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Chapter 1



“Finally we’re in a place where people won’t ask how to spell my name. Or how to pronounce it when they see it. I’ve gotten so many strange ones over the years. Let’s see… ‘Say-oar-see.’ ‘Sour-see.’ And then there’s my favorite one, ‘source.’ Like the source of a river.”

Even though we’d been waiting for fifteen minutes in the line for passport control after disembarking from an 8-hour transatlantic flight, my wife, Saoirse (pronounced “Sear-sha”), was in high spirits. Practically giddy. And she hadn’t even taken advantage of the complimentary beverage service on the airplane like I had.

I, on the other hand, wasn’t sure if it was day or night, and for some reason was convinced that my passport might slip out of my pants pocket if I didn’t keep my hand firmly covering it at all times. Still, I was happy for her. This was a homecoming, of sorts.

“You should have just used the EU line,” I said, glancing over at the much faster-moving queue next to us.

“I know. I could have, but I didn’t want to separate from you, babe,” she said, flashing me her gray-blue eyes, then brushing away a damp strand of red hair from her pale cheek with the flick of a fingertip. “Besides. What if they ask who I’m traveling with? I can’t tell them that my American husband is waiting in the other line.”

“I doubt they ask you much of anything if you have an Irish passport,” I said. “They probably just wave you through.”

“You might be right. This is the first time I’m actually using mine.”

I knew that, of course. Saoirse’s Irish passport, and the application process to get it, had been a constant source of stress and excitement in our lives for the past year or more. Saoirse’s father had been born and raised in a small village near Kilkenny before moving to the US and meeting her mother, but Saoirse had only recently applied for the Irish citizenship she was entitled to. Her Irish heritage had been something of a sore spot for her as child, and she’d done her best to avoid thinking about it too much, even though the unpronounceability of her first name (at least for Americans) meant that it was never far from anyone’s consciousness.

Saoirse’s father had done his best to make sure that she’d had some connection to his home country. Her parents hadn’t been able to send her to Ireland every year, but they’d managed to arrange several summer trips so that she could get to know her cousins. She told me that she often felt like a celebrity during these vacations, with her cousins peppering her with questions about life in the States. She regretted now that she hadn’t exhibited the same level of interest in life in Ireland; that her knowledge of the country remained rather superficial despite her long periods of exposure.

She’d also never given much thought to her ability to claim Irish citizenship for herself until she was older and her father was more feeble. Suddenly, her Irish heritage had become central to her identity again. I felt it was a way of connecting with her father, as he was slowly taken from her by the ravages of age.

I’d always thought of Saoirse as just another American girl, born and raised in Ohio, who just happened to have Irish ancestry and the unconventional name to prove it. There were millions of Irish-Americans, and many more who wished or pretended to be Irish, especially on St. Patrick’s Day. The only thing that made Saoirse different from many of them was that her connection to the island was much more recent. And, of course, her name, which had proven so difficult for Americans to deal with that she’d gone through the first two years of college going by “Sarah,” because she got tired of couching people on how to spell and pronounce Saoirse.

“I totally get now why that Chinese TA in my psychology lecture told everyone to call him ‘Paul,’” she’d told me once. “It was just so much easier for everyone than trying to say ‘Zhao’ in a way that wouldn’t make him cringe. So what if he had to adopt a new identity for a while?”
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But by the time I met her, Saoirse had grown tired of being “Sarah,” and had introduced herself to me with her real, Irish name. We were at a college keg party, and had both stepped out onto the porch to escape the stifling air of the dance floor.

“Oh, sure,” I’d said immediately, after hearing her name. “It’s Irish. S-A-O-I-R-S-E.”

She’d gaped at me in astonishment. This was before a certain actress with the same name had become well-known.

“How did you…”

“I read a lot,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “My parents want to Ireland on vacation when I was a kid and came back and told me stories about the places they’d been. I spent a lot of time reading about the Kings of Munster and stuff like that. Later about the famine and the Troubles.”

“Sounds like you know more about Irish history than I do.”

She flashed me a quick smirk that made it seem like she might be flirting with me. I was proud of myself for having impressed such an impressive-looking woman.

“Not really. I mean, with a name like that, you must be a real expert.”

“I wish,” she’d said. I took a moment to admire her thick red hair, which was pulled back into a loose ponytail. I remember also wanting desperately to let my eyes wander a little deeper and see just how low-cut her tanktop was, but I was also trying to be on my best behavior, despite being three or four beers into the night already.

“My dad’s Irish,” she said. “But I don’t really know much about the country. I know my cousins, but that’s about it. They’re all really into this sport called ‘hurling’.”

“Curling? The Canadian thing with brooms?”

“No, hurling” she said. “I figured with all your reading about Ireland you might have heard of it.”

“I didn’t read that much,” I conceded.

Then a fact flashed up into my consciousness from somewhere deep in my memory. Saoirse would later tell me that if I hadn’t produced that particular piece of information on that porch on the night we met, she probably would have thought of me as just another horny college guy who was lusting after her red hair and tits, and not a potential future husband.

“Wait,” I said. “Hurling. Yes. I remember. It’s a Celtic sport played with sticks. Kind of like field hockey, but with goalposts like football. If you get the ball through the top part of the uprights, that’s one point, and through the bottom, that’s worth three.”

She looked at me in astonishment. I had to admit that I was entranced by her full lips and slightly rounded features.

“Yeah, that’s right…” she said.

“And it’s important to Irish history. During the revolution,” I continued, “after the Easter Uprising. There was a massacre. Bloody Sunday, 1920. The English fired on a match and killed a bunch of people.”

“Wow,” said Saoirse. “What are the chances that I step out onto the porch and meet the biggest Irish history dork at the university?”

I could tell that I’d gotten her attention.
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Later, I found out that my memory had been faulty. It hadn’t been a hurling match that the English had opened fire on, but rather Gaelic football. Luckily, that difference didn’t matter to Saoirse. Later on, though, we laughed about it. She told me it was fortunate that she didn’t know any more about Irish history than I did, otherwise she wouldn’t have been nearly as impressed with me, and might never have given me her phone number that night. And if she hadn’t given me her phone number, we never would have gone out. And if we’d never gone out, we never would have gotten married. And if we hadn’t gotten married, we certainly wouldn’t have been taking this trip to Ireland on the occasion of our ten-year anniversary.

The passport control line inched along. Finally, it was our turn.

“Well then, Saoirse Adams,” said the immigration official, a short chubby woman with curly brown hair pulled back into a bun. “You’re in the wrong line. But I suppose that’s because of this gentleman here?”

She held both of our passports in one hand, tapping them against the counter as she looked at her computer screen.

“What is the purpose of your visit, Mr. Adams?”

“To visit my wife’s relatives with her. And to celebrate our ten-year anniversary.”

“Very good. Where do they live, your relatives?”

She turned to Saoirse.

“In County Kilkenny,” she said. “I…I have to admit I’ve forgotten the name of the town. They always just say ‘Kilkenny,’ but it’s not quite in the city.”

“You sound like you’ve been out of Ireland for a long time, if you don’t mind me saying so,” said the immigration officer, giving my wife a slight smile.

“Oh, I’m not Irish,” my wife said, then glanced at the passport in the woman’s hand. “I mean — I’m technically Irish. I’m an Irish citizen. My father’s Irish, but I was raised in America, so…”

She was clearly flustered now, acting almost as if she’d been caught in a trap.

“Not to worry,” said the woman, handing back her passport. “You’re hardly the first Irish American to come through here. I was just having a bit of fun with you. But a name like Saoirse can’t be easy for Americans, can it?”

“You’re not kidding,” said Saoirse, breaking out in a broad American smile as she took the passport back. “It’s going to be nice to be in a place where people know how to say it. And spell it.”

“Oh, that they do,” she said, pulling out a large stamp and flipping through my American passport to find the perfect blank page. “And now there’s a famous actress called Saoirse. She’s quite popular in the US, now, isn’t she?”

My wife nodded.

“Yes. But that wasn’t the case when I was growing up. It would have made things easier.”

The immigration official nodded.

“Now then, Mr. Adams,” she said, “unlike your wife, you are only entitled to enter the country as a tourist, for 90 days. No eligibility for work or public benefits. Understand?”

She stamped the passport with a heavy thunk and then handed it back to me, smiling.

“Enjoy your vacation,” she said. “And happy anniversary.”

“Thank you,” I said, taking the passport.

“I can’t believe how nice everyone is here,” I said to Saoirse as we walked towards the baggage claim. “Even in America, they treat American citizens like criminals half the time.”

“They are nice here,” Saoirse said. “Though my cousins did always kind of make a sport of lying to me when we were growing up.”

“Lying?”

“Not lying, I guess. More like making up stupid stories and telling them with a straight face to see if I believed it. Like about life in Ireland and stuff. Like they convinced me that they didn’t know what DVDs were, and I believed them. Until I saw a DVD player at my uncle’s house…”

“That’s kind of funny…”

“Yeah, it was, I guess,” she said. “But I sometimes felt a little left out. I was the weird American cousin. I could tell that they thought I was a little naive, but envied me at the same time. My cousin Mary actually immigrated to the US as soon as she turned 20, and I think it probably had something to do with me.”

“Sure. Mary. I remember her from the wedding. Married a guy from Boston, right?”

“I think he’s from Maine. But yeah, that’s her. I haven’t talked to her much since then. I wonder if she’s an American citizen now?”

“Probably.”

“Hey, those are ours…”

She pointed to the two rolling suitcases that we’d packed and weighed several hours before, on another continent. They slid off of one luggage conveyor belt and down onto another one. I stepped forward and quickly lifted first one, then the other onto the ground. Saoirse grabbed hers and we walked out into the arrival hall of Dublin Airport.

“Look for Mikey,” she said. “He said he’s wearing a blue t-shirt and jeans.”

“What a description,” I said. “It should really help, given that I have no idea what the guy’s face looks like.”

“Yeah you do,” said Saoirse as her eyes scanned the crowd of people waiting in the arrival area, “I showed you pictures on Facebook. Remember?”

“Sort of. No offense, but your cousins kind of all blend together. Except for… what was her name? The blond one.”

Saoirse shot me a withering look.

“Laura,” she said. “Yes, I know that Laura is the hot cousin. You can lust after her as long as I’m allowed to check out the hurlers. Deal?”

“It’s a deal,” I said, pinching her playfully. “Some of those guys probably have pretty big sticks.” We had a game in our relationship of talking openly about members of the opposite sex who we found attractive. It was our way of keeping the spark alive by creating just a bit of jealousy. To be honest, I loved hearing about which guys Saoirse was into. More than just a little. You might say that I had something of a hotwife kink. And Saoirse was well aware of it. She liked teasing me about it, even though she’d told me long ago that actually acting on it in real life was completely off the table. She was a one-woman man, even if she enjoyed how the hotwife fantasy affected me in the bedroom.

It was probably better that way. Actually sharing Saoirse in real life seemed like a bridge too far, even if I found the idea incredibly arousing.

“That’s him over there,” said Saoirse, tugging on my arm and pointing to a familiar-looking middle-aged man with a slight paunch in a blue t-shirt and jeans. He waved as she caught his eye.

“Mikey,” Saoirse said, dropping the handle of her luggage to embrace him. “It’s so great to see you.”

I couldn’t help but feel a slight pang of jealousy as I watched my beautiful wife embrace her male cousin. It was strange (and, if I’m being honest, a little exciting) to see her express that kind of affection for another man. But he was a blood relation, of course, so it wasn’t like that at all…

“Hey, cuz,” he said. “Nice to see you. Glad I found you. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to text you. See, we only got iPhones in Ireland last year, and I’m still learning how to use mine…”

“Stop it,” she said, slapping his arm, “I’m not falling for that stuff anymore.”

He grinned at me, extending his hand.

“Greg,” he said. “Great to finally meet you. Heard you want to see a hurling match?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We thought it would be fun.”

“Well, you’ve come to the right place. At the right time. We’ve got tickets for a match next Sunday, and we’re looking forward to taking you.”

“I can’t wait,” I said.

“I’m in the car park just across the road there,” said Mike, taking Saoirse’s suitcase and pulling it towards the door. “My car is pretty small, but we should be able to fit both of you and the luggage, if Saoirse doesn’t mind squeezing into the backseat by herself.”

“I don’t mind at all,” said my wife, whose energy was finally showing signs of flagging. “I’m really looking forward to a shower. And going to bed.”

“It’s a little early for that yet,” said Mikey. “It’s half ten in the morning.”

“Damn it.”

“Probably best if we try to stay up for at least twelve more hours, if we want to have a fighting chance at adjusting to the time difference,” I said.

“I know you’re right,” Saoirse replied, “but all of a sudden I feel like I could sleep for days…”

“That’s cause it’s the middle of the night in Ohio,” said Mikey, leading us into the carpark. “I know what it’s like. Sarah and I went on holiday to Japan last year. Talk about a time change. I was up at all hours. Didn’t know what to do with myself. Felt like I was in a fog…”

“Fog. That sums it up pretty well,” said Saoirse, suppressing a yawn.

“The girls are really looking forward to your visit,” said Mikey, as we approached a small hatchback.

“Other side,” he said, smiling, as I pawed drowsily at the driver’s side door handle. “Unless you want to drive?”

“I’m not in the best shape for it,” I said. “And I still have nightmares from our trip to England a couple of years ago. It was a miracle we didn’t cause a head-on collision.”

“It wasn’t that bad,” said Saoirse, from the other side of the vehicle, “but that gas station attendant did reprimand you for driving into the wrong entrance.”

