ended at her knees. Two thin straps on her shoulders held it in place. And her breasts were still pert but not held up by anything. Two tiny shadows could be seen at the tips of her tits, no bra to conceal them.
 

His gaze fell to her midriff. No underwear lines. Was she wearing any?
 

She smiled at him. “You look handsome,” she said.
 

Stepping forward he put a hand on the small of her back and kissed her forehead. “You look…amazing,” he said.
 

“Aw, thanks,” she said, resting her cheek on his chest. “You ready?”
 

“I’m…ready,” he said.
 

“Great! Then let’s get this show on the road!”
 

What a show it would be.
 






Chapter Ten

 


A certain relief flooded through him as they got to the house to find a line of cars parked by the curb. The sounds from within made it clear they would not be alone with April and Beaster. Laughter and shouting and glasses clinking.
 

It felt safe. Because bad things never happened at parties with lots of people. Right? Right.
 

It was a handsome place. An old stone farmhouse renovated inside with all the modern amenities. The best of both worlds, as they said.
 

James rang the bell. He heard Beaster inside say “hang on let me get this,” then heard him thump his way through the house.
 

The door opened and he was there. He glanced at James but his eyes quickly shot to where Miranda was standing next to him. They opened a little wider, lips parting with them. “Holy shit,” Beaster muttered.
 

A jealous pang gripped James.
 

Play it cool, brother.
 

“Hey Beaster,” he said.
 

“That is one hot wife you’ve got yourself there,” Beaster said. He stretched his arms out. “Come on, buddy. Bring it in!”
 

James took a step back and wanted to say he’d really rather not but Beaster was already around him. Thick arms wrapped tightly around his back, squeezing what felt like the very life out of him. Of course James’ imagination immediately conjured up a vision of those arms on either side of Miranda, fists planted against the mattress, his trunk pumping up and down, fucking what must surely be a beast of a cock into his wife.
 

He shuddered as Beaster released him.
 

Beaster turned to Miranda again. He held out a hand, palm facing up.
 

She giggled and placed hers in his.
 

He bent at the waist and kissed the back of her hand.
 

Miranda giggled again.
 

The sound echoed in James’ ears like he was in an underwater cave. The muscles in his neck went taut. His cock throbbed.
 

Then Beaster was dragging them in. Past people with drinks in their hand. People James vaguely remembered but couldn’t quite place. He dragged them all the way into the kitchen, threw ice in two glasses, a shot of gin, then cracked a can of tonic and let it gurgle in, mixing with the alcohol. “Miss,” he said, handing the glass to Miranda. “Jim-bo!” he cried, pressing a glass into James’ hand. Grabbing his drink he let his other hand fall onto the small of Miranda’s back. “Come on. I want to show you something,” he said.
 

As Miranda stepped around James he turned to follow, not for a moment wanting her to leave his sight. He came face to face with April. Smiling April. Who looked beautiful with her hair done up, slender neck exposed. She, too, was wearing a tight dress, though hers was black.
 

James flashed a smile, said “hello”, then “excuse me” as he tried to step around her to follow his wife.
 

April put a hand on his shoulder. “James,” she said quietly. “Let it go.”
 

“W-what?” he stammered.
 

She leaned forward, her cheek nearly touching his. “Let. It. Go. Just relax. Okay?”
 

“I’m…I’m fine. I’m relaxed. What do you mean?”
 

Miranda leaned back and their eyes met. She tilted her head slightly to one side and gave an empathetic smile. “James, I know.”
 

His eyes widened. “Know? Know what?”
 

“I know this must be hard for you.”
 

Thwack!
 

It hit him like a two by four across the face. Up until then no one had said anything. No one had brought up the past except stupid Beaster and his stupid apology. It had all been in his mind. And here was April, just hauling it out and slapping it down on the table for everyone to see.
 

His eyes darted from side to side, searching if anyone had heard what she said. There was no one else in the kitchen but them. Panic gripped him as he realized the seconds were ticking by. Each second that Beaster had his Miranda felt like it brought him a second closer to confronting his fear. He had to get out of there. Had to go find her, had to make sure that…
 

“James,” Miranda said, eyeing him with a stern gaze this time. “She’s fine. I promise she’s fine.”
 

“You don’t…it’s just…you’re not…”
 

“I promise you. She’ll be fine,” April repeated. “Trust me.”
 

This caused a fierce anger to flare up inside him. “Trust you?” he whispered. “Trust you, of all people?”
 

April sighed. Her shoulders sagged a little. She did not look away. “James I’m sorry. I mean it. I wish I had said it sooner. I thought about it. I thought of reaching out to you and telling you how sorry I was. That was a terrible thing to do. But it’s behind us. I can’t take it back. I can’t make you like me again, either. I know you’re just here for Miranda. But if you can forgive me I think we could be friends.”
 

It churned and bubbled inside him and for a brief moment he thought of setting his drink down, marching through the house and collecting Miranda, then dragging her home where they’d both be safe.
 

That wasn’t playing it cool though, was it?
 

It wasn’t.
 

But more importantly that would only be a temporary solution to what was troubling him. Could he hide from this forever? Possibly. Could he keep Miranda cloistered at home where she’d be safe? Where they both would?
 

Never. She would never let him.
 

Then it dawned on him what a gift that was. That maybe that was just what he needed. Someone to give him a push toward the bad thing, rub his nose in it until it didn’t smell anymore.
 

He released the tension that had built up in his shoulders. They felt tired and heavy.
 

“Let’s go out to the deck?” April asked.
 

It was crazy. This was all crazy. He remembered why he was there. This was his thing and nobody else’s. “Sure. Porch sounds great.”
 

The night was as hot and sticky as any other. But a cool breeze felt good on his skin. Beaster’s backyard was enormous. The pool was lit up. People were mingling.
 

Everything started to feel a bit more normal.
 

They leaned against the railing of the deck.
 

“That’s some woman you snagged,” April said with a smile.
 

James returned it with one of his own and looked down at the ground. “Thanks.”
 

A pleasant silence passed as they stared out at the party.
 

“You still think about it?” April asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“What happened. With me and Paul?”
 

“You don’t call him Beaster?” James asked.
 

April rolled her eyes and shook her head. “I hate that nickname. It’s so stupid.”
 

James couldn’t help but laugh. He’d always thought it a little stupid, too. “I didn’t,” he said, answering her question. “Until we got back here.”
 

April nodded at what he’d said. “Memories have a way of sticking around in a place, huh?”
 

“I guess they do,” James replied. Then, unable to help himself, he asked “is he going to fuck her?”
 

April’s mouth fell open in shock. “Of course not,” she said. “Don’t be ridiculous.”
 

Her reaction made him feel ridiculous. Not cool, Jimbo. Not cool.
 

“James, Paul feels terrible about what he did. He was…an angry guy back then.”
 

James bit his lip. “Then why’d you…”
 

April sighed and shook her head. “I don’t know. It’s a…it’s like a young girl thing. Wanting to be dominated. The whole bad boy thing, you know?”
 

James’ stomach went tight at the word “dominated.” That word he’d read. “Does that…ever go away?”
 

“People grow up, James. You learn not to follow every stupid impulse you had when you were younger.”
 

“But you still like it?”
 

“Do I like sex with my husband?” April said, laughing. “Yeah. We do alright.”
 

James smirked, feeling a little sheepish at the silly question he’d asked. “So…you, like…swing now?”
 

April laughed again. “That guy just can’t keep his mouth shut, can he?” she said. “It’s not easy in a town this size, let me tell you.”
 

“Miranda told me, too. It wasn’t just him.”
 

“I figured she would,” April said. “I really like her, James. She’s perfect for you.”
 

James smiled. “Thanks,” he said again.
 

“Yeah we’re into it,” April said, tucking a stray tress of hair behind her ear.
 

James shook his head. “How do you deal?”
 

“With what?”
 

“I mean, seeing Paul with other women. That would drive me crazy.”
 

A slow smile spread across April’s lips. “That’s the whole point,” she said, grinning.
 

James smirked and ran a hand over his mouth. “Jesus,” he said, shaking his head. “I don’t think I could ever…” The tightness prevented him from finishing the sentence. “It nearly killed me when you and Paul…when you fucked him.” He took a deep breath after saying it. It felt kind of…good. He’d never said it out loud. Not even to himself.
 

April opened her mouth to say something, then hesitated. “The thing is, it’s different if you’re in on it. I know what we did must have hurt you. We both still feel terrible about it. But if you give someone permission, it’s different.”
 

He looked at her sideways. “It is, is it?”
 

“It is,” she said, nodding. “A lot different.”
 

“What’s different about it?” James ventured after a while.
 