“At least she was nice about it,” I said, remembering.
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Once I had taken my proper place in the passenger seat and Saoirse had cozied up to her suitcase in the back, we set off for Kilkenny. As the traffic around Dublin faded, I let the beauty of the Irish countryside in the summer sunshine wash over me.

“It’s been unseasonably hot, hasn’t it?” asked Saoirse from the backseat.

“Yeah,” said Mikey, “they say next week it could be 28. Maybe even 30 in parts of the country.”

“What’s that in Fahrenheit?” Saoirse asked.

“I dunno. 75? 80? I spent three years in the States, but I never got it all straight,” laughed Mikey. “I still think in Celsius.”

“Anyway, we don’t really have much air conditioning around here. Never needed it. But you shouldn’t be too uncomfortable if you keep the windows open at night. The Clubhouse should be better in that respect than our place. Sorry again that we can’t put you up. It’s just too tight at ours.”

“Oh, we understand,” said Saoirse. “I think we won’t mind having a little space for ourselves, too. Some downtime.”

Because Mikey and Sarah had four children, ages 12-16, space was at a premium at their house. The way that Mikey had described their living situation to Saoirse when they’d talked on WhatsApp a few months ago made it sound like a total zoo. Even if I was looking forward to meeting the kids, I didn’t mind the fact that we weren’t staying with them. I didn’t want to spend ten days sharing a bathroom with a bunch of teenagers.

I didn’t understand how parents like Mikey and Sarah did it. Four kids spaced that closely together? It seemed like a total nightmare to me. Saoirse and I had a white lab named Sadie, who we doted on, but even the thought of having another dog to take care of was daunting to us. We had never totally ruled out kids, but we’d both been so career-focused that we hadn’t made it a priority. Saoirse was 35 now, so I kept expecting her to bring up the proverbial ticking biological clock, but since she never did, I kind of assumed that she’d decided that children weren’t in our future as well.
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We entered Kilkenny, a picturesque town that nevertheless still seemed inhabited by more than just tourists. Groups of schoolchildren in bright-colored safety vests lined the streets. People chatted at street-corner cafes with seating that spilled out onto the sidewalks. Signs written in colorful chalk outside of pubs advertised traditional music.

A group of boys in striped black and yellow jerseys carrying hurling sticks passed close by my window.

“Hey,” I said, “looks like they really do like hurling…”

“What, you thought we didn’t?” asked Mikey.

“No, I mean, I knew that it was popular, but I guess I didn’t realize that the kids and everyone would be so into it…”

“Where do you think we get the new players from? It’s quite popular with the kids.”

“What do you call the sticks again?” I asked.

“We usually just say ‘hurl,’” said Mikey.

“Yeah, but isn’t there an Irish name, too?”

“Yeah. Camán.”

Saoirse repeated the word from the backseat.

“And the ball?” she asked.

“That’s a sliotar,” said Mikey. “You can also call it the ball. Or sometimes the puck.”

“I need someone to sit down and explain all of this to me,” Saoirse yawned.

“If you’re up to watching the game with us at the pub tonight, I think you’ll get quite an education. Plus, my mate James is probably also going to be there, and he played for the Cats up until like five or six years ago.”

“So he was, like, a real hurler?”

Mikey smiled. “Yeah. You could certainly say that. And he loves to talk about it.”

“Great! I totally want to meet him.”

Saoirse’s enthusiasm was hard to read. Was she just feeling loopy because of the lack of sleep, or was she seriously getting excited about learning about Gaelic sports from a random stranger?
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Mikey helped us get checked into our room, and told us that he’d text Saoirse in a few hours when it was time to go meet the family for dinner. In the meantime, Saoirse and I could get settled in and refresh ourselves a bit from the trip.

“If you want my advice,” he said, “you’ve got to stay awake, whatever you do. If you nap now, you’ll be wide awake at midnight with nothing to do.”

“Plus we’d missed the match!” said Saoirse.

“That’s right. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?”

He smiled at us, giving me his hand in parting, then hugging Saoirse briefly.

“Good to see you, cuz,” he said, putting an American pronunciation on the final word.

“Good to see you, too. Tell Sarah and the kids we can’t wait to see them.”

“I will.”
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In the room, Saoirse started unpacking her suitcase, transporting the toiletries to the bathroom, while I lay back on the bed and turned on the television, flipping through the channels without really registering what I was seeing, the jet lag weighing heavy on my eyelids.

“The gifts made it,” she said, pulling out two packages that we had carefully wrapped in paper and nestled among our clothing for protection. “I hope the girls like what we got them.”

“Teenage girls anywhere are going to be hard to please,” I said. “I don’t think you should agonize too much over it.”

“I know they have their ears pierced, but I don’t even know if they all have the same style…”

“We’ve been over this. Sarah told you it was fine to get them all the same thing.”

“I know. I just…”

“You want them to think that you’re a cool…what exactly are you to them? Cousin?”

“Yeah, some kind of cousin. I guess I want to be their cool cousin from America.”

“Isn’t being from America cool enough?”

“It used to be. But now I’m not sure anymore,” said Saoirse.

“Well I wouldn’t know, either.”

She yawned.

“I think I’m going to go take a shower,” she said. “I always feel so grimy after a long flight like that.”

“Do that,” I said. “I’m going to watch this British game show. I have no idea what they’re talking about. It’s like a foreign language, even though they’re speaking English. They just asked a question about the last five Chancellors of the Exchequer.”

“Oh wow. You’re right. That does sound exotic…”

Saoirse began to strip out of her traveling clothes. My gaze moved from the TV screen to my wife’s beautiful body. She was wearing a light-blue bra that cradled her two perfectly shaped breasts which were the size of small cantelopes. I liked to tell her that she was the redheaded version of Sydney Sweeny. She laughed at that.

“I’m much prettier than her,” she’d insist. “Even if we do have the same cup size.”

Saoirse was aware of the fact that she was a beautiful woman, of course. She’d been dealing with attention — wanted and unwanted — from men from the moment that she’d reached puberty. But that didn’t mean that she didn’t have insecurities, especially when men wouldn’t pay attention to her. Nothing got her attention more than that.

“Damn,” I said, sighing as I watched my wife get undressed. “You kind of make me want to get in there with you.”

“I don’t know if the shower is big enough for that, honey,” she said. “But I promise I’ll think of you…”

“Yeah right,” I said. “You’re going to be thinking of some hurler, giving you a working over with his big stick…”

She gave me a smile.

“Sounds like you like that idea…”

“And what if I do?”

“You’re so bad. Such a little perv.”

She dropped her bra to the floor, then cradled her tits in her hands, flirtatiously withholding them from my gaze as she turned towards the bathroom.

“That’s all you’re going to see, if you’re going to be such a perv,” she said, stepping through the door.

“That’s fine with me,” I countered, “your ass is an amazing sight too.”

[image: ]


After Saoirse was finished, it was my turn in the shower. I stood under the warm spray in a haze. It felt a little bit like I might fall asleep standing up, which I knew was a bad idea. But my eyes closed for a moment. I saw my beautiful wife, her eyes closed and her head thrown back in ecstasy. She rode another man. In my mind’s eye, he was just a muscular torso. And a huge, throbbing cock…

I felt myself getting hard.

Not now. I can’t jerk off in here, I thought.

I finished washing the grime of air travel from my body, then toweled myself off and joined Saoirse in the room once again.

She was watching a program about hurling on TV, still wrapped a towel.

“I have to admit,” she said, looking up at me as I entered the room, “some of these hurling guys are in great shape…”

I glanced down, noticing that Saoirse’s right hand had disappeared under the folds of the towel that barely covered her lower body.

“Wait a second…” I said, stepping closer and scrutinizing her face. “You’ve been…”

She stifled a giggle.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about…”

“You were the one calling me a perv,” I said, dropping my towel and tumbling onto the bed next to her, “and now I catch you out here, flicking your bean to a hurling match?”

“Stop it,” she said, blushing. “You’re the one who put those dirty thoughts into my head. Ever since we’ve gotten here, you’ve been talking nonstop about me fucking one of those hurling guys.”

“I don’t think it’s just been me,” I said, “you seem to enjoy the fantasy, too.”

“So what if I do,” she said, gasping a little as I kissed down her neck. “What else am I supposed to do when my husband is such a pervert, just filling my innocent mind constantly with his dirty fantasies. I’m a good girl. I never thought about these things at all before we got together…”

“I don’t believe you for a second.”

She giggled, then gasped as my mouth found her nipple.

“Oh God, that feels great. Are you sure we should be doing this now?”

“What else are we going to do?” I answered, looking up at her as I started teasing her other breast with my hand while my tongue flitted around her nipple.

“I guess we can’t sleep…”

“That’s right. We’ve got to stay awake. And this is the best way.”

“I’m so tired,” she sighed. “But so horny at the same time. I almost feel drunk or something.”

“So your inhibitions are lowered?”

“What do you think? I was masturbating to the hurling match, wasn’t I?”

“So you admit it!”

She giggled.

“I don’t know why I said that. I must really be tired…”

I reached down and slowly pressed a finger inside her.

“Oh wow. You’re really wet.”

“I can’t help it. Seeing all those guys with biceps like that, handling those sticks…”

“Are you going to be able to behave yourself tonight watching the match at the pub?”

“I’ll behave myself a lot better if you go down on me first,” she said.

I looked up at her. She was grinning.

Saoirse wasn’t exactly what you’d call “dominant” in bed with me, but she had no trouble asking for what she wanted. I liked that about her. Sometimes I thought that maybe she would have liked being with a partner who took charge more than I did, but she’d never mentioned it directly. It just came up in some of the flirty talk that we exchanged surrounding my hotwife fantasy. Most of the time we seemed like we were on about the same wavelength in bed.

“I think that could be arranged,” I said, and moved down between her legs, so that my legs were dangling off the end of the bed.

Saoirse slid up to get into a better position, then I began to lick her, softly around the edges of her clit, keeping her guessing about when my tongue would actually make contact with it. I could tell from all of the usual signs that Saoirse had already done much of my work for me while I’d been in the shower. She was clearly quite aroused already.

I’d been at it for a few minutes, flicking her clit with my tongue in a slow rhythm while I reached up to tease her nipples with my hands, when I suddenly realized that the television was still on.

My wife was ogling hurlers while I went down on her.

I lifted my mouth from her nether regions for a moment to remark on this.

“You’re still watching TV, aren’t you? You’re perving out!”

“Stop! No, I mean…keep going. Why did you stop? So what?” she blurted, flustered. She grabbed my head and pushed it back down towards her crotch.

“Keep doing what you were doing. God, they just showed a slow-motion close-up of one of the guys just whacking that sliotar…”

“Bet you want to get whacked with his stick…”

“God, don’t tempt me. I’m horny enough right now that I might actually do it…”

I knew that it was just dirty talk. Saoirse had always made it more than clear that my hotwife fantasy would always stay just that. A fantasy. But still, I loved to hear her talk like this, even if it wasn’t serious.

“Yeah? You’d like to let one of those guys teach you the game?”

“Number 16 could teach me anything he wanted,” she sighed. “And number 21. Actually number 11 on the other team isn’t bad, either.”

“Sounds like you just have the hots for hurlers,” I said, kissing my way back down towards her mound.

I loved going down on my wife. Causing her pleasure was one of my greatest joys in life, and I was proud of how good I’d gotten at giving it to her with my tongue.

“God, Greg,” she moaned, “you’re driving me crazy.”

I groaned into her clit. She yelped, then clamped a hand down over her own mouth.

“Fuck, I don’t want to be too loud,” she whispered, “but you’re making me lose control. You’ve got me so close. God, I need another slow-motion close-up…”

It took me a moment to realize that she was talking about a close-up on the TV. This was a new side of Saoirse. She’d always said before that she wasn’t really visually aroused by men’s bodies, but now it seemed like that might not be true. Was it just the jet lag?

“Oh fuck. Oh yeah. Just like that…”

I was no longer sure if she was talking to me, or to the television production team. I decided to keep doing what I was doing, which (as I knew from experience) was a surefire method of bringing her to climax.

A few seconds later, her legs tensed, then released, and she bucked her hips hard against my face, before falling limp onto the mattress and pushing my face away from her crotch.

“God that was amazing. I’m so sensitive now…”

“Did you get the close-up you needed? Is that what helped you over the hump at the end?”

“Stop it,” she said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. It was all you. My loving husband.”

“Of course it was,” I said. “You’re a good girl, after all…”
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We cuddled for a few minutes, watching the game, then she asked me if I wanted a handjob or something. As turned on as I’d been by going down on her, however, I realized I wasn’t actually in the mood. Maybe it was the jet lag.

“Oh well,” she said. “I can take care of you later. Maybe after the match tonight. If we can stay awake.”

“That sounds good,” I said.
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Mikey messaged Saoirse at the appointed time, announcing that he would arrive to take us to dinner at their house in a few minutes. After dinner would be the match, which we’d watch at a pub near their house. Afterwards, he’d drive us back to the hotel so that we could finally get some sleep.

“I hope you don’t mind chaos,” he said, once we were in the car. “Even though the kids are older now, it still seems like the house is always a pigsty and at least two of them are fighting at any given time.”

“Oh, I’m sure it won’t be that bad,” said Saoirse.

The house was eerily silent when we arrived. It wouldn’t have seemed that way, of course, if Mikey hadn’t tried to prepare us for the worst. But when we arrived, we were greeted by a tidy, empty hallway.

“I guess they must be back in the garden or something,” said Mikey, apparently as puzzled as we were.

Though we’d been led to believe that the house was in a constant state of chaos, it was actually quite neat, though there were certainly signs of the fact that it was inhabited by a large family, starting with the shoe rack near the door that was overflowing with sneakers and rain boots.