“Well, you have to trust the person a whole lot. You have to believe they’ll come back to you. Even after something amazing. You have to know that no matter what happens at the end of the night it’s just going to be the two of you again. If you can let go of your fear about that it really opens the door to an incredible closeness.”
 

“Closeness?” It seemed like the opposite of what it would do.
 

“You feel closer than ever. Going back and being together after being so far apart. You ever done long distance? It’s like that. Coming home after being away. Even better.” She paused before adding, “and the sex afterwards is hot as hell.” She giggled.
 

James was startled to feel his cock twitch. When April leaned closer to him he could feel her breath on his neck.
 

“Think of how it would feel to watch your wife being a total slut, then come crawling back to you on her hands and knees begging for your dick?” she whispered.
 

His cock strained at the fabric of the jeans he was wearing. He let the visions come again. Just like April had described. Watching Miranda crawling across the floor, her lips basted in another man’s cum, whispering about how much she needed his cock inside her. It nearly made him groan just thinking about it.
 

Then it hit him. Miranda and Beaster were still nowhere to be seen. Hidden in the bowels of that big old house doing who knew what? “Where is she?” he asked, casting a furtive glance toward the sliding glass door that led to the kitchen.
 

“He’s showing her his Seadoo,” April said, giving her hand a lazy wave. “He wouldn’t shut up about it while we were having lunch.”
 

“He was here?”
 

“He had the day off,” she replied. “He’s very excited about it.” She looked straight into his eyes. “But James, this is what I’m talking about. Do you really think that even if Paul were some kind of Casanova that could hypnotize women, do you think there would ever be even the slightest slice of a chance that Miranda would do something without asking you first?”
 

He thought about that. The answer shook him a little when it came. It wasn’t a “no” or a “yes.” That’s what scared him. “I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head and remembering what he’d read earlier that day.
 

April reached out and touched his hand. “That’s a good first step,” she said, nodding. “Because you can never really be sure about anything, can you?”
 

He thought about this and it scared him, too. “Not when it comes to someone else. No, I guess you can’t.”
 

“So then think about this. What would happen if Miranda walked through that door all dishevelled and sweaty?”
 

He balled his hands into fists.
 

“If you knew she’d just done it with someone else, what would you do?”
 

“I’d…I could never…ever live through that again.”
 

“But what would you do?”
 

This got him thinking. Not in that nasty fantastical way he’d entertained for most of the week. It was a practical question. One that demanded a pragmatic response. What would he do?
 

“Would you leave her?” April prodded.
 

He slowly shook his head. “I don’t know.”
 

“Would you still love her?”
 

“I…I think so. Yes.”
 

“What would have changed?” she asked.
 

“How could I ever trust her again?”
 

“You trust me now. I told you she’s safe with Paul. You believed me. You’re here and not searching our house for your wife.”
 

He ran his thumbs over his fingers.
 

April put her hand on his chest. “Here’s what I’m getting at,” she said softly. “We can give people our trust. They can abuse it, for sure. But what’s important is not whether they do or not. Some people will, some people won’t. What’s important is how we react. How we carry ourselves. What’s important is that we trust ourselves more than anyone else. If you can figure that out you can do anything. Be anyone you want to be. It’s in you, James. Let it out. It feels good. I promise.”
 

Before he could react she leaned in and tilted her head.
 

He could have stepped back. Pushed her away, told her to stop, any number of things. But he didn’t. His lips parted and their mouths met in a soft kiss. It lingered, the fragrance of April’s perfume twisting with the taste of gin on her lips.
 

His eyes shot open when she pulled away. “What did you do?” he whispered, painful shame wrenching his gut. Had he cheated? Had he just cheated on his wife?
 

“I kissed you. We’re still here, James. Still standing. You still love your wife. I still love Beaster,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then she leaned forward again and pressed her forehead to his. “At the end of the day it’s just sex. Come on. Let’s get some steak.”
 






Chapter Eleven

 


The steak was delicious. The red wine it was paired with even better. 
 

Miranda returned from wherever she’d gone with Beaster, looking unchanged. She sidled up to him and put her hand in his and leaned her head against his shoulder.
 

It felt good.
 

“Where’d you go? Beaster wanted to show us his Seadoo. Now I’m going to have to hear about it all over again.”
 

James smiled. While a faint sharpness still lingered inside him, April’s speech had set him at ease. Given him a different perspective. Maybe not one he was entirely ready to take, but certainly something to consider.
 

Miranda squeezed his hand. “I’m going to get something to eat. Then…” She bit her lip and her eyes shifted from one side to the other. “Do you want to blow this popsicle stand? Maybe go home and…you know.”
 

A thrill rushed through him. Miranda had been hornier this last week than he’d ever known her to be. What was causing it he couldn’t be sure. But did it matter? They were having a great time. He certainly was. Even through all the anguish of thinking of her with his friend, he’d come more times that week than he had some months in their six years of marriage.
 

If she was toying with a little fantasy while they fucked the same way he was, was there really something wrong with that? Or was April right? Was it just sex? Like eating pancakes with butter and syrup but better. He wouldn’t be mad at her if she ate pancakes with someone else. “That sounds hot,” he said, putting his lips close to her ear and whispering.
 

She giggled, refilled her wine glass, then walked to the table and picked up a plate.
 

James stood in the corner and watched as she ate. He watched as she talked to Beaster, then to some other guy he vaguely remembered from two towns over. Todd. Yeah, Todd was his name. Used to play ball back in high school.
 

He, like every other man that spoke to Miranda, couldn’t keep himself from stealing the occasional glance at her breasts.
 

James could see that Miranda noticed these looks. A certain pride welled inside him at the way she laughed and looked the other way when he did it. The way her back arched, the way she positioned herself just so so Todd would have another curve to stare at.
 

It wasn’t even flirting. She was just enjoying herself.
 

But the thought of getting her into bed and teasing her about it later lit a fire inside him. A good one this time. A lusty, hungry flame that made him want to grab her by the hand and make a beeline for the car.
 

By the time she’d finished the last morsel of steak, Todd had moved closer. He was getting a little bolder, more insistent. Reaching out to touch her elbow from time to time. Testing.
 

It made James hot and a little bit angry, but mostly it just tunnelled his vision on his beautiful wife.
 

Then Todd said something that made Miranda pause for a moment. She shook her head, then glanced at James.
 

James, though he couldn’t hear it, saw very clearly what she’d said by the shape her mouth made.
 

“That’s my husband over there.”
 

And Todd, a little shocked by the revelation, immediately took a step back. Put on that smug guy-grin men get when they’ve been caught trying to dip their fingers into someone else’s honeypot and gave a firm nod in James’ direction.
 

James lifted the glass he was holding, playing it cool.
 

Miranda excused herself, set her glass down on the edge of the table and sauntered over to where James was standing, swaying her ass a little wider than usual so Todd could see what he was missing. “You ready to head?” she asked.
 

“If you are,” he replied.
 

She leaned in. “Take me home and fuck me,” she whispered.
 

They were almost out the door when they heard Beaster erupt into a roar behind them. “Jimbo!” Then he was pounding through the house, his footsteps shaking the foundations. He clapped a giant paw on James’ shoulder. “Buddy! You’re not leaving yet are you?”
 

James turned to look at Paul Pulaski. Paul Pulaski who he now knew had been to therapy, whose wife had just kissed James, who looked suddenly like less of a beast and more like a guy just like James. “What’s up Beaster?” he asked.
 

“Hey man the party’s just getting started!” he said, clapping him on the arm. “No one’s even naked yet!” He grinned.
 

James smirked and glanced at Miranda.
 

She was smiling and looking down toward the ground. Her cheeks were blushing a little pink and the outlines of her nipples had formed into taut buds.
 

“Maybe some other time, Beaster,” James said. “We’ve got some stuff to take care of tonight.”
 

One look at Miranda had Beaster grinning. “I bet you do,” he said, leering at her generous breasts. “Hey listen, why don’t we get together just the four of us? How’s Sunday? We can hit the pool in the afternoon. Do some day drinking. Maybe fire up the grill?”
 

James looked at Beaster. He looked like a puppy bouncing up and down begging for someone to throw a ball so he could chase it. James smiled. “Let me get back to you?”
 

Beaster grinned. “Sure thing, buddy. Sure thing. Hey it was great that you came. Really means a lot to me and April. I mean it.”
 

James put a hand on Miranda’s back and led her down the steps.
 

Beaster watched them as they left.
 

The air in the bedroom was still stifling. That didn’t stop Miranda from kicking off her heels and shrugging off the straps of her dress as they walked in. She turned to face him.
 

They’d walked home in silence, but an easy one. Now, standing there and staring at his beautiful wife, James knew he had to confess about his indiscretion. He stepped toward her and brushed her cheek with the back of his hand. “I have to tell you something,” he whispered.
 

She looked up at him with those big blue eyes and her innocent expression nearly melted him. “Me too,” she said softly.
 

A blast of heat and anguish tore down his spine and gripped him between his legs. “You do?” he said, breathless. Anger began to churn inside him. Had April lied? Had Miranda stepped out, done something that would make him regret the whole evening? His hands started to tremble. The memory of what April had said was clouded now. What was it? We can only trust ourselves? Fuck that. Fuck all of this.
 

“You first,” Miranda said.
 

“I…I…” His spine was tingling. He felt like they were about to step through a portal there was no returning from.
 

“Say it, James,” she said, touching his hand with hers. “Just say it.”
 

“April kissed me tonight. Out on the back deck. She…”
 

Miranda nodded. Her face didn’t twist with the pain of betrayal. Just nodded like she already knew what had happened.
 

“What’s yours?” he said, his voice urgent.
 

“Paul wanted to kiss me, too,” she whispered.
 

James swallowed loudly. “He did?”
 

Miranda nodded. “I didn’t let him,” she said, shaking her head.
 

His knees went weak with relief at hearing it. At the same time the vision of Beaster leaning in and trying to kiss his wife, of her turning her cheek and pushing him away, made his cock swell with a lusty jealousy.
 

“James. April told me what happened. With you and her and Paul,” she said, gazing into his eyes. “I want you to know that I would never do anything like that to you. We’ve been…we’ve been flirting with this thing…”
 

“What thing?” he snapped, then immediately regretted the tone he’d used. “I’m sorry,” he sighed.
 

“It’s okay. I can only imagine how that felt. You must have felt terrible when it happened.”
 

“I…I did,” he said, his voice cracking.
 

“April told me that first time we had lunch. Said she wanted to help. Said there was a way to heal you. To make things right again.”
 

“She did?”
 

“She did,” Miranda said. “I wanted to tell you but…”
 

Her hesitation twisted through him.
 

“…but it was just so…I didn’t know what to say. I want to help you too, James. Tell me what I can do to help?”
 

James knew the answer but couldn’t bring himself to say it. Instead he stepped toward her, wrapped his hand around her neck and drew her into a deep kiss. Hooking his fingers into the top of her dress, he peeled it down, exposing her naked body. His hand drifted to her breast, cupped it, fingers trailing down the curve until they found her nipple. He played with the hard flesh before dipping his fingers between her legs to find her soaking wet.
 

Miranda pulled his shirt up over his head and threw it on the floor. She undid his belt and pulled down his pants.
 

James kicked off his shoes before stepping forward, taking Miranda with him as they fell onto the bed. His hands grazed over her hot flesh, lingering on her hips, running up to knead her breasts, then falling back between her legs.
 

She rolled over, one leg bent at the knee, her sex opening for his hard member.
 

James kissed her neck.
 

She played with her hair as he laid a trail of kisses down toward the arch in her back. Her hips rose. She put a hand on one ass cheek and pulled herself open for him.
 

He stared at the tight ring of muscle that led to her ass. Flicking his tongue out, licked it.
 

Miranda sucked in a breath. “Yes,” she whispered. “Fuck yes. Lick my ass, James,” she begged.
 

Putting his hands on her ass cheeks, he plied them apart and started flicking circles around her back hole. They’d never done anything so dirty and it made him stiff as iron, burying his face between her cheeks.
 

Miranda started panting. Her hips rose higher and started undulating like a wave. “Oh fuck,” she sighed. “I want you in me.” She reached around and grabbed him by the hair, dragging him up her body until his cock head was at her pussy. “Put it in, baby. Put it in.”
 

James strained against the tension racking his body as he pressed his cock against those tender, wet lips. The tip slipped in. His nuts tightened between his legs. Flexing his hips he eased the rest of his shaft into her slippery, tight cunt.
 

Miranda shivered at his entrance.
 

Thoughts of Beaster and April flirted at the edges of his perception but he pushed them away. Tonight wasn’t about that. Tonight was about them. Pulling his cock slowly out of Miranda, he plied back into her.
 

She rewarded him with a lewd moan, her ass rising to let him push deep into her pussy.
 

He fucked her in long, slow strokes. Each time she tried to get him to pick up speed, he pressed a hand against her back, slowing her and savouring each inch of his cock slipping back into her pussy.
 

Her moans rose to short squeaks. She started shaking beneath him, her hips bucking, body begging him for release.
 

Still he waited. Inching her to the very edge of a climax. When he felt she was there he stopped, ready to spill, himself.
 

“Baby,” she mewled. “Fuck it into me. Please!”
 

He arched his back and slid his hard shaft deep into her pussy.
 

Her mouth fell open and she drew in loud breaths, sighing after each one as her body quivered beneath him, her sex clenching and gripping his prick as wave after wave of orgasm rolled through her.
 

James slipped over the edge. He shouted as an orgasm gripped him. His hips started to rock back and forth, cock sawing into her dripping sex, pulse after pulse of his hot cum spurting into her with each thrust.
 

He fell onto her, his own body shaking as the climax left him.
 

Miranda let out a dreamy sigh. A soft smile formed on her mouth.
 

James stared at her. His release had brought some relief. But the questions still nagged him, begging to be answered.
 

But Miranda looked so peaceful and still lying there.
 

Slipping out of her he rolled onto his side and curled his body around hers. A few moments later her breathing slowed. A few minutes after that, she was sleeping.
 

James closed his eyes and tried to to do the same. But sleep proved elusive. He couldn’t stop thinking about their evening at April’s. Everything that had been said. Everything that lay ahead.
 

After half an hour had passed, he slipped out of bed. Put a spare sheet over Miranda and went downstairs to the kitchen in his robe. Drank a glass of water leaning on the counter.
 

Turning to look into the office he saw the blue glow of the computer. It called to him. There was no chance she’d written anything else but he thought he might re-read the last bit. Make sure it was real. Maybe sit there and wonder what it all meant.
 

He listened to the silence upstairs. Miranda was fast asleep. Padding across the kitchen floor he slipped into the office, leaving the door open so he could hear her footsteps if she got up. He eased himself into the chair and glanced at the screen.
 

His heart thumped at the two words written beneath the wall of text.
 

What’s next?
 

James put his hands on the keyboard.
 







Chapter Twelve

 


They woke up late that Sunday. Made love. Made pancakes for breakfast.
 

Derek was nervous. Had trouble hiding it. Couldn’t tell if Amanda knew or she didn’t. Every so often the urge would come to broach the subject. To bring it out and into the open where they could dissect it. Figure out what it all meant.
 

But while the idea of starting the conversation came easily, the words themselves proved elusive. He watched her getting ready. Putting on her two-piece and throwing a dress over her head.
 

She looked happy. Content.
 

He thought of where they were headed. The house of his enemy turned…friend? Were they friends? 
 

When he thought of Amanda taking off her dress, revealing herself by the pool to Bruce, the man who’d caused him so much pain in the past, his cock stirred.
 

It was crazy to think they might do this. It didn’t seem like them. And yet each time he considered it, envisioned it, letting things take their natural course, not trying to control where they went, he felt a certain relief.
 

Maybe life was a river? And maybe there was no swimming up stream? No fighting the current, just letting yourself be carried along by it.
 

When noon rolled around he went upstairs. Got into his swimming shorts and put on a fresh, white t-shirt. He went to the bathroom and when he was done stared at his reflection in the mirror.
 

The light shifted outside. It seemed like, for the first time ever, he was really seeing himself.
 

When he went back downstairs Amanda was at her computer. Reading what was on the screen, perched on the edge of her seat.
 

“You ready?” he asked.
 

She held up a finger. “Uh…yeah. Just let me finish this.”
 

He smiled and walked toward the front door. Stepping outside into the bright, warm sunlight, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath. The day was good. It was a good day. A good day to find out where they were headed.
 


 


***


 

“Jimbo!” Beaster burst out through the door onto the porch with his arms outstretched. Thankfully this time he wasn’t in a hugging mood. He waved them in through the door and followed them in.
 

There was jazz playing on the stereo.
 

April was in the kitchen cutting vegetables.
 

Beaster led them through and handed them each a beer. Then he started talking to Miranda about the siding job he was doing for the guy a few doors down and maybe they were thinking of new siding too? If they were, he was their guy.
 

James watched them talking, smiling at the way Miranda giggled at Beaster’s terrible jokes. When Beaster invited her out to the pool his stomach lurched but not as much as before.
 

“I turned the heat on last night so it should be purr-fect,” Beaster said, sliding open the glass door to the back patio.
 

Miranda looked over her shoulder at James, smiled and winked.
 