Mikey kicked a stray pair of trainers back in the general direction of the rack and muttered, almost to himself, “gotta sort through those again. There are some that they never wear anymore…”

A woman appeared in the doorway before us.

“Sarah!” said Saoirse, “it’s great to see you!”

Like Mikey, Sarah was in her early forties, a bit older than Saoirse and me, but she looked great for her age. Especially given the fact that she’d born four children.

“Greg,” she said, coming in for a hug, “it’s so great to finally meet you.”

“Likewise.”

“You had a good flight?”

“Yes, about as comfortable as could be expected,” I said.

“And the bed and breakfast? All good?”

“Yes, it’s great,” said Saoirse. “Thanks for finding it for us.”

“My pleasure,” said Sarah. “I’m glad it’s to your liking. Come on in. The kids are all in the garden. We thought we’d eat outside, on account of this gorgeous weather.”
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When we met the children, it became suddenly clear to me why they’d had so many. There were three nice-looking teenage girls, all with light-brown hair, streaked with red, accompanied by a single male child who was introduced to me as Ciaran, the youngest, with the same bright-red hair and pale complexion as his mother. So Mikey had been trying all those years for another guy, and when he’d gotten his wish, they’d stopped.

The girls were called Kate, Lucy and Ella, and had the habit of all talking over each other at once. I knew that I was going to have a hard time keeping their names straight, but perhaps it wasn’t that important. They’d been helping Sarah in the kitchen prepare a beef stew with Guinness for our arrival. Soda bread was served on the side.

“We normally have pasta or a curry on a night like this,” said Sarah. “But we thought you might enjoy something traditional. Since you’ve come all this way.”

“It’s delicious,” said Saoirse. “My dad used to always talk about how good the stew was in Ireland. He would love this.”

“Thanks,” said Sarah.

“How is your dad?” asked Mikey. “I know all about his… move, of course. But that was more than a year ago, right? Any updates?”

“Nothing good,” said Saoirse, staring down into her stew.

“Sorry,” said Mikey, “I didn’t mean to bring up a painful topic. I just have such great memories of your father growing up…”

“No, it’s ok,” said Saoirse. “He’s doing as good as he can…given his diagnosis. My mother doesn’t live with him in the facility. I think you might know that. He usually doesn’t recognize her anymore, and it got to be too stressful for both of them. She still visits him at least once a day, though. Some days are better than others. Sometimes he has moments when it’s like he’s himself again, and can recall some of the time they spent together. Other times, he thinks she’s me. Or his sister. Or a total stranger…”

“That’s heartbreaking. You poor dear,” said Sarah, reaching out and putting her hand on Saoirse.

“Yes,” she said. “It is that. But it’s been going on for so long at this point that I’ve kind of made my peace with it. I’ve accepted that I’m never going to meet the dad I used to know again. He’s gone forever. I guess this trip is my way of…I don’t know…reconnecting with him.”

“That makes sense to me,” said Sarah.

The girls, not following the conversation at all, suddenly erupted in a burst of giggles.

“Oh my God,” said one of them (perhaps Ella?). “You don’t get Adrian. He’s mine…”

“He is not,” said her younger sister. “I claimed him months ago. You always liked Cian…”

I gave Sarah and Mikey a questioning look.

“The hurling team that’s playing tonight. The girls have crushes on the players, but each girl can only like one guy at a time, and they aren’t ‘allowed’ to like the same guys. So there is some competition,” Sarah explained, smiling.

I could sense that Mikey didn’t enjoy this little game as much as his wife did.

“Those guys are all much too old for you girls,” he said. “So it doesn’t much matter who ‘belongs’ to who, because none of you are allowed to date…”

“Dad, stop it!”

And the chorus of voices started up again. I looked at Ciaran, sitting at the end of the table in silence in front of an empty plate.

I feel for you, buddy, I thought.

After dinner, Saoirse took my arm as we walked the length of the garden.

“Seems like I’m not the only lady who admires the Gaelic athletes,” she said. “During that conversation, I kept hoping that one of the girls would take out their phone and show me exactly who they were crushing on. Could have been one of the same guys I we were watching on TV in the hotel…”

“Was Kilkenny even playing?”

“I have no idea,” she said, laughing.

“I guess you were focused on other aspects of the game.”

“Guilty as charged…”
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After dinner, I suddenly felt more awake than I had all day. It must have had something to do with the jet lag. My natural circadian rhythms were off enough that even eating a heavy meal hadn’t make me tired in the way it usually would have.

“I think we’ll be heading down to the pub now,” said Mikey. Ciaran was standing next to him, wearing a Kilkenny jersey.

“You look like you’re ready to support your team,” said Saoirse, bending down to talk to the boy, who was, in reality, only a few inches shorter than she was.

He nodded.

“We all love watching the Cats,” said Mikey. “Some of us for…uh, different reasons…”

He glanced in the direction of the girls, who had remerged from their rooms in different outfits than the ones they’d worn at dinner. The two older ones were wearing visible eye makeup.

“I think I can understand their reasons pretty well,” said Saoirse, smiling at the girls.

Mikey led us out of the house and onto the street.

“The pub’s just down the way. About a ten minute walk.”

“Sounds good. I’ll stay back here with the ladies,” Saoirse said, leaving Mikey, Ciaran and me to take the lead.

We walked in silence for a long time, each man (or boy) seeming to enjoy his solitude. Then Mikey spoke.

“Laura, my sister, is going to join us. And my mate James will be there, too.”

I tried not to show my pleasure at hearing that Laura (the “hot cousin”) would be at the pub. Good, I thought. There will be someone for both of us. I’ll hang out with Laura, while Saoirse flirts with James. And we both get a little more fuel for our our married sex life…
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Little did I know how accurate this prediction would be. When we arrived at the pub, it was already overfilled with people who had obviously been drinking for quite a while in anticipation of the big match. There were no unoccupied tables large enough to accommodate all of us, so the group had to split up and stand in three different locations around the premises. It was a slightly odd arrangement, but this was the only pub in the village, and it didn’t seem to bother Mikey and Sarah or their children. Saoirse and I were just along for the ride.

Mikey, who obviously felt that he had to play the watchful father in such an adult environment, took the three girls and sat at a table in the back. Ciaran followed dutifully, taking a seat next to his father as the three girls clustered together at the other end of the table.

That left Saoirse, Sarah and me, who were joined by Laura, who had met our group at the door. I was happy to see that she was still as in good of shape as she had been at our wedding. Not that I’d noticed that at the time, of course. Back then, I’d only had eyes for Saoirse. Still did. But that didn’t mean that it wasn’t nice to pass a little time in conversation with her gorgeous cousin.

“I don’t really care if I can see the match or not,” said Laura. “I’m more than happy to go to the back room, where there’s no TV, if someone wants to keep my company.”

“I bet Greg would be happy to do that,” said Saoirse, meeting my eye with a mischievous look.

“Yes,” I said. “That’s fine with me. Looks like there’s space for you and Sarah at the bar there…”

“Sounds good. We can check in on each other during the breaks.”

“Great.”

We ordered drinks. I go the first round for Laura and me — two pints of Smithwicks red.

“I actually don’t drink very often,” she said, brushing a strand of blond hair from her face, “but since it’s the big match and all…”

I told her that I was excited to taste the local brew.

“Oh, yeah,” she said. “I guess it is brewed pretty close by. In Kilkenny.”

“Cheers. Or, what is, it…”

“Sláinte,” she said, smiling at me as she lifted her glass towards mine.

“Right,” I said. “Sláinte.”

We chatted a little about life in the States vs. Ireland, then about the weather. She told me that she’d been swimsuit shopping earlier that day, because the weather had been so hot recently. I wondered if she had brought it up on purpose to make me imagine what she’d look like in a string bikini. Laura’s breasts weren’t as nice as my wife’s but she was a tall, slender blonde, and there wasn’t much to find fault with, as far as her looks were concerned…

Our conversation passed in this manner for quite some time before I looked up and saw a stream of guests heading for the toilets.

“Must be halftime,” said Laura. “They’ll be taking advantage of the fact. It’s probably also the worst possible time to go to the bar, but…do we want another round?”

I nodded.

“If you see my wife,” I said, “let her know that I’m doing well.”

“Will do,” said Laura, standing with both of our empty glasses. “Same as before?”

I nodded.

“Great.”
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A few minutes later, Laura returned with two more perfectly poured pints of Smithwicks. “I really don’t drink this stuff very often,” she said. “I think it’s going to my head.”

“Well,” I said, “this can be our last round. I’m starting to feel pretty tired again.”

“Oh, that’s right, I bet you are. What time is it in Ohio right now?”

I looked at my watch, which I’d set to Irish time.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think maybe like…10 or 11?”

“At night?”

I thought for a minute.

“No. Must be morning.”

“Oh…”

We raised our glasses once more, clinking them together. This time, I remembered to say “sláinte.”

“Sláinte agatsa,” said Laura, smiling. “You’re really starting to learn our ways. And I think Saoirse is too.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Mm-hmm. It looked like James was giving her a tutorial in the rules of hurling,” she said. “When I went up to the bar, I saw the two of them standing together at a little table right in front of the TV. I hope you’re not the jealous type…”

“She was talking to him, like, alone?”

“Oh no. I hope I didn’t get her in trouble. I was just teasing. Yes, they were alone, but I’m sure it’s all perfectly innocent,” she said, suddenly flustered, “I didn’t mean…”

“Relax,” I said. “I didn’t take it the wrong way. And we trust each other enough that even if she was flirting with him, I wouldn’t be offended. I have confidence in our marriage. And a little flirtation now and then isn’t going to change that.”

“That’s so great,” said Laura, reaching across the table and putting her hand on mine for a moment. “I’d love to have a relationship that strong.”

I wondered if she was trying to tempt me herself by putting her hand there. Probably just her own kind of harmless flirtation.

“You don’t? I mean, last time we met, you had a pretty serious boyfriend if I recall…”

“That was a looong time ago,” Laura said, rolling her eyes at the memory. “And he turned out to be not so serious. At least not about me. Which is ironic, given how jealous he was.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

“It’s ok,” she said, patting my hand, then removing hers from it. “I’m over him now. But I still kind of envy what you and Saoirse have. You always seemed like such a great couple.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I think we are.”

“Well, that’s good,” she said, a mischievous smile creeping onto her face, “because James Murphy is a notorious ladies’ man.”

“Oh? How do you know that?”

“Not that it’s any of your business,” she smiled, “but I may have…firsthand information about it…”

“He’s one of your exes? But not the guy you were so serious about back then…”

“Oh no. Not him. But yeah, James and I were an item for a while.”

“What went wrong? Was he a jerk or something?”

“No, not at all,” she said quickly. “He was perfect. The problem was, every other girl knew that at as well, and he constantly had a whole queue of ladies just waiting their turn. It didn’t help that he was also incredible in bed, either.”

“Oh yeah?” I raised an eyebrow.

“I told you didn’t really drink,” said Laura, suddenly flustered, “and now I’ve had one and half pints and I’m sitting here blathering about my former lover’s amazing cock to an almost perfect stranger…”

“Hey,” I said, and this time, I put my hand on hers. “I’m not a stranger. You were at my wedding. And you hadn’t even mentioned his cock yet.”

She gave me an embarrassed glance.

“I think I should stop drinking,” she said.

I laughed.

“Or maybe I should get us a shot of whiskey, while you finish that pint,” I said. “Besides, from what you’ve been telling me, it sounds like I should go check on my wife…”

Laura was silent for a moment, but there was a somewhat guilty looking smile on her face. I studied the soft beginnings of wrinkles around her eyes.

“I thought you said you were feeling tired,” she said.

“I am,” I said. “But I feel like a nightcap.”

“Alright,” she said. “I guess I can’t say no to that…”

“Great.”

I stood and went into the other room, curious as to what I might discover. Was my wife really cozying up to a — how had Laura put it? — “notorious ladies’ man”? And why did the possibility that she might be excite me as much as it did. Especially after what Laura had told me about his cock…
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I found Saoirse standing at a small table next to Sarah and a tall, muscular man in his late 30s or early 40s with shortly cropped brown hair, tinged with grey. He was wearing a Cats jersey, and was talking animatedly, gesturing at the television screen as Saoirse looked on in rapt attention.

“Hey, babe,” I said, coming up to her from the opposite side and wrapping my arm around her, “enjoying the match?”

“Babe! Greg!” she said, as if I’d caught her doing something wrong. “This is…”

“James,” said the man, reaching out a huge paw of a hand and giving mine a shake. “Pleased to meet you. I’ve just been explaining some of the finer points of hurling to your lovely bride here. I understand that you don’t care much for it yourself?”

“Oh, I don’t mind it at all. I’m looking forward to seeing it in person in a few days.”

“That’s right. Mikey said he got you tickets to the match. I’m going to be there as well.”

“You are? That’s great!” Saoirse said, practically jumping for joy before giving me a somewhat guilty look, “I mean…it will be great to get insight when we’re watching it live.”

“I’ll do what I can,” said James, glancing over at me.

“I think I’ll go find Mikey and Ciaran,” he said. “See if I can rescue them from those girls.”

“And I guess I might go check on the girls,” said Sarah. “And make sure that their dad is letting them enjoy themselves.”

Saoirse nodded.

Suddenly, it was just the two of us alone at the small table.

“Having fun?” she asked. “Laura is still really cute, isn’t she?”

“I hadn’t noticed,” I lied. “I’m still thinking about my adorable wife, who seems to have developed an intense interest in hurling.”