He smiled back at her. “I’ll be out in a bit,” he said. When they stepped out into the heat, he walked over to where April was arranging the vegetables on a circular tray. “That looks nice,” he said.
 

She looked up and smiled. “Thanks. You hungry?”
 

James shook his head. “Not yet.”
 

She left the tray on the counter and rounded the island in the kitchen, coming to stand in front of him. “You ready for this?” she asked.
 

“What’s this?” he teased.
 

She tilted her head. “Whatever you want it to be,” she said.
 

He shrugged and took a sip of his beer. “So you’re going to try and fix me, huh?”
 

April looked up at the ceiling. “We want to try and help you, James. Jimbo,” she added, teasing him.
 

A silence passed between them.
 

“So how does this work?” James asked.
 

April hooked her arm under his. “Why don’t we go out to the pool? Relax. Have a couple of drinks? Then we can see.”
 

He led her lead him through the sliding glass door. His throat tightened as he stepped into the sunlight and saw Miranda stepping out of her shorts. He stopped in his tracks when she pulled her shirt up and over her head.
 

Beaster was right next to her. His eyes roamed down her barely covered body and a grin stretched across his lips. He looked up to where April and James were standing and pointed a stiff finger at Miranda. “You see that, baby?” he asked April.
 

Miranda doubled over with laughter, trying to cover herself with her arms. “Stop it!” she squeaked, slapping Beaster’s thigh. “Or I’m going to get cold feet!”
 

His back went stiff at hearing her say it. Like this was already a foregone conclusion. Like he didn’t really have a say in the matter. Like he was being led down this path by the three of them, under the false pretense of…
 

“Calm down,” April whispered. “Don’t worry about Paul. He’s just being Beaster. You know how he is. Here. Look at me.” April turned his head to look into her eyes. She was smiling. “Don’t worry about them. It’ll happen the way it happens.” She touched his cheek with her finger. Taking a step back, she worked her tight shorts over the hump of her ass, then pulled her white t-shirt over her head. She was wearing a black string bikini.
 

James couldn’t help himself. His eyes darted down to her breasts. To her shapely legs. They lingered there, the memory of lying between them sending a potent arousal shooting straight to his groin. When he looked back into her eyes she took his hand.
 

“Come on. Let’s go sit by the pool.” She led him down the steps to the pool. As they stepped onto the pool deck Beaster finally tore his eyes away from Miranda, ran over to the diving board and launched himself into the air. “Heads up! Cannonball!” he shouted, curling up into a ball a moment before he made contact with the water.
 

A massive wave of pool water crashed over them and Miranda standing on the other side.
 

“Paul you little bitch!” April shrieked, then covered her mouth with her hand. “Shit,” she muttered, giggling. “I’m not supposed to swear. The neighbours get all pissed. Here. Have a seat.” She patted the pool chair next to her.
 

James eased himself into it and set his beer beside him. He caught Miranda’s eye and she walked around the pool, her hips swaying seductively as she moved. When she reached him, she sat down on the edge of his chair, gazing into his eyes. “You okay?” she asked.
 

James glanced at April who had closed her eyes and was sunning herself next to them. She must have sensed him staring because she turned to face them and lowered her sunglasses on her nose. “Relax, James. Just enjoy the day. Pretend like we’re not here.”
 

Miranda giggled and leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his chest as she kissed him gently on the lips. “Are you having a good time?” she asked.
 

A nervous twitch shot through him. “I…I think so,” he said, then chuckled. He gazed up into Miranda’s blue eyes. There was something in them, something he hadn’t seen before. An excitement, the bright glow of adventure, that was mesmerizing. He stiffened as she put her palm on his inner thigh. It slipped higher, closer to his groin. His cock pumped, half-hard already.
 

“What do you think?” Miranda whispered. “Want to give this a shot?”
 

It pained him a little, that his wife was asking for, in a sense, permission to take their little experiment to the next step. He glanced at Beaster lying on his back in the water, staring up at the blue sky.
 

“Do you?” he asked.
 

“I want you to be happy,” she said.
 

Her words tightened around his heart. Her fingers glanced against his engorging manhood. “Touch me,” he whispered.
 

She did. Slipping her fingers into the elastic around his waist, she wrapped her fist around his cock and gave it a long stroke.
 

James suppressed a groan, not wanting April to know what was going on right next to her. Did she know already? Surely she must.
 

Miranda caressed his cock with her soft palm. She bit her lip at the way it twitched in her hand. Her nipples stiffened, straining at the fabric of her bikini top. She glanced over at April, then, distracted by the sound of Beaster hauling himself out of the pool, over in his direction.
 

Towelling himself off, he looked in their direction. When he saw what was happening he grinned but didn’t say anything. Instead he traipsed over to the deck, up the steps and went inside.
 

James let Miranda work his shorts over his hips, then down his legs. His eyes darted to April who still seemed to be dozing but could probably hear everything that was going on. A tight heat worked through him as his eyes wandered down her body, lingering on her toes which he’d always found appealing.
 

Then, to his shock, Miranda got up, swung a leg over his lap and sat down on him. She pulled aside the soaked strip of fabric covering her pussy and a moment later he felt her wet heat touch his rigid cock.
 

She leaned forward, arching her back, then let him slip into her. She sucked in a breath as he entered, stretching her tight pussy as his cock slipped deeper. Then she leaned forward and pressed her tits against his chest. “This is so…naughty,” she said, giggling.
 

Motion in the corner of his eye caught his attention. He turned to see April smiling at the two of them.
 

Miranda burst into another fit of giggles, covering her eyes with her hands as April swung her legs off the deck chair and stood up next to them. She knelt down next to the chair and put a hand on Miranda’s back.
 

James felt Miranda’s pussy clench at April’s touch. He sucked in a breath at the way her back arched as April’s hand slid lower, past the curve of her ass, then down between his legs. He groaned when he felt her fingers glance against his testicles.
 

Miranda’s mouth fell open as she realized what was happening. Craning her neck she turned to look over her shoulder at what April was doing.
 

As April cupped his tight sack James flexed his legs, lifting his ass up off the deck chair and driving his stiff cock deep into Miranda’s hot pussy.
 

Miranda turned to look at him again, a fiery excitement burning in her eyes. “Do you like that? Do you like that baby? Do you like April touching your balls while you fuck me?” she whispered. Pressing her hands against his chest, she started to rock back and forth, riding him, gripping him with her tight cunt.
 

“Oh god…” James panted. He felt himself losing control, succumbing to the moment and the the sensation of being inside his wife while April fondled him.
 

April put a finger on Miranda’s chin and turned her head. She leaned closer and their lips met in a kiss.
 

James watched as April’s tongue flicked out and licked Miranda’s lips.
 

Miranda’s mouth opened and she pushed out her own tongue, licking Miranda’s with her eyes closed, still swaying back and forth over James.
 

April pulled away from the kiss. She gave his sack a gentle squeeze then, with her other hand, peeled Miranda’s top up slowly.
 

Miranda’s breasts lifted for a moment then fell out of the bikini top, bouncing and slapping against each other.
 

April lowered her mouth to one and suckled the nipple in. She stared up at April as her tongue swept around the stiff pink bud.
 

Miranda shuddered and her pussy clenched even harder around James’ cock. She picked up her pace, her ass slamming against James’ lap as she drove his cock in deep.
 

Cum was already pooling at the hard base of his shaft. He gripped Miranda’s hips, his own bucking up to meet her ass in mid-air. “Oh fuck,” he seethed. “I’m gonna’…fuck…” He didn’t want to. Not yet. Didn’t want to let go of this surreal, holy moment that was bathing him in heat.
 

April popped off of Miranda’s breast. Putting a hand on Miranda’s back, she pushed her lower over James, then got on her knees next to the deck chair and whispered. “Cum inside your wife, James. Cum inside that tight pussy.” She gave his balls another light squeeze.
 

James groaned again as his cock started to squirt inside Miranda.
 

Her eyes opened wide as she felt it spewing. She sucked in a sharp breath and her pussy started squeezing his cock, sucking his seed toward her cervix.
 

James stared at Miranda as he crested his peak. But he was all too aware of April next to him. Watching him, her eyes roaming along his expression, half a smile curling one corner of her lips.
 

He shook through the orgasm, his mind descending to the root of his pleasure, his rigid cock throbbing inside Miranda.
 

When she emerged out the other end of hers she clasped her mouth over her hand and started giggling. “I can’t believe I just did that!” she tittered.
 

James let out a heavy sigh, closed his eyes and let his head fall back against the chair. Now that the moment had passed an awkwardness formed inside him. People didn’t do this sort of thing in front of others. His cheeks heated with shame. Then he felt April’s breath on his cheek again.
 

“This part is always a little awkward,” she whispered.
 