“Stop it,” she said, a little guiltily, “I’m just embracing my Irish roots. I have a passport. I should know at least a little about this stuff, shouldn’t I?”

“Of course. Would it surprise you to know that Laura used to date James?”

“What? Really? Good for her!”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. I just meant, you know, he’s a nice-looking guy…”

“Uh-huh. I can tell what you really meant,” I teased. “And you know what?” I went on, “she told me that not only is he a ladies’ man, he’s also got…what did she say? A fabulous, no, an amazing cock.”

“I don’t believe that she really said that to you. You’re just trying to make this into one of your perverse little hotwife fantasies…”

Saoirse was leaning in close to me, whispering into my ear, and I caught the scent of Guinness on her breath.

“I’m telling the truth,” I said. “She’s had two pints, and she’s a lightweight. I’m supposed to fetch a whiskey for us now. She’s in a truth-telling mood. Unless she’s just pulling my leg, like they used to do to you as kids.”

“Well…if anyone could get me to actually go through with something like that…it might be James.”

“What, really?”

Suddenly, my pants got a lot tighter. Was she seriously considering making my fantasy a reality?

“I said if,” she said. “I’m not going to actually do it. But, I mean, hearing that stuff about him from another woman — especially one as hot as Laura — doesn’t hurt. I don’t know if I can explain it.”

“You don’t have to explain it. Let’s just have fun with it. No matter what happens.”

“Ok,” she said. “But it looks like we’re on our own for now. How about you get a whiskey for me, too, and we both bring it back to Laura?”

I agreed to that plan.
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A few minutes later, I sat across from Laura and Saoirse, sipping on a glass of Bushmills. It wasn’t the best whiskey I’d ever tasted, but it warmed me nicely as I watched the two beautiful cousins in hushed conversation. I couldn’t hear what they were talking about, but I liked to imagine that Laura was sharing details about what a good lay James had been. Anything that kept Saoirse thinking about his dick might bring my fantasy one step closer to becoming a reality. Even if she was insisting so strongly that she would never go through with my fantasy, the fact that she was denying it so vehemently made me think that I might be closer to my goal than ever before. I had to keep the flame alive.
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Finally, the match was over. Kilkenny were the victors, by a slim margin of only two points, which meant that the tension was high up until the very last minute of the game. Sarah came wandering into the back room, where Laura, Saoirse and I had been sitting.

“Mikey went home to get the car,” she said, “he’ll pick you up outside and take you back to your hotel. You must be exhausted.”

“Yeah, I think we are,” said Saoirse. “What time is it?”

“It’s eight o’clock,” said Laura. “You’ve done a great job staying awake.”

“We’ll be in good shape if we can make it until 9:00,” I agreed. “Hopefully tomorrow will be better.”

“It should be at least a little better,” said Laura. “But it usually takes at least a few days for me to feel halfway right.”

Saoirse agreed.
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About 30 minutes later, we were back in our hotel room.

“We need to stay awake for just a little longer,” she said, stretched out on the bed next to me in her pajamas. “Just a few…more…minutes…”

Her eyelids fluttered closed.

“Hey,” I said, poking her, “not yet.”

“Oh,” she said, her eyes popping open, “sorry. I am really out of it.”

“Me too.”

“Did you have a good time catching up with Laura?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said, closing her eyes again. “Probably not as much fun as you had talking to her, but it was nice.”

“However much fun I had talking to her,” I replied, “it wasn’t nearly as much fun as you had learning about hurling from James.”

“That might be true,” she admitted, a smile spreading across her mouth. “And I also had fun hearing about James from Laura.”

“Oh yeah? Did you hear anything good?”

Suddenly, Saoirse’s eyes were open again, filled with a strange light. She flipped over onto her side to face me. I admired her breasts through the gaps in her pajama shirt.

“She told me something that I think a little perv like you might really enjoy hearing about…”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. And since you were so kind to…assist me early, maybe I should return the favor?”

She looked up at me with innocent eyes. I nodded immediately.

“I thought you might like that,” she said, reaching down between my legs and taking hold of my rock-hard cock.

She spread some of my precum across the head, slowly using it to lube the length of my shaft.

“I told her that I thought James was cute, especially when he was explaining the sport to me, and said that the she was lucky to have dated him. She certainly agreed with that. I asked him if it was true that she’d said he had a magnificent dick. She was a little embarrassed by that, but then had to admit that she’d said something along those lines to you. And I asked her what she meant by that, that she she said that its shape and size were really remarkable. But the best thing was what he could do with it…”

“Oh my God. Saoirse. Don’t stop…”

I couldn’t believe the effect that her words and hand were having on my erection. I already felt like I was going to explode, and she’d only just started stroking me.

“She told me that he was insatiable. He’d want to fuck her before and after every match. He’d have her wait for him outside the games and they’d do it in the car park before they drove home. He had such a magic dick she let him do anything he wanted with her. God it was hot to hear.”

“Yeah? Did it make you curious about his magic dick?”

“So curious,” she said, pumping my erection as she yawned.

“Do you think…you might…what would you do, if you had a chance to experience it?”

“I don’t know,” she said, continuing to work my shaft as I rapidly approached the edge of orgasm. “I’m not in Ireland every day. I might just have to say yes…”

In that exact same moment, I let out a groan, spending my seed all over her hand and my stomach.

“Looks like we’ve got a mess to clean up before we go to sleep,” she said, yawning. “But hey, look! It’s almost 9:00. We did it!”


Chapter 2



When I opened my eyes, I didn’t know where I was at first. Slowly, however, the memories began to flood back.

Ireland. Mikey and Sarah. Hurling. The pub. Laura, the hot cousin. James’s magnificent magic dick…

I turned over to see my beautiful ginger-haired wife snoozing with her tongue hanging out of her mouth. Not exactly her sexiest look, but I did love the way her breasts rose and fell with her breathing.

I sat up and hobbled to the bathroom. I was dehydrated and probably a little hungover, though it was difficult to tell where the effects of the jet lag stopped and those of the alcohol began. I took a long drink from the bathroom sink, then studied my face in the mirror. I needed a shave and was looking a little bloated, but, other than that, not bad.

We were planning on going with Mikey, Sarah and the kids to see the Rock of Cashel. The drive would take about an hour, but it was through scenic country, and we were planning on stopping off for lunch and making a day of it.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” I said to Saoirse, who was sitting up in bed looking at her phone when I came back into the room.

“Hey,” she said, regarding me with a sleepy squint. “What time is it?”

“It’s either really late or really early,” I said. “You’ve got your phone in your hand. Why don’t you tell me?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, “it’s 10:30.”

“Wow,” I said. “I guess we slept a long time.”

She nodded.

“I still feel kind of…off. Yesterday seemed a little like a dream. First we left Ohio. Then we were in a plane for a long time. Then we were here in the hotel…”

“…and I went down on you while you watched a hurling match…”

“Right. And then we were at Mikey and Sarah’s place. And then at a pub…”

“…where you flirted with another man while you watched a hurling match…”

“And you flirted with my cousin while you didn’t watch the match,” she continued.

“Maybe a little. But then you talked to Laura for like an hour about James’s magnificent dick…”

Saoirse winced as if in pain, then giggled.

“Oh God. I only had a pint of Guiness and a single glass of whiskey. How did I get so out of control?”

“Must be the vacation mindset,” I said, shrugging. “But the jet lag makes everything seem just a little…unreal, I guess.”

“That’s a good way of putting it. Unreal. Like what happens here doesn’t have to come back with us.”

I looked at her. Was that her way of telling me that she was considering — even a little bit — the possibility of actually following through on my hotwife fantasy?

“Right,” I said. “This would be the perfect time for you to try…anything you wanted…”

She narrowed her eyes, tapping a finger against her chin. Her mused red hair was sticking up in the back in a manner that I couldn’t help but find adorable.

“Hmm,” she said, “I think I understand what you’re trying to do here, mister. And it’s not going to work. You’re not going to lower my inhibitions enough for me to jump into bed with a hot ex-hurler, even if he is God’s gift to women, according to his ex, and even if this would be the perfect time and place in our relationship for me to do something stupid and reckless like that. Nope, I’m not going to fulfill your dirty little fantasy, so just put that thought out of your mind, ok, mister?”

Her grin made it impossible for me to tell how I should take this mini-outburst. She usually only called me “mister” when she was joking around, but something about this particular joke had a note of seriousness.

“Ok,” I said, “but you know, if you change your mind, you’re not going to get any arguments from me. Sharing you would be an amazing anniversary present. For both of us.”

“Would it really, though? How do I know it wouldn’t just be something I’m doing to please you?”

“Because you have the testimony of Laura. Your hot cousin. Would she lie about something like that?”

“I guess not,” she said, suddenly serious. “But maybe it was due to their incredible chemistry, not James’s magic cock. And even if he is a sex god, I can’t just come out and ask him to fuck me. What if he’s married? What if he’s not really into women like me?”

“Saoirse,” I said. “Take a look at yourself. You know damn well that there’s not a straight man in the world who wouldn’t, at least theoretically, want to get you into bed. You’re a beautiful, busty redhead, for God’s sake.”

She blushed, batting her eyelids at me playfully.

“I love it when you talk like that. You make it sound almost true…”

“It is true, and you know it.”

“If you say so.”

Just then, Saoirse’s phone buzzed. It was Mikey.

Saoirse read his text aloud.

“I’m sorry but there’s been a little change in plans. Sarah got called into work this morning, and she had to take her car. That means we’ve only got my car, which won’t fit all of us. I could just take the two of you, but the kids actually really want to go. I’m going to have to figure something out.”

“Alright,” I said, when she was finished reading the text, “I guess it’s up to him to figure out that problem. The nice thing about being guests in a foreign country is that we don’t have to worry about stuff like that. Let’s go to breakfast…”
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We arrived in the hotel breakfast room at the last possible minute and placed our orders. A full Irish for me, and eggs Benedict for Saoirse. Around us, German and Dutch tourists talked in hushed tones, while some brits loudly recapped last night at the pub.

As we were finishing, Saoirse’s phone buzzed.

“Got it sorted,” she read from her screen.

Then her face fell.

“What is it?”

“James can take some of us in his car…” she murmured.

“James? The James? James the hurler? The one from last night?”

“I can only assume,” she said. Suddenly, Saoirse seemed worried.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” she said, taking a gulp of her tea.

“Do what?”

“Be in a car with him. All day.”

“No one said you have to ride with him. We can both ride with Mikey. You’re taking this way too seriously.”

“Easy for you to say. I spent all of last night flirting with him. And joking with you about fucking him. And talking to his ex about his big, beautiful hurling stick.”

“It’s not like he knows any of that. He’s not psychic.”

“But I know it! And I don’t know if I can be around him without…thinking about his…you know…sliotar.”

“I think that’s the ball, not the stick,” I said, smiling.

“Whatever. You know what I mean.”

She shifted uncomfortably in her chair.

“Do I at least look ok?”

I grinned.

“You look beautiful, as usual. But why does it matter, if you’re not even going to ride with him?”

“Shut up.”

She sank back into her chair, draining the last of her tea in one long drag.

“We’d better get ready,” she said. “They’re going to be here soon.”
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We went back to the room to grab water bottles, hats and rain gear. The weather in Ireland was unpredictable, and even though it was the middle of an unprecedented heatwave, one never knew when the rain could come back.

Mikey texted a few minutes later, and we went down to the parking lot in the back of the hotel where we spotted his small hatchback with two of the girls in the back seat. A VW Polo pulled up next to him, and James rolled down the window.

“Good morning,” he said. “Nice day for a little sightseeing. I hope you don’t mind squeezing into our tiny European cars. Sorry we don’t have any of those huge SUV youse are so fond of in the States.”

This was the most I’d ever heard James say. I glanced at Saoirse, looking for her reaction.

“Where should we ride?”

“I think it’s going to be most comfortable for both of you if we split you up,” said Mikey. “One adult for each passenger seat. Otherwise, you’re going to be crammed between kids in the back. I hope that’s ok with you.”

I could sense Saoirse’s hesitation, so I decided it was time for me to do something a little rash.

“That makes perfect sense to me,” I said. “And it looks like Mikey’s car is just a little bigger, so I think I’ll ride with him. Saoirse can go with James, if that’s ok.”

“That’s all right with me,” said James, smiling broadly at my wife. “We can talk more hurling. I know Ciaran won’t mind, will you, buddy?”

I looked in the backseat and saw Ciaran, once again wearing a Kilkenny Cats jersey.

“That’s decided then,” I said, glancing at Saoirse, who was glaring at me.

Fuck you, she mouthed at me, then broke into a big smile.

“I’ll miss you, honey,” she said, giving me a kiss, “see you in a while…”
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As we drove down the Irish highway, the girls chattered in the backseat, every once in a while asking me questions about life in the US, which they then frequently answered for themselves with reference to TikTok videos that they’d seen, almost without waiting for my reply. Mikey, for his part, rolled his eyes.

“I should really take away all of their phones and throw them in the river,” he said. “But they’re so dependent on them these days for modern life. It’s inescapable.”

“I know,” I said, sighing.

In that moment, perhaps due to the power of suggestion, I decided to check up on Saoirse, using my phone.

Everything ok back there?




Yes




What is the sexual tension level like?




OMG. Stop. He’s just telling me about the All-Ireland championship from last year. Apparently Clare won over Cork. It’s so cute how into it he is




Ok, sounds like there’s some tension there.




All on my side :(. There’s no sign at all that he’s interested in me




Saoirse. Don’t forget what I said. *Every* man is interested in you




You’re so sweet. But forget about it. It’s not going to happen…




“Everything ok?” asked Mikey.