James opened his eyes to see she was talking to both of them. They were drawn almost immediately to Miranda’s chest again.
 

April stood up and put a hand on Miranda’s wrist as Miranda tried to conceal her breasts with her bikini top. April shook her head. She reached around and undid the tiny string behind her back, then pulled it off of Miranda completely.
 

Before Miranda could say anything, April leaned down and kissed her again.
 

James’ deflating cock lurched to life inside Miranda. He gasped when April put a hand on each of Miranda’s elbows and coaxed her to stand.
 

Miranda’s hand immediately shot between her legs.
 

James followed the motion with his gaze. A moment before she covered herself he saw two thick dollops of his semen dripping down her thighs.
 

April gently pulled Miranda’s hand away. She hooked a thumb into the strap of her bikini bottoms and pulled them down off her hips.
 

Miranda shook her head, blushed and looked down. “I…I can’t…” she muttered.
 

April lifted her chin and kissed her again. “It’s okay,” she reassured Miranda. “It’s all going to be okay. Just let it go. This’ll be fun I promise.”
 

With some reluctance, Miranda let her hand be guided away from her sex. She let April pull the bikini all the way down her legs, down to her feet. She stepped out of it.
 

James shuddered as he watched April undo her own bikini. It fell away from her chest to reveal her breasts. Her tiny nipples with barely any areolae were as stiff as Miranda’s. 
 

She pulled the drawstring of her own bikini bottom and it fell away.
 

James eyes fell to her bare pussy, then darted to Miranda, who was watching him with great interest.
 

“Why don’t we go inside?” April suggested.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


James couldn’t keep his eyes off of the two round asses swaying in front of him as they walked toward the deck.
 

April had her hand on the small of Miranda’s back.
 

Miranda seemed less embarrassed with each passing second. She was still giggling a lot but returned each playful kiss April gave her as they walked.
 

When they got to the door, April slid it open and let Miranda in. Then she spun around and her eyes fell to the shorts James was still wearing. “Gonna’ have to ditch those if you want to join us,” she said with a teasing smile.
 

James’ shoulders sagged. He rolled his eyes but knew what he had to do. He grabbed the sides of his shorts and bent over, tugging them down his legs. He couldn’t bring himself to look at April.
 

She took a step toward him and a moment later he felt her hand cup his cock. He tensed as she wrapped her fingers around it and stroked it. “See? It’s just sex,” she said.
 

He turned and their eyes met. A lust gripped him and made him lean in. He pressed his lips against April’s and plunged his tongue into her mouth, happy to feel hers pushing back against it.
 

She stroked his cock some more, sending heat coursing through him.
 

A jolt of panic shot through him as he remembered Miranda was already inside. Was she with Beaster already? “We should go in,” he said, pulling away from the kiss.
 

April smiled. “Of course,” she said.
 

They stepped into the cool, air-conditioned kitchen. April took his hand and led him toward the stairs to the basement.
 

“Where are we going?” James asked.
 

She smiled at him again. “We’ve got a little room set up down here where we play,” she said.
 

They descended the steps into the darkened basement. Walking through the hall, they came to an open door and stepped in.
 

James heart skipped a beat when he saw Beaster lying on a king size bed. He was stroking his cock to life. It was a thick thing and at least seven or eight inches, still half-flaccid. His heart skipped again when he saw Miranda standing in the corner, staring at Beaster, her eyes wide with wonder and interest.
 

“Have fun out there?” Beaster asked with a grin, but none of the usual bluster with which he normally spoke. He seemed…tamed, somehow. “You’ve got a beautiful wife, man,” Beaster said, his head turning to stare at Miranda’s curvy figure.
 

James turned to look at April, lost as to how to act in this completely new situation. “What now?” he asked.
 

“Whatever you want,” she replied. “Why don’t you call the shots. This is…kind of your thing.”
 

It was simultaneously the best and the worst thing she could have said. His stomach twisted at the responsibility she’d handed him. He glanced at Miranda, sweet Miranda standing there trying to ignore the fact that she was naked and that she was staring at a man other than her husband touching himself.
 

His angry fantasy surged through him, stiffening his cock completely. He knew what he was going to do, now that they were all here, naked and standing in Beaster’s basement. He didn’t know if he could bring himself to say it out loud, however.
 

“Do you want to see her with him?” April whispered, as if sensing the conflict within him.
 

James’ glanced at Miranda again. She was staring back at him, her eyes filled with a lusty excitement. It drove a wedge of sharp pain into his gut, one that was quickly dwarfed by a churning heat between his legs. “Yes,” he whispered.
 

“Wait right here,” April said. She let go of his hand and walked over to the bed.
 

Beaster stared at her, rubbing his cock as she crawled onto the bed between his legs. 
 

She bent over him with her ass toward James. Her pussy was slick with wet. When she took Beaster’s cock into her mouth he let out and “ah” and stared into her eyes while she sucked down half of it.
 

Suddenly Miranda was next to him. She kissed his neck and wrapped her hand around his cock. “I love you,” she whispered, stroking him gently.
 

He turned to face her. “I love you, too,” he said, then kissed her lips.
 

April’s sucking got noisier, sloppier as her head started bobbing up and down on Beaster’s shaft.
 

“Do you want to watch me with him?” Miranda whispered, massaging his prick.
 

“Yes,” he breathed.
 

“Say it.”
 

The tightness came. “I…”
 

“Say it,” she repeated.
 

“I want to watch you with him.”
 

“Tell me you want to see me fuck another man.”
 

“I want…I want to see you fuck another man,” he said, gazing into her eyes.
 

She bit her lip as a smile curled her lips. Her hand fell away from his cock. She took a step back, then turned and walked toward the bed. She came to stand next to it.
 

When April saw her she popped off of Beaster’s cock and reached out a hand.
 

Miranda took it and got on her knees on the bed. As April made way between Beaster’s legs, Miranda took up position. She bent over him in the same way April had, her ass rounding as she fell lower, pussy lips splitting.
 

James’ eyes went wide as he stared at her sweet cunt, still partially filled with his own cum. He took two steps to his right and gripped his cock as he saw Miranda’s lips hovering above the head of Beaster’s cock. When her tongue flicked out and licked the tip, he gave it a rough pump and grunted.
 

April was still sitting on the edge of the bed. She put her hand on the back of Miranda’s head and pressed.
 

Miranda’s mouth fell, the head of Beaster’s cock slipping past her lips.
 

A violent shudder rushed through James. But watching the moment pass, what he’d feared for so long, didn’t make him cringe like he thought it would. Instead, it caused a pulse of blistering heat to course through him, making his cock jump in his hand.
 

As April guided Miranda lower onto Beaster’s prick he realized how right she’d been. Here was Miranda, his wife, with another man’s dick in her mouth and he was still there. Hadn’t auto-ignited into a jealous inferno. In fact, now that it was happening, he couldn’t tear his eyes away.
 

It was…magical.
 

“You like that?” April said in a lewd purr. “You like that fat cock in your mouth?”
 

Miranda shot James a glance out of the corner of her eye before nodding.
 

April looked over at James. “I think we might have just found your wife’s inner slut,” she said, chuckling.
 

Beaster joined her but only for a moment. Opening her mouth wider, Miranda slipped down the length of his shaft taking six inches, pausing as she gagged on the head, then pressing lower until her chin touched his sack.
 

“Holy fuck,” Beaster whispered, eyes wide as he stared at Miranda’s mouth stuffed full of his dick.
 

James stood paralyzed, unable to believe what he was watching. Seeing Miranda take so much meat into her throat filled him with the most vulgar pleasure he could never have imagined he could feel. Cum drained from his balls, tickling the base of his member and threatening to spurt out onto the carpet. He let go of his own dick and took a quick breath to walk himself off of the edge.
 

The sound caught April’s attention. She turned to look at him, pulled her hand off of Miranda’s head and stepped off the bed. She walked toward James, eyeing him with a seductive glare. When she came close, she stepped behind his back and reached around and ran her fingers over his lurching cock.
 

“I’m…I’m close…” James stammered, squeezing his eyes shut tight to try and keep himself from coming.
 

“I’ll be careful,” April whispered into his ear. She let go of his cock and tickled the underside with her fingers again.
 

On the bed, Miranda came up for air. She pulled her mouth up and off of Beaster’s twitching prick in a slow glide. When she popped off of the head it bounced back and forth like a spring.
 

Beaster raised himself up on one elbow and grabbed Miranda by the arm. He dragged her down onto her back on the bed.
 

James gasped as Beaster put his hands on the insides of her thighs and splayed her legs.
 