“Oh yes,” I said. “I was just checking in with Saoirse. She’s enjoying the scenery. And hearing about the All-Ireland Championship last year.”

“Tell her I’m sorry that James is boring her to death with that stuff. Once he gets going, he just can’t stop. Tell her she doesn’t have to be polite. She can just tell him to talk about something else.”

“No,” I said. “I think she’s genuinely interested in learning more about the sport. It’s kind of fun for us. Something different, you know?”

“Yeah, I understand. I ended up going to a lot of minor league baseball games back when I lived in the States,” he said.

For the rest of the drive, we chatted about Mikey’s time in Rockford, Illinois as a sales representative for an Irish logistics start-up. He made what to me sounded like the most boring place on earth into an exotic wonderland of dive bars, parks, restaurants and baseball fields that held endless fascination for a young man from County Kilkenny.

“I bet the ladies went wild for your accent,” I said.

He glanced at the rearview mirror, as if checking to see if the girls were listening.

“It certainly didn’t hurt, let me put it that way,” he said quietly. “But at the same time, I wasn’t really ready for something serious at that point in my life. So when the company offered me a chance to transfer back to Ireland, I took it. I met Sarah a year later, and the rest is history.”

“Seems like things worked out well for you all.”

“They did,” he said, then paused. “But sometimes, I do kind of wonder what it would be like to take a job in the States again. Just for a few years.”

“Ooh, Dad, could we? I want to live in Los Angeles,” said one of the girls.

“New York is better,” another other chimed in.

“I was thinking more like Rockford, Moline, or Iowa City,” Mikey said, smiling into the rearview mirror.

“So boring! Dad! No!”
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We arrived at the Rock of Cashel, which turned out not to be a rock at all but the ruins of a large stone castle and church complex on the top of a hill, surrounded by a graveyard filled with Celtic crosses. This was where St. Patrick was reported to have baptized kings. I was in awe of the stark, rugged beauty of the ruins.

Saoirse and I had been reunited at the carpark and had walked up the steep hill together, while James, Mikey and the children followed behind us at a much slower pace.

“How was the ride?”

“Fine,” said Saoirse, as if she’d forgotten all of our conversations and flirtation surrounding James.

We walked on for a while in silence, struck by the grandeur of the looming ruins of the old cathedral which now surrounded us.

“I may have taken a glance or two…down there.”

I felt my cock start to harden. Could she be serious?

“And?”

“It certainly seems like it could be…quite impressive.”

“Oh my God,” I said, whispering due to the presence of another group of tourists. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”

“No,” she said, responding in a hoarse whisper. “I might be thinking about it, yes, but I’m not thinking thinking about it. I just like…noticing things.”

“How do you think he stacks up to…the Other Guy?”

The Other Guy was one of her ex-boyfriends from her first year of college. He was partially responsible, I had to admit, for my hotwife fixation. His name was Trent, but we never actually called him that when we discussed him. It was enough to simply say “the Other Guy,” and we both knew exactly who was meant. I never tired of hearing about his size, and the things that he could do with it, and Saoirse had been willing to indulge me, even if (as she was fond of reminding me) she found my interest “pervy.”

“I guess I don’t really know until I see it for myself,” she said.

“Do you think we could make that happen?”

“What? Here? Like in the chapel or something? How’s that going to work…”

She gestured to our surroundings.

“No, I just mean in general.”

“Forget it. It’s not going to happen,” she said.

“The more you say that, the less I believe you.”

She gave me a withering glare, then, looking over my shoulder, announced that Mikey and the rest of them were coming up behind us.
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We spent about an hour in all exploring the ruins and the cemetery, which (surprisingly) appeared to still be in use.

“All these generations,” said Saoirse, pondering one of the gravestones. “All these people buried here. It really drives home just how short life can be.”

“I know,” I said. “When you’re younger, life seems so long, then you’re middle-aged, and everything starts to pass in the blink of an eye.”

“Look over here,” said Mikey, “there’s a grave with our family name.”

He pointed to a gravestone marked Byrne. It wasn’t the first that we’d seen. Saoirse’s maiden name seemed to be incredibly common.

“That’s my dad’s name,” Saoirse exclaimed, pointing to a grave marked Thomas Byrne.

“I noticed that,” said Mikey. “He’s just a little older than your dad, though.”

The man’s birth year was listed as 1863.

“Ha. True,” she said.

I knew my wife well, and I knew when she was going through something emotionally. The sight of her father’s name on a gravestone seemed to trigger something in her. I didn’t say anything to her in the moment, just took her hand as we walked back down the hill and onto a path that extended around the grounds of the former fortress.

“I think we’ll just take a quick walk here,” she called to Mikey. “We’ll catch up with you at the carpark in like 15 minutes. Ok?”

“Totally fine,” he said. He, Ciaran and James were helping Ciaran practice his hurling skills, tossing the puck at the boy, who attempted to catch it on his stick. Off to the side, the girls inspected the gift shop, giggling at the kitsch being sold to tourists and shooting videos on their phones.
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We walked along the path in silence, taking in the wildflowers and the bees pollinating them all around us. They were familiar and yet foreign. Almost exactly like the flowers we were used to in the Midwestern US, but somehow different, slightly larger, smaller or distinctly colored compared to the ones we saw back home.

“Seeing that grave…with my dad’s name…” Saoirse said, after a while, her voice breaking.

“I know,” I replied, when she failed to finish her thought.

“It made me think,” she said. “Part of my reason for making this trip was to try to reconnect with him in the only way I can. His mind is gone, now, but he’s here somewhere. He’s part of this country. At least that’s what I’ve been telling myself. Does that sound crazy?”

“No, babe,” I said, pressing her hand to mine. “Of course not.”

I looked down at her as she looked off into the distance, her eyes shielded by her dark sunglasses. I wondered if she might have been tearing up. It was difficult to tell.

“I think it might be a little crazy to think like that,” she sighed. “Delusional, maybe.”

“Maybe. But it’s a sweet thought. One that I’m sure he’d appreciate, if he were capable of understanding.”

“Yeah, maybe…”

We walked on for a few more minutes in silence. We came to bench, under the shade of a large sycamore tree.

“Let’s sit for a second.”

“Ok,” I said.

We sat next to each other on the bench. Saoirse leaned against me, putting her head against my upper arm. She yawned.

For a long time, she was quiet. I thought maybe the jet lag had caught up with her again, and she had fallen asleep. But then, all of a sudden, she sat up and took off her sunglasses, pointing her piercing blue eyes directly into mine and squinting.

“Do you really want me to do it?” she asked.

“Do what?”

“Fuck James. Become a hotwife. Fulfill your fantasy.”

My heart started to pound. My hands started to shake a little. I didn’t understand what was happening to my body, and how such a basic question could cause such physical upheaval.

“Yes,” I stammered, “you know I do.”

“You say that,” she said. “But have you thought about what it would really be like to see me with another man? Do you really think you could handle it, emotionally?”

“Yes,” I blurted. “I think about it all the time. The idea is so hot to me. I can’t explain why. I don’t really understand it. Maybe it started out as jealousy, of you and the Other Guy. But now it’s more than that. I think it’s because you’re the most beautiful woman in the world to me. And watching you experience pleasure is what causes me the most joy in my life.”

I was a little shocked at the way the feelings had just come spilling out of me, but I had meant every word I said. Saoirse seemed to intuitively understand this as well.

“I love hearing you say that,” she murmured, still gazing into my eyes. “And I believe you. It’s taken a lot for me to get to this point, but I think…I think I’m ready.”

“You’re going to do it?”

She nodded.

“I don’t know how it’s going to work, but if we can get James on board, I’d love to do it. For you.”

“But for yourself as well, right?”

“Of course,” she said, grinning. “I can’t get those things that Laura told me out of my mind. Last night, I was dreaming of nothing but hurling sticks…”

“You’re such a naughty girl.”

“Yeah? You like that? You want to watch your wife be a little slut for you?”

“God, yes. But you’ve got to stop talking like that. I’m getting hard, and we have to get back to the others.”

“Mmm too bad. There’s no one around. I could give you a quick handjob right here…”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said.

Saoirse laughed.

“You’re probably right. Besides, you need to save up all that cum for when you’re watching me get fucked by James…”

“Such a bad girl,” I said, shaking my head.

When I stood up from the bench, I felt light-headed. Like I was in a dream. Was it the jet lag? The heat? The fact that my wife had just agreed to fulfill my greatest fantasy? I couldn’t be sure.
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We got into the same cars as before and drove to a small cafe for lunch. There was outdoor seating, and I sat at one end of the table with James, Mikey and Ciaran, while the ladies took the other. It was the first time I’d been able to engage in an extended conversation with the man who was (hopefully) going to fuck my wife.

As we talked, however, I realized how presumptuous it had been of us to simply expect James to go along with our plan, as if he’d been some kind of robot who was simply programmed to fuck. On talking to him, it became clear that he was more than just a hard body. He was a passionate local historian, and was keenly interested in the influence of Irish Americans on Kilkenny politics. As he expounded on connections between our two countries that I’d never dreamed of, I found myself suddenly more interested in listening to his ideas on history than watching him fuck my wife.

Almost.

Then, however, he gave me a taste of the ladies’ man that I’d heard so much about, and my thoughts returned to their previous orbit.

“Greg,” he said, looking down the table at Saoirse and the girls chatting. “If you don’t mind me saying so, you’re a very lucky man. Saoirse doesn’t have a sister or anything, does she?”

He nudged me playfully. I tried to come up with a smooth answer.

“No,” I said, “not that I know of. But there must be lots of redheads like her around Kilkenny.”

“Not exactly like her,” he said, grinning at me.

I could tell that the conversation was starting to make Mikey a little uncomfortable. After all, he was the father of three teenage daughters, all of whom had red hair.

He gave his friend a look.

“Right,” said James. “I didn’t mean anything by it. I just wanted to… express my admiration.” He slapped me on the back.

“I suppose we should get going,” said Mikey. “Looks like the ladies are finished.”
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The plan was for the two of us to have dinner on our own that night in Kilkenny, and explore the town the next day. We’d meet up with Mikey and Sarah’s family that night for dinner at a pub in town, where several other relatives would hopefully be joining us.

Once we were by ourselves again, it was hard to think about anything except for the conversation that we’d had on the bench under the sycamore.

“Well?” I asked, as soon as we were back in our room, “what happened during the car ride back? Did you plant a seed? Make any kind of progress?”

“No,” she said. “Not really. I got him to add me on Instagram, though. I told him that I was interested in the local history stuff he posts.”

“Yeah,” I said, “he mentioned some of that stuff to me, too. But not about Instagram. That’s great! You have a way to contact him directly. Without Mikey being any the wiser.”

“I know,” she said. “I thought of that. Whatever happens, has to be kept secret from Mikey and his family. I’d be mortified if any of them suspected what a slut I am.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I think if James is willing to do this for us, he’s also probably willing to keep it a secret.”

“I just worry that we’re treating him like a piece of meat,” said Saoirse, giggling to herself as if the thought titillated her.

“I guess that’s true, in a sense,” I said. “But on the other hand, he’s getting something out of it, too. He’s getting the chance to fuck a beautiful woman.”

“I’m sure he’s done that plenty of times,” Saoirse replied, rolling her eyes.

“Yeah, but no one as beautiful as you,” I retorted. “That would be impossible.”

“Ha,” she said. “You know how to butter me up.”

“I do my best…”


Chapter 3



That evening, we went to a cozy pub that Mikey had recommended. Upon entering, we were greeted by a portly older woman with a friendly smile and short grey hair, who showed us to a table in the corner. The TVs were showing a hurling match, but there weren’t many guests in the pub.

“How come no one’s watching the match today?” asked Saoirse, who had noticed the same thing that I had.

“Oh, this match is from 2015. The last time Kilkenny won All-Ireland,” our hostess replied with a pleasant lilt.

“Hey,” asked Saoirse, “did a guy named Murphy play for the team back then? James…Murphy?”

“Hmm,” said the hostess, “I think I knew at least five James Murphys growing up. It’s got to be one of the most common names in Ireland. But let me ask my own James — he’s working behind the bar.”

She turned, calling to the stocky gray-haired man putting glasses on the shelf behind the bar.

“James, did James Murphy play for the Cats in the All-Ireland in 2015?”

He paused with his hand on a glass, taking a moment to process the question, before his eyes lit up.

“Yes, indeed! He scored a goal in the second half, I believe. Should be coming up in a few minutes!”

He gestured to the screen.

“Oh, wow,” said Saoirse. “I’m only asking, because he’s a friend of my cousin’s.”

“Oh, is he now?” said the woman, “you have Irish heritage, then, do you?”

“Yes,” said Saoirse, a bit sheepishly. “My father was from County Kilkenny. But I grew up in America.”

“I can tell,” she said. “Well, I hope you’re enjoying your holiday…”

“There he is!” cried the barman, pointing at the screen.

We all turned to watch as a man in a Kilkenny jersey shot the sliotar skillfully into the far corner of the goal, as the crowd erupted in jubilation.

“That’s him. That’s James Murphy,” said the bartender.

“Oh, wow!” said Saoirse, her eyes lingering on the slow-motion replay of the goal.

In the close-up, it was clear that it was the same James Murphy. He may have been a decade younger, and with a little less body fat, but he had the same ruggedly handsome features. A broad jawline and large, somewhat deep-set eyes.

“He’s a handsome one, isn’t he?” said the hostess, smiling at Saoirse.

Saoirse nodded.

“Well,” the older woman said, turning away from the screen. “Can I bring you two something to drink?”

We ordered two pints of Guinness.