Beaster reached down with two fingers and touched Miranda’s soaked pussy lips. He plied them apart, twisted his hand sideways, then pushed the two fingers into her. A rivulet of James’ sperm oozed out from between Beaster’s stiff fingers and Miranda’s pussy lips.
 

April took James’ cock in her hand again. She gave it a long, slow stroke, making his toes curl.
 

Miranda shuddered as Beaster fucked his fingers into her pussy, up to the knuckles. Her legs shook with pleasure. Her toes wriggled. She whimpered when Beaster pulled his fingers out, clawing at the sheets, she arched her back. “Please?” she squeaked.
 

“You ready for this?” April whispered. “Paul’s going to put his cock inside Miranda now,” April said, her breath hot on his neck.
 

“I’m…I’m ready,” James grunted though he still felt anything but.
 

Beaster gripped his cock in one hand and planted the other fist next to Miranda on the bed. Lowering himself over her, he touched her soaked, messy pussy lips with the throbbing head of his stiff prick. He swiped it up and down her slit, slathering her wet all over it.
 

James’ eyes went wide. His vision narrowed, focusing on the hard muscle that was about to defile his wife.
 

Miranda splayed her legs wider, running her palms over the insides of her thighs, then up her belly to cup and knead her breasts.
 

Beaster’s entrance was swift. With a grunt and a thrust, he drove his hard rod into her, making her moan as she took him. The muscles in his ass flexed as he plowed deeper, five inches, six, seven, burrowing until even the root of his seeder was buried inside her soft flower.
 

Miranda let out a shuddering breath. She locked eyes with Beaster, her hands drifting up around his neck, fingers curling into claws and scraping red lines down his back as she arched into a sexy “S” shape and moaned. “It’s so fucking big.”
 

James felt tendrils of pleasure creep up his spine as April stroked faster. He groaned, his body twisting but his eyes fixed on the delicious sight of Beaster’s thrusts plowing into Miranda.
 

He watched that fat cock gliding in and out, disappearing into her tight pussy then emerging coated in Miranda’s mucus and his own spunk. It squished and squashed in and out of her, his balls slapping loudly against her wet ass.
 

April’s other hand came from behind him, pressed against his stomach, then slid up until her thumb and her finger found his nipple. She rolled it between them.
 

Only then did the terrifying reality of what was about to happen dawn on him. “Fuck, April,” he grunted, trying to turn and look into her eyes. “He can’t…I mean she’s not…she’s not on anything. Don’t let him…”
 

“Shh,” April said from behind him, her grip on his dick tightening. “It’s okay. Don’t worry about that. Everything’s going to be okay. Let go, James. Give into it.”
 

He felt like he was dangling off a cliff by his fingernails. The urge to drag himself up, scramble back onto the shelf of the real world and stop the terrible thing that was about to happen was strong. But not strong enough to repel the urge to let go, at April’s suggestion. To relax his grip and fall into the abyss of pleasure.
 

Beaster reached up and wrapped a fist around Miranda’s neck. His thrusts so hard they were shaking the bed.
 

Miranda’s eyes darted to look at James. Her mouth fell open.
 

“Fuck,” Beaster grunted. “You ready to take it?”
 

James was in a very deep place inside of himself. Swimming at the bottom of an ocean of pleasure, he could do nothing but watch as Miranda turned to look at Beaster again.
 

Her hands fell from his back to his ass, her arms yanking him into herself in time with his thrusts. A fierce snarl curled her lip. “Fuck it into me,” she seethed. “Fuck your hot cum into me!”
 

“Argh!” Beaster groaned. He threw his head back and roared, slamming ferociously into Miranda, over and over, pounding her pussy with his engorged prick.
 

James saw it begin. It started with a twitch at the root of Beaster’s muscle. Then a pulse as his balls tightened up.
 

His own cock was oozing precum all over April’s fingers, her slick pumping pushing him closer toward release.
 

He looked up again to see Miranda’s body shaking, rolling beneath Beaster. Her toes curled and she screamed. Her sex squeezed him.
 

A kaleidoscope of emotions was spinning through James. The light seemed to change as he stared at Beaster’s organ going pump, pump, pump delivering his copious load deep into Miranda’s fertile body.
 

His climax cracked like a whip.
 

A hot spurt of jizz flew from the head of his cock onto the carpet.
 

April squeezed him harder, choking his dick and slowing her slippery gliding, she stretched out his climax as wide as it would go.
 

James groaned as the orgasm worked it’s way through his body. Up from his toes, ballooning inside his cock, then dousing his brain with dopamine. Flecks of sticky cum flew from his cock as he watched Beaster finish, then collapse onto Miranda with a grumbling sigh.
 

April’s stroking slowed. She milked his cock, squeezing out every last dribble of semen left in the shaft, shaking it out over the carpet until he was spent.
 

James sucked in a massive breath as he surfaced, barely able to stand for how weak his legs were.
 

But as he watched Beaster drag that flagging hose out of Miranda’s body the lust that had propelled him through the moment returned.
 

Beaster got up and off the bed. Without looking at James he walked past him and April and out the door.
 

April released her grip.
 

His cock flapped toward hardness again.
 

“Go to her, James,” April ordered. “It’s going to feel amazing.” Then she was gone, the door closing behind her.
 

Miranda sighed on the bed. She stretched out her hands and opened her legs in welcome.
 

James stumbled toward her, his mind reeling at what had just happened. He fell between her legs and his eyes locked on her sex.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


A tiny bead of Beaster’s creamy fluid seeped out of Miranda and rolled down the lips of her sex.
 

James stared aghast at the horrible beauty of it. Had this really happened? Had Miranda really just let another man fuck his seed into her? Into her bare pussy, her body fertile and ready to receive the gift, to lock with it, embed it inside herself and make her swell?
 

He shuddered.
 

Miranda took his hands. She guided drew him closer, guiding him between her legs and pulling him on top of herself. She put one hand around the back of his neck and pulled his head lower until their foreheads were touching. “Do you like it?” she whispered.
 

He gazed into her eyes. “Baby, but you’re…what about…” He couldn’t bring himself to say it out loud.
 

Miranda smiled. “It’s okay,” she said. “I promise it’ll be okay.”
 

Her soft tone stirred something within James. He’d released her. Watched as she’d been taken by another man and now here she was, back again, kissing his cheeks and running her hands along his back. His again. He wasn’t sure why but her reassurance rang true to him.
 

Letting go of his worry, he groaned as she wrapped her hand around his cock and squeezed.
 

“I was a dirty little slut for you, wasn’t I James?”
 

He locked his mouth onto hers and kissed her.
 

Her hand drifted up onto his ass and she pulled him closer, his cock glancing against her leaking sex.
 

“Put it in me, James. Put your cock inside me,” she begged.
 

A delicious thrill wormed up his back at her dirty request. His cock flexed and he squeezed his ass cheeks, squishing his stiff prick into her filled hole. He sucked in a sharp breath as Beaster’s cum gurgled out of her, coating his cock and his balls.
 

“Oh god you feel so good, James,” she moaned.
 

James cocked his hips, then drove his cock into her again. She was as tight as he remembered her. “I can’t believe you did that,” he said, his body shuddering at the velvety wetness of her insides.
 

“I did it for you, baby,” she said. “It was so hot watching April jerk you off while he fucked me.”
 

“Did you like it?” James asked, gliding his cock in and out of her in long, smooth strokes.
 

Miranda bit her lip. “I did,” she said, nodding slightly.
 

“He fucked you so hard, baby. Did it hurt?”
 

She shook her head. “It felt good. Like…strong, you know?”
 

The memory of Beaster’s furious rut sent a pang of regret through James. “You want me to fuck you like that? Hard and dominant?”
 

“I want this,” she said. “Just like this. I love you.”
 

“God I love you too, baby,” James said. He closed his eyes and sank into the feeling pulsing from between his legs. The squishy bliss of Miranda’s filled pussy sending pleasure burning through him. The question formed in his mind but he hesitated, wondering if he should leave it for later.
 

But the moment was so perfect between them. April had been right. He felt closer to Miranda than he ever had. “Would you…would you do it again?” he whispered.
 

Miranda moaned and pressed her head back against the pillow. “Oh James, really? Would you really let me?”
 

His cock hardened to steel inside her at the thought that she’d want to be with Beaster again. His dirty wife whose inner slut had been discovered by his old enemies turned friends. A pleasant sort of jealousy worked it’s way through him. Not the burning, stinging thing he’d known the past week. This was different. This made him thrust into her harder. Made him want to shove his cock into her cheating pussy as deep as he could get it.
 

She squeaked at the sudden force of his thrust.
 

“Yeah?” he said through clenched teeth. “You like that, you little slut? You like it when I fuck your cheating pussy hard like that?”
 

She gasped and her eyes shot open as he stabbed into her roughly again. “Fuck yes,” she snarled. “Fuck my cheating pussy!”
 