“I can’t believe we just saw him score a goal,” said Saoirse, looking at me with an almost giddy expression on her face. “So exciting!”

“You really like him, don’t you?”

She twirled her hair.

“Now that I’ve decided we’re going to do… this thing, I’m trying to let myself have fun with it,” she said.

“You should have fun with it. That’s the whole point.”

She smiled.

“This gives me an idea,” she said, taking out her phone. “This is the perfect excuse to DM him on Instagram…”

“Yes,” I agreed. “That’s perfect. Tell him you’re watching a rerun of the big game…”

Her thumbs were already flying across her smartphone screen. After composing the message, she put the phone on the table between us, screen up.

“That way we’ll see it immediately if he writes back…”

We didn’t have to wait for long. Just after the older hostess returned with our drinks, Saoirse’s phone buzzed. It was a message from James.

“He says that he’s happy that I’m so into hurling now,” she said.

The phone buzzed again as she was holding it.

“Oh my God! He just liked one of my bikini pics from last summer…”

I felt my cock flex against the inside of my pants. Liking an old picture of my wife in a bikini was a brazen act of flirtation. It could only mean that he was interested. As I had suspected.

“Perfect,” I said, leaning in closer to her and lowering my voice. “Maybe you should tell him where we are, and ask him if he wants to have a pint with us and watch the rest of the game…”

“You think I should be that direct?”

“What have we got to lose, really? If we want this to happen, it’s got to happen soon. We’re not going to be in Ireland forever.”

Saoirse nodded, her thumbs already tapping out a message to James.

“I’m telling him where we are.”

“Would you like to order something to eat?”

Our kindly hostess had reappeared.

“Oh,” said Saoirse, looking at me. “A friend of ours might be coming by in a few minutes. I think we’ll wait for him, if that’s ok.”

“Perfectly alright. Just come to the bar if you’d like to order something.”

I nodded, then turned back to Saoirse as the woman departed.

“And? What did he say?”

“Hold your horses, I just sent the message.”

Her eyes remained fixed on the phone.

“He’s typing…”

I took a sip of Guinness, wiping the foam from my upper lip on the back of my hand. I was starting to feel the excitement now, too.

This might really happen.

I might actually get to watch my wife with another man.

Suddenly, however, a nagging doubt made its presence known, somewhere deep within me.

What if I regretted this? What if I wouldn’t be able to touch or even look at Saoirse again without thinking of…him? What if I saw a side of her that I never knew existed? What if this changed things between us forever?

Across the table, Saoirse’s face was glowing, and not just with the light cast from her smartphone screen.

“He said that he’s actually quite close by, and can stop by for a quick pint in a few minutes, if that’s ok.”

“That’s very ok,” I said. “Should I make myself scarce?”

“What?” asked Saoirse.

“I mean, so the two of you can be alone…”

“No,” she said. “I think that you should be here, too. Especially if we…you know…talk to him about this.”

“Right,” I said. It felt strange to say, but I hadn’t considered exactly how to bring up this idea to a stranger. In my fantasy, it had always just kind of happened magically. Saoirse had just been there, in our bed, riding some faceless stranger with a huge dick. I hadn’t given much thought to how the stranger got there.

“Are you going to ask him?” said Saoirse, fixing me with her big beautiful eyes. It was very hard to say no to her when she looked at me like that.

“I suppose…I could…”

Just then, I heard a deep man’s voice behind me.

“Saoirse. And Greg, isn’t it?”

I moved to stand.

“No need, no need,” said the man, moving around to a seat at the side of the table, equidistant from Saoirse and me.

He offered Saoirse his hand first, leaning in for a kiss on each cheek, French style. Then he shook my hand.

“Watching the 2015 match, eh?” he said, his eyes raised to the screen. “What a day. I’ll remember it for the rest of my life.”

“It’s so….exciting, even seeing it now,” said Saoirse, her voice taking on a slightly higher, more feminine note. She was practically batting her eyelashes at him.

“I’m so glad you understand,” James said, turning towards her. “Your father would be proud of you. I’m sure he was a fan of hurling, if he was from Kilkenny.”

“Actually, he didn’t really talk about it much,” answered Saoirse. “Or maybe I just didn’t want to listen. I felt kind of weird back then about being Irish. Or Irish-American. I didn’t alway want to feel different. My name was strange enough.”

“I can understand that,” said James.

He called the proprietress over and ordered a non-alcoholic Guiness. When she brought it, he raised his glass in our direction, and we all said “sláinte.”

“I have to keep my head tonight,” he said after taking a drink. “Especially being around a woman as beautiful as yourself. I need to remember that you’re married and all…”

He looked straight at Saoirse, causing her to blush.

“I already told your husband here what a lucky man he is,” continued James.

“Well,” I said, pausing to take a long drink of Guinness, “we had something we wanted to ask you…along those lines. Getting lucky, I mean.”

“Oh?” he fixed me with a look somewhere between amused and intrigued.

“Yes,” I said. “Since you and Saoirse seem to have really…hit it off…we were wondering…”

“If you’d like to come have a drink with us in our room,” Saoirse interjected. “So we can get to know each other even better.”

“I see,” James said, grinning. “But I already said I wasn’t drinking tonight. You don’t happen to have any Guinness 0.0 in your room, do you?”

“We could stop at the Centra…” I stammered.

“Relax,” he said. “I’m only joking. I’d be happy to accept your invitation. I’m sure they have bottled water or something in the hotel. Besides, the main attraction will be the company of your lovely wife. If you don’t mind me saying that, Greg?”

“No,” I stammered, suddenly unsure of my role in this situation. I had always imagined being a spectator, not an active participant.

“Good. I thought you might not.”

He grinned at me, while reaching his hand across the table and taking Saoirse’s.

I felt a lump form in my throat. He obviously knew exactly what was going on. He was already taking control of my wife in front of me. In public, even.

I watched Saoirse’s hand clasp around his.

My wife was holding hands with another man.

It seemed surreal.

But so much on this trip had already felt like that. Perhaps it was all just a strange dream. Maybe I’d wake up in our apartment in Columbus, OH, with Saoirse sleeping next to me, and I’d tell her about the filthy feverish fantasy that I’d just lived through.

For now, though, what was happening certainly seemed real. I watched as James rose, still holding Saoirse’s hand, and led her to the door. I was left to follow, like some kind of third wheel.

The proprietress called out a farewell as we left, but I barely heard her. Later I would wonder if she’d thought it strange that another man had shown up and led my wife out of the pub. But she probably didn’t give much thought to who her guests were, or what they did. Maybe her husband had recognized the famous hurler James Murphy, even though he was a decade older than he’d been during the match against Galway.

[image: ]


James was walking swiftly through the streets, leading Saoirse with his hand on the small of her back now. The contrast in size was remarkable. James was well over six feet tall, while my wife stood at 5’3”. He could have been a full foot taller than her, and he looked it. His hand spread out against her back, almost encompassing its entire width.

Saoirse turned to look up at him a few times during the walk back to the hotel, her gaze adoring. She didn’t once stop to look back at me, or even make sure I was following. I don’t know what I thought about this fact at the time. I didn’t think much of anything, probably. I was too lost in the moment, the sheer unlikelihood of what was happening or about to happen.

We reached the door of the hotel and went inside, the old wooden floors creaking under our footsteps. James seemed even more impossibly big as he strode through the narrow halls of the old hotel, towards our room.

Saoirse dropped his hand, fumbling in the purse for the key.

“Just a second,” she said.

She looked up at him, her face flushed, then caught my eye, a hint of guilt creeping into her gaze as she turned the key in the lock.

This was it. It was really going to happen. I was going to watch my wife make love to another man.

All of a sudden, I was overcome with doubt. But there was no way to stop it now. It would have been silly of me to come between them suddenly and ask to talk to Saoirse alone. Part of me wanted her reassurance, once again, that this wouldn’t change things between us. I had always been the one pushing for her to make my hotwife fantasy a reality, so it felt wrong of me to want to put a stop to it suddenly, now that it was finally happening.

I thought back to all of the conversations we’d had about her being with another man. She’d been willing to indulge me, but had always made it clear that it wouldn’t leave the realm of fantasy. What had changed? The realization that she wouldn’t live forever, maybe. The fear of ending up in a memory ward, like her father, her life history erased. Better to live for the moment. Wasn’t that right?

I followed the two others into the room, which suddenly felt cramped with three people.

“I guess I’ll just sit over here…” I mumbled, squeezing myself past James, who had already locked Saoirse in an embrace before the door had even fallen closed.

Neither of them replied.


Chapter 4



I took a seat in the armchair near the bed, watching as James’s huge hands explored my wife’s body. Saoirse’s eyes were closed as they kissed, small moans escaping her lips. As someone who knew her better than anyone, I knew exactly how to spot her little signs of arousal. Even the way she moved her hips told me everything I needed to know about how she was feeling about this encounter: she was ravenous for him.

I sat back, watching as James reached up under Saoirse’s blouse and pawed at one of her tits.

“Let me help you with that,” my wife said, dropping her hands from his shoulders long enough to unsnap her bra.

For a few moments, they kissed, his hands under her blouse, teasing her nipples, before she paused again.

“Let’s just get all of this out of the way,” she said, grinning at him as she pulled the blouse and bra over her head at once, freeing her magnificent, full breasts.

“Oh fuck,” James exclaimed. “These are even more wonderful than I imagined. God, what incredible tits.”

Saoirse blushed, a huge smile spreading across her face. She was justifiably proud of her bust. I still remembered fondly the first time that she’d taken off her shirt in front of me. We’d been making out on the couch in the apartment she shared with a roommate, who had departed for the weekend. I’d been grabbing at her breasts through her shirt, too timid to make the move of simply removing her clothing, when she’d broken the kiss and taken the initiative herself.

It had been all I could do not to come in my pants that first time, so large, perfectly round and perky had her breasts been. They were perhaps a bit saggier now with age, but had lost nothing of their rotund perfection. James clearly was a man who knew how to appreciate a nice pair. He bent down now, almost impossibly low, given his height, and took one of her nipples in his mouth.

“Mmm,” said Saoirse. “That might be easier on the bed.”

He obviously agreed, lifting her with both arms and placing her onto the bed, all without removing her nipple from his mouth.

Impressive.

Saoirse, topless, was now mostly invisible to me as the huge man loomed over her. I could hear her moaning as he continued to pleasure her nipples, and every once in a while I caught a glimpse of her hands as they ran over his muscular chest.

I was rock hard, so much so that moving was uncomfortable. I wanted to take out my dick, if only to give it space, but I suddenly felt awkward being naked around another man. Or at least being the first guy to whip it out. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, watching as James reached down to unbutton Saoirse’s jeans.

“Let me help with those,” said my wife, lifting her hips so that he could pull the garment over her beautifully round bottom.

“Oh wow. My favorite color,” said James, grinning as he saw her pink lace bikini-cut panties.

She smiled.

“Let’s move just a little to make sure Greg gets a good look,” she said, pushing on James’s shoulder.

It was the first time either one of them had acknowledged my presence since we’d left the pub. I suddenly felt a surge of happiness. I was in such an emotional state, it was like being a teenager again. Every little gesture that either of them made had the power to either lift me up or crush me. It felt odd, being that much at the mercy of my emotions. But that was part of the game, I realized.

“Sorry, mate,” said James, glancing over his shoulder, “how’s that?”

He moved Saoirse so she was lying perpendicular to the bed. I had a much better view now of my wife’s lithe body spread out in front of her new lover. He reached down and tugged at her panties.

“As much as I love them, these are going to have to come off,” he said.

She nodded. A moment later, they were gone, and Saoirse’s body was on full display, complete with the soft red wisps of hair around her pussy. She trimmed, but never shaved. I liked it that way.

“No fair,” said Saoirse, looking up at James. “I’m the only one naked now. Can you at least take off your shirt?”

“Anything for the lady,” he said, pulling his t-shirt over his head and revealing a muscular torso.

He probably wasn’t as cut as he’d been during his days of hurling, but he still had huge muscles. Saoirse seemed to appreciate his pecs especially, letting her fingers run over them, lingering now and then to give them a squeeze.

“Mmm, I love a nice hairy chest,” she said.

“That’s good,” he said. “Because I’m not about to shave it. Got better things to do.”

“Like what?”

“Like this.”

He dove between her legs, licking her clit and causing her to cry out in pleasure.

“Oh my God! Fuck…”

Saoirse grabbed the back of his head, guiding him as he tongued her. It was an incredibly arousing sight to see my wife in the throes of pleasure. I’d always been the one with his head between her legs, so I’d never been able to study her face as she went through the various stages of arousal on her way to orgasm. Now, however, I had the opportunity to see just how beautiful she looked as she gave herself over to her lust.

“God you’re good,” she moaned. “Don’t stop. Just like that…”

Saoirse’s leg began to twitch involuntarily, a sure sign that her climax was near. I was in awe of James’s ability to bring her to orgasm so quickly. Usually it took close to fifteen minutes for me to make her come with my mouth, but he seemed to be about to accomplish the feat in a matter of thirty seconds or so.

“Yes. Yes. YES!”

Saoirse’s hands were pressing his head into her crotch as her hips bucked against his face. Her eyes were closed tightly as her chest and face began to flush. There was no doubt about it. She was coming.

I reached down and started to rub my cock through my pants. I could feel the precum leaking out and soiling my underwear, but that was ok with me. I wanted to pull out my dick and stroke it, but something still felt odd about that. Maybe because I hadn’t yet seen James’s magic hurling stick.

Saoirse let out a final yelp and kicked both legs down into the mattress as her lower torso contracted and released several times in rapid succession.