James got up on both fists and rammed his dick into her again. And again. He stared down between them, looking past her mound to where he was disappearing inside her. He started fucking her so rough the bed started to shake. Just like when she’d been fucking Beaster.
 

Miranda squealed and wrapped her legs around his waist, her hips rising up off the bed to meet his thrusts. She followed his gaze down her body, watched his stiff pole dipping into her sex. “Fuck your little slut. Fill me up full of that hot cum!”
 

James groaned. His pumping accelerated. He could feel another orgasm about to tear through him. The vision of Beaster formed again. His fat prick chugging into Miranda and making her scream.
 

Her pussy locked onto him and she quivered. Her mouth fell open and a shaky breath wafted out. “Fuck yes,” she seethed, dragging her fingernails down his chest. “Fuck James you’re gonna’ make me come!”
 

James redoubled his efforts. Reaching up he circled his fingers around her neck and gave it the gentlest squeeze, causing Miranda’s eyes to pop open.
 

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes!”
 

And suddenly James felt just as dominating and powerful as he’d seen Beaster be with Miranda. That very fact, that he’d watched the man that had once made him a cuckold sink into his wife and hadn’t flinched, made him feel like he was flying.
 

Miranda’s body twisted into the shape of pleasure, her eyes squeezing shut along with her pussy around his muscles. She shrieked as she came.
 

The feeling of her tightening around him tripped a switch inside James. His cock lurched and spat what little seed there was left in it after his last three orgasms.
 

James thought of what he was releasing into. Miranda’s tight, cheating pussy, already full of Beaster’s seed. This was primal. The race was on and James had a handicap, having been milked already. But the chance that another man had had access to his fertile wife caused a blistering heat to surge through James.
 

He stabbed his cock as deep into Miranda’s pussy as it would reach. His body froze, mind focusing on the feeling of it flexing and releasing his genetic material toward her depths.
 

The room crackled with heat.
 

His eyes shot open as the orgasm swept through and out of him. He sucked in a deep breath at the sudden lightness he felt. As if, with that climax, he’d released the demon that had haunted him for so long. When he looked down again it was to find Miranda gazing up at him with a lusty expression.
 

She flexed the muscles in her sex and put a hand around his neck. Pulling his mouth down to hers, she plunged her tongue into his mouth and moaned.
 

The thought came thrumming from the back of his mind. James tried to push it away, to revel a little longer in this amazing moment before reality intruded. It was far too insistent. He pulled away from their kiss with a wet smack. “Miranda,” he said, breathless.
 

A soft smile flickered across her lips. “What is it baby?” she whispered.
 

“Miranda…Miranda…Miranda…” He couldn’t stop saying her name as he stared into her eyes, knowing that the fantasy was gone and that the reality was hotter and dirtier than anything he could have imagined. She really was a cheating slut now. She’d taken another man into her body. Bare. “Baby he came inside you. You let him come inside you. How could you…you’re not…”
 

The smile twisted into something a little more wicked. “Don’t you remember?” she whispered. “I’m just a little slut that’ll take any cock I can get to get pregnant.”
 

His muscle flexed inside her.
 

She purred and closed her eyes, savouring the sensation.
 

But James thought his heart was going to jump out of his chest it was beating so hard. This couldn’t be. She was certainly different than the woman he’d married but she couldn’t have become this…irresponsible. Could she? “Baby, please,” he said, pulling out and rolling off of her. He glanced down at her messy sex. “Miranda we’ve got to get this…we’ve got to do something about this. What if…” Just thinking the words felt like he’d swallowed a hot poker.
 

What if it takes?
 

Miranda touched his cheek with her fingers and brought her eyes to his. “What if he makes me pregnant?” she asked.
 

James’ jaw fell and his eyes went wide.
 

Miranda, to his utter astonishment, chuckled. “Baby he’s snipped.”
 

The feeling brought on by the revelation was similar to hearing someone mash out a thundering major chord on a pipe organ. “Jesus,” he said, the air leaving his lungs. He fell onto his back on the bed and put an arm on his forehead.
 

Miranda rolled over and put a hand on his chest. “You didn’t really think I’d let another man fuck me full of sperm did you? I’m not crazy.”
 

James shook his head. “I didn’t know what to think. I just…I guess I was lost in the moment.”
 

Miranda’s eyes narrowed. “Wait. April didn’t tell you?”
 

“Tell me what?”
 

“She didn’t tell you that Beaster had a vasectomy? She said she would. She didn’t. That little…” She paused, eyes roaming from side to side as she pondered something. “So you thought…you thought that I was…” Her eyes widened. “And you didn’t say anything?”
 

His cock couldn’t have picked a worse time to flop in his lap.
 

Miranda’s eyes darted down at the motion, then back up to his. A hungry excitement began to burn in them. “So you thought there was a chance that he could…breed me?”
 

Flop.
 

“And you liked it?” she whispered. She swung a leg over his midriff and mounted him. She pressed one hand against his chest, the other drifting between their bodies to grip his cock and stroke it to life.
 

James groaned as he stared at Miranda. There was something deviant about her smile. Something wicked. Like the devil he’d purged had infected her and was living in her mind now instead of his. His cock hardening wasn’t helping.
 

“You want to see me with another man again?” Miranda asked, releasing his shaft and slipping her messy slit over it.
 

His cock slid into her.
 

“Maybe this time with someone that has a little more…potential?”
 

James groaned again as his shaft went rigid.
 

Miranda’s eyes shot wide open. “Holy shit you are hard right now,” she said as she started rocking back and forth on his muscle. She closed her eyes and drifted away.
 

James thought for a moment of shutting it down. Of telling her to stop and not joke, not even dirty talk, about something so dangerous. But the fantasy filled him with an electric heat he couldn’t resist. He watched her tits swaying against each other. Then his eyes fell to her generous hips. Hips built for breeding. He grunted and drove himself deeper into her slit.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


“Hey James!”
 

James looked up from the mail he’d just picked up at the post office to see April waving to him from across the street. He smiled and waved back.
 

After checking for cars she skipped over to where he was standing. She was wearing running gear and her body was glistening with sweat in the heat. She leaned in and kissed the air next to his cheek. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m stinky.”
 

“It’s okay.”
 

“Hey so what happened with you two? No goodbye? No phone call? Are you okay? You look okay. I’m happy you look okay. I thought you might be…” April trailed off.
 

James smiled again. “Mad? No. I’m not mad. We just…you and Beaster were in your bedroom and we didn’t know if we should wait or go or what so we just left. Sorry. I should have texted.”
 

“Did you like it?” April asked, a sly smile twisting her lips.
 

James grinned. “I guess you could say that,” he said.
 

“I guess you could,” April replied, glancing down at his cock. She looked up and winked at him.
 

“Hey,” James said, touching her arm.
 

“What?”
 

“I heard you forgot to tell me something.” He folded his arms across his chest and tilted his head to one side in accusation.
 

April blushed and giggled. “Yeah. Sorry about that. You’re not mad about that are you? You don’t look mad.”
 

James shook his head. “Not mad, no.”
 

April scowled at him. “What then?”
 

He thought for a moment whether he should say anything. Maybe Miranda would get upset? But the way she’d been the last few days was unsettling. “You really did a number on Miranda though,” he said finally.
 

April thought about this for a moment before the realization of what he was talking about dawned on her. “Oh,” she said. “You guys do a little breeding play?” she asked, one eye raised.
 

James waited for an older couple to shuffle along the sidewalk behind him before replying. He leaned in closer to April to whisper. “April you turned her into a fucking animal.”
 

April threw her head back and laughed, holding her sides. “That is hilarious,” she said, regaining her composure.
 

“It’s not hilarious,” James said. “She won’t stop talking about it.”
 

April shook her head.
 

“Did she tell you?” James asked.
 

“Tell me what?”
 

“That we’ve been trying. For kids. She’s not on anything.”
 

The smile faded from April’s expression. “Oh shit,” she said, her voice low. She shook her head. “She didn’t tell me that. I mean, it’s no big deal because Paul’s snipped but…” Her eyes wandered along the sidewalk as she contemplated what James had said.
 

“I thought you knew because, you know, that thing you said? That it was going to be okay? When I started babbling about him not, you know, going off inside her?”
 

“Oh that. Yeah I was just saying it was going to be okay, like, generically. Like ‘you can do this’ kind of a thing. I did not know that Miranda wasn’t…” She paused and raised an eyebrow. “Shit. She’s a little vixen isn’t she? Even Paul doesn’t like that kind of dirty talk. Gets all possessive and jealous. Sometimes I do it just to rile him up.”
 