“Oh my God,” she said, falling back limply afterwards. “That…was intense. You are so good at that…”

James lifted his head from between her legs and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. Then he crawled back up over her, impossibly, large, planting a kiss on her mouth. Saoirse melted into him, the desire clearly visible in every aspect of her body language. The orgasm hadn’t put a stop to her sex drive. She was just getting started.

Her hands were at his waist now, and she was undoing his belt.

“I’ve got to see this,” she said. “You’re famous, you know.”

“Famous? Who told you that?” asked James, getting up and standing next to the bed and helping her with the button on his jeans.

“Laura. She said you had a magnificent dick.”

“Oh, her. She’s exaggerating,” said James. “I’m actually kind of on the smaller side. I hope that’s ok…”

For a moment, Saoirse looked confused.

“What I felt just now didn’t seem that small,” she said.

“Oh, well, maybe I’m just small for Ireland,” James said, stepping out of his jeans as they slid to the floor.

Saoirse was lying on her side on the bed now, her beautiful red hair falling around her naked shoulders. She put two hands on the waistband of his boxer shorts, looking up at him in anticipation of the big reveal.

I gulped. There was a strange sense of anticipation in the air. I knew that James had been kidding when he’d said he was small, but just how big was he, really? Was I going to look tiny by comparison?

“Go ahead,” he said, sighing theatrically. “I guess you’re going to have to see it sometime. Promise not to laugh?”

Saoirse grinned up at him, nodding.

“Ok, then,” he said.

She tugged his shorts down, revealing a slab of cock that seemed to be almost as thick as a soda can at its base an easily the length of her arm.

“Oh. My. God…”

“Sorry if you’re disappointed,” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

Saoirse laughed, lifting the rapidly hardening shaft and letting it fall again.

“Hey,” James said. “You promised…”

“Sorry,” she said, suppressing her giggles. “I just…I mean…is that even real?”

“I dunno,” he said. “I guess you’re going to have to find that out for yourself. Give us a little kiss, would you?”

Saoirse didn’t need to be asked twice. She took ahold of the shaft with one hand, her fingers barely meeting, while she supported her still-supine body with her other arm. She kissed the tip, where his foreskin had retracted to reveal an amazingly thick mushroom head.

“That’s a good girl,” said James, running his hands through her hair as she tried in vain to take him into her mouth.

“It’s so big,” she laughed. “I can’t even fit it into my mouth. I mean, how do you even get a blowjob?”

“I usually don’t,” he said. “I’ve gotten used to it. There are advantages to being smaller. Don’t forget that, Greg…”

He had addressed his remark to me without looking in my direction as he did so. Perhaps it had been meant to take the sting out of the sight of my wife slobbering over the biggest cock I could possibly imagine?

I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I unbuttoned my jeans and wriggled out of them, sitting now in the armchair with my dick in my hands. It looked minuscule compared to my wife’s new lover. I’d measured myself before at just over 5” — what the internet told me was average. By comparison, James must have been closer to 8.5” or 9”. But it wasn’t only his length, of course. His thickness seemed to be close to triple my own. I wasn’t sure how Saoirse was going to be able to take him, but from the way she was attacking his shaft, I could tell she was eager to try.

Saoirse shifted to sit on the edge of the bed now so she could use both hands on his enormous dick. She was taking most of the first half of his tip into her mouth now, flicking her tongue across the slit and around the frenulum while James muttered deep-throated words of praise.

“Good girl. Show your little husband how much you love that big Irish cock.”

I winced a bit at being called “little,” especially since he hadn’t even seen my dick, but he was right, after all. Perhaps he’d had experience with other hotwife situations, and knew that some husbands enjoyed being teased like that. It seemed highly likely.

I was stroking myself now, enjoying the incredible sight of Saoirse straining to please James’s gigantic cock.

“You’re good at that,” said James.

“What are you talking about?” asked Saoirse, “I can barely get the head in my mouth. I feel like my jaw is going to break.”

“Not to worry. Most women don’t even make it that far.”

She grinned, blushing a little. She’d clearly enjoyed the compliment. Encouraged by his words of praise, she redoubled her efforts, taking his enormous rod deeper, one millimeter at a time, until her eyes were watering. I was on the verge of saying something, telling her to be careful not to hurt herself, when she stopped on her own.

“I think I need a break,” she panted, a long string of spit stretching from his cock to her chin. “I feel kind of dizzy.”

She giggled, glancing over at me as if to ensure that I was still watching.

“Yeah,” I said, “that looked…intense.”

She didn’t seem to hear me. She gazed up at James, stroking his foreskin up and down over his head while she wiped some of the spit from her chin with the back of her other hand.

“Will you fuck me now, James? Please?”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

Saoirse grinned. James bent down and gave her a long kiss, then gently pushed her back onto the mattress and spread her legs. Taking his truncheon-like member in hand, he guided himself to her swollen lips.

“Wait,” Saoirse said, turning her head to look at me. “Come here, Greg.”

I gave her a puzzled look.

“I want you to hold my hand the first time he goes into me. I want you to experience this too.”

I was filled with an odd mixture of tenderness towards my wife and feelings of humiliation. Taking at active role like this somehow felt different from simply watching from an armchair. I wouldn’t be able to be just a voyeur anymore. I would be participating somehow in my wife fucking another man.

That was a silly way of thinking, of course, since I’d already been a more than willing participant in the whole situation. I’d been the one spurring it on from the beginning. It had taken years to get to this point. It had started with hinting at my fantasies, then I’d openly admitted them, and finally I’d encouraged Saoirse’s flirtation with James during this trip.

We’d spoken about this moment many times. The moment when she’d get to experience a really big dick again, for the first time since the Other Guy. And maybe I had confessed to her, once or twice, that I thought it would be hot to hold her hand and look into her eyes as her bull penetrated her for the first time.

So, the fact that she’d asked me to do so now was a confirmation that she remembered that what was happening here was part of our relationship.

It was about me, too.

I nodded, standing up awkwardly with my pants around my thighs. Luckily, I didn’t have far to go to get to the bed.

James smiled at me.

“Kind of caught up in your clothes there, aren’t you, buddy?”

“Yeah,” I laughed. “But don’t mind me.”

“We won’t.”

I took Saoirse’s hand. She gazed lovingly into my eyes.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Thank you,” I said. “This was my fantasy.”

“Maybe at first,” she replied, looking away for a moment. “But you talked about it so much that I started wanting it more and more. I was just afraid to take that final step. Afraid of what it might mean for our relationship if we actually went through with it.”

“Aww, that’s nice,” said James, a note of irony in his voice. “But my dick isn’t going to stay this hard forever. You two lovebirds can coo all you want once we’re finished here.”

“Sorry,” said Saoirse, laughing nervously.

I leaned in to give her a kiss. One last kiss before she was stretched by James for the first time. I thought I could taste James’s precum on her lips. For some reason, it didn’t bother me.

“Ok,” she said, extending her hand to me, “go slow. You’re quite a bit bigger than what I’m used to.”

James smiled. From the head of the bed, I had a clear view of his monster cock, straining against my wife’s lips. The task of getting it to fit inside her truly seemed impossible, but James obviously knew what he was doing. He pushed forward just a bit, then retreated, allowing her body to slowly open for him. I felt Saoirse grab my hand a little harder during each advance, then release every time he pulled back.

It must have taken about ten minutes, but finally James was able to glide into her with the first half of his shaft. By that time, however, Saoirse was totally lost to me. She was somewhere off in her own world of pleasure.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her eyes tightly closed now. “I’m going to come…”

It was strange to me that she muttered this announcement, instead of screaming as I would have expected her to, but in the moment it seemed like she was so intensely wrapped up in her own bliss that she almost couldn’t even externalize it.

Only when she squeezed my hand with a vice-like pressure did I realize that she really was going to climax.

“That’s a good girl,” said James, pumping half of his length into her with slow, steady thrusts. “Just wait until I’m all the way inside.”

“I can’t take…much more…” she moaned, her hand pressing mine with a force that made the blood evacuate my fingers.

Some of my friends who were fathers had told me that when their wives gave birth, they had been surprised at the force with which these small women had been able to grip their hands. I imagined that they had experienced something like what I was experiencing now.

Saoirse let out a high-pitched yelp as her body tensed for several seconds, visibly pulsing around James’s turgid member, which was stuck halfway inside her. Then she slackened, dropping my hand suddenly.

“That…was amazing,” she sighed. “So…good…”

Watching her come like that almost provoked an orgasm in me, even though I hadn’t touched myself at all since approaching the bed to hold my wife’s hand. My erect shaft twitched involuntarily, and reached down to pinch it at the base to delay my own climax.

“God that was incredible,” I murmured.

“Uh-huh…” Saoirse sighed, opening her eyes to reveal a glassy gaze. She looked like she was intoxicated. And I realized that she was, in a sense. She was dick-drunk.

“Do you…?” I started to ask, but then Saoirse wrapped her legs tightly around James, pulling him closer to her, then grabbed his torso with both arms.

“I want you to fuck me. Hard,” she said, a deliberateness entering her voice. “I don’t care if it hurts. I need you to use me. Give me that fucking dick. Now.”

My cock twitched again. I couldn’t believe the words I was hearing coming from the lips of my beautiful ginger-haired wife.

“Yes, ma’am,” said James, grinning as he pulled himself out almost all the way, then thrust three-fourths of his length into her, much more than he’d been able to manage before.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Fuck me. Please…”

I saw tears forming at the edges of her eyes as he pulled out and plunged into her again. Her gaze was locked on his, and she seemed to have forgotten once more that I was even present in the room.

I stood up, reeling a little as I realized my pants were still hindering my motion, then staggered backwards to the armchair, where I sat and watched the show.

James was fucking her more decisively now, pinning her to the mattress with the weight of his body. The pace of his thrusts accelerated but remained rhythmic. Every once in a while, however, he stopped, pulling all the way out of her and then slowly reentering, as if to remind her how far she’d come and how much of him there was to take.

Little by litte, over the next fifteen minutes or so, he crept deeper and deeper into her, opening her more and more, until he was able to bury his massive cock to the root in her poor swollen pussy. I wouldn’t have believed it was possible if I hadn’t been witnessing it with my own eyes.

During the course of this fucking, Saoirse had climaxed so many times that I lost count. To be honest, it was hard to tell where one climax began and the other ended. She kept her eyes firmly fixed on him but sometimes glanced down at his shaft, as if to reassure herself that yes, this was really happening: she really was taking a dick the size of her own forearm.

James let out guttural moans once in a while, and other times muttered encouraging obscenities. I had to admire his ability to hold back his climax for so long.

Finally, however, he was slamming his entire length into my wife, and it was clear he was close. Her breasts bounced against her chest, slightly behind the beat as he rammed himself home.

“Where am I going to come…?” he grunted, directing his question at Saoirse, who didn’t seem to be in any state to answer.

“Wherever… you… want…” she moaned.

She was on birth control, and had been for years, so luckily that wasn’t a concern.

James nodded, thrusting even harder for a moment and triggering yet another climax. Then, without warning, he pulled out and aimed his cock at Saoirse’s body, landing the first streamer of cum on her lips and chin, followed by several more on her tits and stomach, until she was completely covered in his sticky seed.

“Wow,” she said, laughing a little after she’d taken a moment to catch her breath. “That was really impressive.”

“I always come a lot,” James replied, with a self-satisfied look, “and I couldn’t pass up an opportunity to glaze a magnificent set of tits like those. It would have been almost criminal.”

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t,” said Saoirse, looking up at him coquettishly as she scooped the sperm from her chin and fed it to herself.

“I hope that was more or less what you had in mind?” James said, standing up next to the bed, a bead of cum slowly falling from his huge cock onto the hotel carpet.

“Yeah, I think that was pretty much what I needed,” laughed Saoirse, surveying her cum-covered torso and breasts. “I kinda wanted to try another position or two. But it feels like I’m too sore for that now…”

“Well,” said James, helping himself to a bottle of water from the nightstand, “you’re still in Ireland for a while longer, aren’t you? I think I could free up some time in my schedule for another session. If you think you’d be up for it…”

“I think we might be,” Saoirse said, turning to me. “But I have to discuss it with this guy first.”

I had come twice during the encounter, and was now somewhat embarrassed to be sitting there with my hands covered in spunk while both of them turned to face me. Nevertheless, I felt my erection start to grow again as I imagined yet another session with James.

“Yeah, I’m sure we can find time for that,” I stammered. “If we can work around what Mikey has planned.”

“Don’t worry about that,” said James. “I think he’s flexible. I could also take Saoirse for a little sightseeing tour, just the two of us, if you want…”

My heart pounded. I wasn’t sure if I was ready for the two of them to go off on their own like that, but I had to admit that I was intrigued.

“I think that sounds like fun,” Saoirse said, yawning a little. “But we have to discuss it first.”

“Of course,” said James. “Would you mind terribly if I used your shower?”

Saoirse smiled, her eyes running up and down his muscular body.

“Not at all,” she said. “Would you mind if I joined you?”

“I doubt there’s room in there for that,” he said. “But we can watch each other if you want.”

“Oh, goodie!” said Saoirse, jumping up from the bed excitedly.

I laughed uncomfortably. I wasn’t sure what to make of this. Saoirse put her hand on my shoulder.

“It’s not every day I get to ogle a body like his,” she said. “Plus, maybe he’ll let me play with his stick again? I’m too sore for him to fuck me, but there are other things we could do…”

“Sure,” I said, still a bit taken aback by her eagerness. “That sounds like fun.”

“Great,” she said. “Let me get some towels from in there first.”