James’ guts hardened slightly. He tried to parse what this meant. April, the swinger, telling him his wife was a vixen.
 

“Hey whatever floats your boat, pal. You do you. Just…”
 

“What?” James asked, after the pause had stretched out a little too long.
 

“I mean, if you guys are thinking of, you know, trying out the lifestyle be careful.”
 

James rolled his eyes. “Of course we’re going to be careful. Not that it’s a given or anything. We haven’t really talked about it. Miranda’s been so horny we’ve been…” He paused then burst out laughing at what he was discussing with his ex in the clear light of day. “We’re not going to take any risks,” he said.
 

The smile faded from April’s lips. “No I know. I know you wouldn’t. I just meant…if you do try this out just make sure you’re both on the same page. I know Miranda’s just playing right now but sometimes things have a way of…getting away from you.”
 

James frowned. “Really? Getting away how?”
 

“Just make sure you keep talking. Stay connected. Don’t let the thing become bigger than you guys, you know?”
 

James nodded even though he wasn’t exactly sure what she meant. “Sure. Yeah. Of course,” he said.
 

“Anyways, I should finish up this run and go home and get showered. Paul’s taking me out to dinner.”
 

“Sure thing,” James replied, smiling and stepping out of her way. “Hey,” he said as she turned to go.
 

April looked over her shoulder at him. “What’s up?”
 

He paused, a slight disbelief forming in his mind at what he was about to say. “Tell Beaster ‘thanks’ from me.”
 

April flashed a smile. “I will.”
 

“And…you know. Thank-you, too.”
 

April grinned. “Any time, James. I’m glad we could help.” She turned and broke into a run down the sidewalk.
 

James walked home enjoying the cooling evening air, a lightness in his step. Turning up their street he started whistling. He scowled when he saw the lights all turned off downstairs. His heart jumped as he saw the bedroom light on.
 

His cock, sore from days of nearly constant sex, jumped a little. Did Miranda want it again? He walked up the steps of their porch and through the front door. “Honey! I’m home!” he thought of calling out but something gave him pause. The faintest sound caught his attention.
 

It took a moment to identify it as the sound box-springs creaking.
 

His heart skipped a beat and he froze.
 

Just beneath the soft and rhythmic creaking, another sound was drifting down the steps. Something wet and sticky.
 

Padding up the steps, skipping the creaky one third from the top, he shuffled across the carpet and eased up to the door frame. The door was open just a crack. Enough for him to see inside.
 

His breath caught in his throat as his eyes came to rest on the bed.
 

There, positioned on her hands and knees, was Miranda. She was facing the headboard, away from him. Her middle finger was flicking her engorged and dripping clit.
 

In front of her lay a tablet, the view of it partially obscured by her sagging breasts. As they swayed and slapped against each other James could make out the occasional flash of exposed flesh on the screen. The volume was on high.
 

“You like it?” a female voice said from the speaker. “You like seeing that big dick inside my pussy?”
 

James sucked in a breath and held it.
 

“I love it,” a meek male voice whispered in reply.
 

“You want to see that pussy filled with cum?” the woman teased.
 

Miranda mewled.
 

James’ eyes went wide as he saw the muscles in her pussy clench.
 

“Fill that pussy up with cum,” the woman panted. “Fill me up with your hot cum.”
 

The sound of a man groaning drifted across the room.
 

Miranda squealed and began to climax, her fingers dancing along the glistening flesh of her sex.
 

James stared at the way her entrance contracted and released. His cock was hard again, the soreness faded to a distant memory. When Miranda fell onto her side on the bed he thought of retreating back into the hall but didn’t. His feet rooted to the ground, gaze riveted to how beautiful his wife looked on the bed.
 

Miranda saw him out of the corner of her eye. She squealed again, legs curling up as she scrambled up on the bed and covered her breasts. She tried to push the tablet under the covers. It fell to the floor with a soft thud. “James,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I was…I was just…” She looked down at the bed, eyes darting side to side as she searched for an explanation. “You scared me,” she finally whispered.
 

With his heart pounding in his chest, James stepped into the room and undid the top button of his shirt. He came to a stop at the foot of the bed. A part of him felt he should be outraged. Wasn’t this just like cheating? Why did she feel the need to use porn when he was out of the house? Wasn’t he enough for her?
 

And yet as he stared at his cowed wife, sitting with her feet tucked against her rear and a hand over her breasts, trying to cover her shame, the feeling that throbbed inside him was a potent, hungry lust for her. “You were watching porn?” he demanded.
 

Miranda glanced up at him, her cheeks burning red. She nodded, then looked away again. She opened her mouth as if she meant to speak, then hesitated.
 

James shrugged off his jacket and undid the buttons at the front of his shirt.
 

Miranda looked up at him, eyes widening in surprise at his reaction.
 

“Porn of a woman fucking another man in front of her husband?” he said, struggling to keep his voice from shaking.
 

“Yes,” she whispered. Her hand fell away from her breasts revealing her stiff nipples.
 

James nodded. He tugged his belt undone, then shoved his pants and boxers down his legs. His cock sprang out, stiff and ready.
 

Miranda’s eyes opened even wider as they fell to gaze at his hard muscle.
 

“That gets you off now, does it?” James asked.
 

Miranda bit her lip and nodded.
 

Lust swelled through James making his cock bounce. His mind wandered back to Beaster and April’s house, to watching Miranda get fucked by the big guy and to how arousing it had been. For a brief moment April’s warning from earlier that day nagged at the back of his mind.
 

Don’t let the thing become bigger than you guys.
 

He dismissed the unwelcome intrusion on his humming arousal. Of course he’d never do that. He had this now. He was in the drivers seat. Letting Miranda sleep with Beaster had changed everything. It had twisted humiliation into desire and helplessness into control. Showed him that Miranda wasn’t just his wife. She could be his plaything. He could control this. He was sure of it.
 

“Get over here and suck my cock,” he ordered.
 

Miranda’s mouth fell open at the lewd command and she sucked in a breath. But she leaned forward until she was on her hands and knees again. A smile curled one corner of her mouth. She crawled to the foot of the bed, staring into his eyes the entire time. “You want to play?” she asked softly.
 

“I want you to do what I tell you to do,” James said, eyeing her with a stern gaze.
 

Her smile widened as she reached up and grabbed the root of his cock. “Anything,” she said. “Anything you want, James.”
 

A shudder raced up his spine at her submission. “Suck my dick.” He closed his eyes and savoured the sensation of his cock slipping into Miranda’s hot, wet mouth. His balls tightened between his legs as she began bobbing back and forth on his prick.
 

The vague memory of April cheating on him all those years ago sharpened his pleasure. The thought of giving Miranda away again, this time maybe to a stranger, made him groan. His ass cheeks flexed as he pushed his cock deeper into Miranda’s mouth.
 

He looked down to see her staring up at him, her mouth full of his dick. Her once innocent expression had been replaced by a hungry, needing look. He couldn’t help but wonder where this would take them, this detour they’d decided to take in their marriage.
 

A faint worry scratched at the back of his mind. He acknowledged it, then filed it away to deal with later. Miranda would have to go back on birth control. He make sure to remind her later. Releasing the concern, he sank back into the moment, back into the heat surging from in between his legs at the mouthing Miranda was giving him. He winced at the first blast of heat that signalled he was close. Putting a hand on Miranda’s shoulder, he pushed her gently away.
 

“It’s okay,” she said, panting. “I want it in my mouth.” Her tongue flopped out ready to take his seed.
 

James swatted her hand away from his cock and grabbed himself. “Stay just like that,” he grunted, pumping himself.
 

Miranda smiled wider and kept her tongue held out.
 

James groaned as dopamine flooded his brain. A splat of ejaculate belched from the head of his prick and splattered across Miranda’s cheek.
 

She started to giggle. Then she reached up between his legs and tickled his sack.
 

At the peak of his climax James felt his mind wobble a bit. Through the scorching heat he felt a pang of jealousy stab into his gut. Miranda using porn to get off without him was…painful but arousing all at once.
 

He righted himself as he coasted down the back end of his climax. If they were going to do this he’d have to stay cool. Keep calm. He knew he could do it. He wasn’t sure what compelled him to take a step forward and gently slap Miranda’s cheek with his flagging member.
 

She giggled.
 

James smirked.
 

“I’m your little slut now,” Miranda whispered.
 

Her words caused a knot to form in his stomach. “You’re my little slut now,” James whispered back. He dropped to his knees. “Get on your back,” he said. “Legs spread.”
 

Miranda laughed, rolled onto her back and opened her legs for him. “Yes sir,” she purred.
 

As his lips met her sex, James felt his cock twitch to life again. The future was uncertain. But he was sure of one thing. It was going to be one hell of a ride.
 


THE END



***
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