She grabbed washcloths and the two of us cleaned ourselves off, while James turned on the water. Saoirse sat, still totally naked, on the toilet, watching the older man as he stepped into the shower cabin.

“God. Just look at how that thing hangs. It makes my mouth water just seeing it,” she said.

It took me a moment to realize that Saoirse had one hand between her legs, playing with her clit. This woman was insatiable. Her eyes mostly remained fixed on James while he showered, but she cast a glance at me over her shoulder, looking a tad guilty.

“You don’t mind this, do you, Greg?”

I shook my head. I was enjoying seeing this different side of Saoirse. Her inhibitions seemed to be disappearing by the moment. Who knew what she was going to do next?

The bathroom would have been cramped with all three of us in it, but I wanted to get a better view, so I stepped closer to the open door, and could now see James through the foggy glass of the shower as he rinsed his body.

Saoirse had been right. His dick hung, impossibly long and thick, swinging between his thighs. Didn’t that thing get in the way when he was doing sports?

“Looking at it gets me so horny,” she giggled, continuing to tease her own clit.

James turned off the water and opened the door. She handed him a towel, and he dried off his face, torso and lower body.

“See something you like?” he asked with a playful grin.

“Oh yeah,” said Saoirse.

Then she looked at me.

“Greg,” she said, “I’ve got an idea. Would you go and get the lube?”

I nodded, turning towards her suitcase where we kept our supply of water-based personal lubricant. I had a feeling that I knew what she was about to do.

I turned around to find James, completely naked, standing in front of Saoirse as she sat on the toilet lid, a towel under her naked bottom. She reached out an open palm towards me.

“Lube me up,” she said.

I reached out and squirted some of the liquid onto her hand, and she rubbed it into both palms. Then she took his shaft — which was now almost completely hard again — in both hands and began to stroke it.

“You know,” she said, looking up at him, “I used to give a lot of handjobs back when I was younger. At first it was a way to avoid going too far with a guy who I had made out with but didn’t really like like. Like a way to keep from having to fuck him. I mean, sometimes I would blow a guy too, if I thought he was really hot. But I came to really enjoy the act of the handjob itself, if you know what I mean.”

“I do,” said James, who seemed to be enjoying my wife’s efforts. “Anyway,” she continued, looking down admiringly as she pumped his shaft with both hands. “I didn’t get to handle a lot of uncircumcised dicks. That’s kind of a novelty in the US, for whatever reason. So this is kind of fun for me…”

“Glad to be of service,” said James.

“Hey Greg,” she said suddenly, turning to me, “come over here.”

“What? Why? I don’t think there’s enough room in there.”

“Sure there is,” said Saoirse, nodding towards the doorway. “Stand right there. And take your pants off.”

I felt myself get instantly hard. So hard, in fact, that the several steps towards the door were made more difficult by my erection. But I made it, then unbuttoned my jeans once more (I had put them back on during James’s shower, being suddenly self-conscious about my nakedness) and pulled down my underwear.

“Come closer,” said Saoirse. “And give me some more lube.”

I squirted some more lube into her palm after scooting towards her along the bathroom tile.

“Thanks,” she said, her left hand finding my shaft while her right one continued to work James.

She looked up at both of us, grinning as she stroked us. “That’s quite a contrast, isn’t it, boys?” she said, glancing towards first James’s massive dick, then at my more modest endowment.

I recalled that I’d told her in the past that I found it hot to be compared to other men, and realized that Saoirse was probably doing this as much for my benefit as she was for her own.

“God, his cock is heavy,” she said, looking into my eyes. “The heft is amazing. And getting fucked with it…it was like losing my virginity all over again…”

“Oh God,” I groaned, on the verge of losing control already.

“Mmm, you like watching your cute little wife stroke that big dick, babe?”

“Yeah,” I gasped.

“Well good. You can go ahead and come anytime you need to, Greg. Just give it to me. Shoot it on my boobs. I know you like that.”

She aimed my shaft at her chest as I lost control, climaxing for the third time in about an hour or so. I was surprised to see that I still managed to send two small spurts onto one of her breasts. She slowly squeezed the rest of my cum out of me, smearing it onto her nipple.

Now she had two hands free to concentrate on James.

“Thanks for being patient, big guy,” she said, grinning up at him. “Had to take care of my little husband for a second there. You know that I’d love to fuck you again, but I think I’m going to need some time to recover before we go again. I can tell I’m going to be really sore tomorrow…”

“That’s normal,” said James. “Most of the women I fuck need a couple of weeks or so to get used to it. Some never do.”

“You really are quite the ladies’ man, aren’t you?” Saoirse said, stroking him a little faster. I couldn’t take my eyes off of his enormous shaft and huge, pendulous balls that seemed poised to explode once more at any time.

“I wouldn’t say that,” he said. “I don’t go seeking them out, anyway. They typically find me. Women have a way of talking, and all that.”

“I guess I need to thank Laura for her endorsement,” Saoirse said. “She was definitely right about you. If anything, she undersold just how big you are.”

“Did she now? I’m going to have to have a little chat with her about that next time we meet,” said James, arching an eyebrow.

“Go easy on her, please,” giggled Saoirse.

“I’m not sure she’d like that,” said James.

“No, she probably wouldn’t,” Saoirse admitted. “She told me you could get a little bit…rough. And she loved it.”

“That’s true,” said James. “I went pretty easy on you just now because it’s your first time. But most of the women I’m with want to be really taken hard.”

Saoirse let out a quick, involuntary moan.

“I want that too,” she said, in a half whisper.

“Next time. I promise…”

She grabbed his balls with one hand now as she started stroking his shaft even faster.

“Are you going to come, big guy? I want you to show my husband how to really coat my tits. I think you’ve got a big load for me saved up in there. Come for me. Show me what a little fucking slut I am...”

“If you insist,” groaned James, flashing her a roguish smile as he began to erupt all over my wife’s chest. I had to marvel at the absolute control he had over his orgasms. The man was like a pornstar.

Saoirse giggled as she looked down at her chest.

“What a mess you made! Both of you. But mainly James.”

She bent down, taking the tip of his cock in her mouth and licking off the last bit of semen.

“Well then,” he said. “I guess we’ll be in touch?”

“Definitely,” said Saoirse.

He nodded, then quickly slipped back into his clothes.

“Goodbye for now,” he called.

“Goodbye,” I said.

I heard the door latch fall closed.


Chapter 5



Saoirse climbed into the shower, and I took her place, sitting on the toilet lid and watching as she rinsed her body.

“God, I can already tell how sore I’m going to be tomorrow,” she said, spreading soap over her breasts. “I hope we don’t have a lot of walking to do.”

“I’m not sure what Mikey has planned for us. Did he say anything to you?”

“Yeah, he sent me an e-mail with a rough itinerary, but I can’t remember exactly what it said.”

“You can check it when you’re done with the shower,” I said. “I’ll wait for you in the bedroom.”

“Ok,” Saoirse called.

I looked at the bed. The duvet was in a tangled gnarl and the pillows lay every which-way. A few were on the ground. The indentation made by Saoirse’s body was still visible. I remembered how she had looked getting pounded into the mattress by James, and felt my cock stir yet again.

I collapsed down next to the indentation and grabbed the remote control from the nightstand, still breathing the scent of sex as I watched a gameshow called “The Chase.” My mind was strangely clear. After my ultimate fantasy had come true, what was left for me to look forward to? I didn’t ask myself this question directly, but it might have occurred to me if I hadn’t felt such a state of emptiness. Strangely, however, this emptiness was not negative. Maybe it was more like what people mean when they talk about a state of zen. It was a quiet, inner peace. I didn’t even call out the answers to the questions on the show when I knew them.
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Saoirse and I slept late again, but not as late as the first morning. Before going to bed, we’d looked at Mikey’s e-mail and seen that he and Sarah wanted to take us to dinner in Kilkenny that evening, without the kids. We’d be on our own for most of the day. After a discussion over breakfast, we decided that I would do the Smithwicks Brewery tour, while Saoirse did some shopping.

“Just don’t get too drunk,” she teased.

Neither one of us had mentioned the encounter with James from the night before, but it didn’t bother me. Our relationship felt, if anything, closer now.

“Only if you promise not to flirt too much with James on Instagram,” I said.

“No promises there,” she laughed, poking me in the side. “Plus, I know you’d love it.”

“Maybe.”

Saoirse looked amazing that morning. Maybe it was her make-up, which she seldom wore. Or, when she did wear makeup, it was subtle enough that I normally didn’t notice it.

Not so today. Her mascara made her eyes seem wider, the cold blue more penetrating. She had her hair pulled back in a ponytail, and her lips were emphasized with just a touch of light pink. She also wore a form-fitting white top that her breasts were practically popping out of, combined with a skirt that was just long enough to still look semi-respectable on a woman of her age.

“How are you feeling this morning?” I asked.

“Great, why?”

“I mean…the soreness...”

“Oh,” she said, blushing a little. “It’s maybe not as bad as I thought. I mean, I can definitely still feel him. But I can walk and everything, so…”

Just then, the waitress came to collect our empty plates.

“Good,” I said. “I was just wondering.”

Saoirse gave me a suggestive look as the remains of our breakfast were cleared away. When we were alone again, she nudged me under the table.

“Hey,” she said, leaning in and speaking with a whisper. “You’re still feeling good about what happened last night, right?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “Aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I just wanted to make sure. I know it’s your fantasy and all. But it got a little…intense…”

I remembered watching her climax for the first time when he was inside her, the way her entire body had tensed and her face had flushed. I felt myself getting hard again.

“Yeah it did,” I said. “But I have a feeling I’m going to remember that for the rest of my life.”

“Good!” she said, squeezing my leg under the table. “I just want to make you happy.”

“You do…”

“And I really want to see James again, if I’m being totally honest. Like, if he were here right now, I’d tell him to take me back upstairs.”

She giggled.

“Yeah, I get that,” I said. But suddenly, something about her enthusiasm struck me the wrong way. I wasn’t sure what it was, exactly. Maybe that I was no longer the one spurring the fantasy on, trying to convince Saoirse to take the plunge? She’d already dived into the deep end and clearly loved the water. What was my role now, exactly? I still had to work that out.

“You don’t sound so happy about that. Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Sorry. I’m still a little out of it I guess. Jet lag and all that.”

“Yeah,” she said. “My body still doesn’t really know if it’s supposed to be awake or asleep. And the incredible orgasms I got last night didn’t do much for my sense of equilibrium, if you know what I mean.”

“I think I do,” I replied. “Anyway, we should get going. Check in with me on the phone at some point?”

“Will do,” she said.

We stood and walked to the door together, then kissed goodbye. “See you in a couple of hours,” she said. “And behave yourself!”

“I could say the same to you,” I teased, giving her another quick squeeze before heading down the street towards the brewery, while she went in the other direction towards the shopping mall.
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I didn’t get sloshed, exactly, on the tour, but the two pints that I consumed on the premises definitely hit me harder than I had expected them to. Maybe the jet lag still played a role in making me feel more out of it than I normally would have been if I’d had two beers. I felt strangely alone on the tour, wrapped up in my own world, even though our gregarious guide did his best to make sure everyone was having a good time.

A group of college students from the US — some of whom might have been too young to drink in the states — and several German retirees made up the rest of the group besides me. We were taken from room to room, viewing large copper mash tuns and learning the history of the brewery, and about the distinctiveness of the red ale style. We learned about what to notice when tasting beer, and even got chances to help stir the mash.

Right around the time the tour concluded, I thought to check my phone. Sure enough, there was a message from Saoirse.

Hey babe, check out this top!




She included a photo of her in a low-cut block tanktop, which brought out the contours of her breasts to great (almost obscene) effect.

There was another shot of her in a new pair of jeans, which were equally stunning on her curvaceous figure. Because I hadn’t answered either of these, she had continued texting me.

I got both of them




A few minutes later, another update came in.

James likes them too. He offered to meet me at the store and help me shop




My heart thumped in my chest. We had joked about her flirting with James on Instagram, but this felt different somehow. Like she was seeing him behind my back. Almost like she was really cheating. I realized that I had no reason (and no right) to be upset about it, but I couldn’t control how I felt. A surge of jealousy and arousal washed over me as I continued to read the messages that I had missed.

Would it be bad if we met up?




Then, only five minutes ago:

He’s here, babe…




I wrote back.

I just saw these. Where are you? What are you doing?




The response was immediate.

This is James. Saoirse is busy at the moment.




A photo followed. I almost dropped my phone as I saw it. There was Saoirse, on her knees in what appeared to be a department store fitting room, smiling up at the camera with James’s huge, obscenely erect cock next to her face. I noticed that her eye makeup was smeared. Had she already been sucking him?

I was immediately rock hard, filled with an odd combination of jealousy, paranoia and lust. I didn’t like the fact that Saoirse had met up with James behind my back. Had they secretly planned this yesterday somehow? Had Saoirse’s idea of going shopping been a ruse to get away from me? I tried to remember who had come up with the idea to split up. As far as I could recall, it had been arrived at mutually. But what if I hadn’t really been paying attention? What if she’d planted the idea in my head, however subtly?

I knew that these thoughts were crazy on some level. But at the same time, there I was, confronted with the clear evidence of my wife meeting her lover behind my back.

Maybe she thought it would be a nice surprise, I thought.

Maybe she thought she didn’t need to tell me first.

After all, I’d been the one pushing so hard for her to sleep with him. Neither one of us had stopped to think about the rules of what we were doing. Maybe Saoirse had arranged the encounter because she thought it would turn me on.

If so, she’d been right: it did turn me on. I looked around for the nearest toilet, then locked myself in a stall and pulled out my phone.

I started to write a message, but I wasn’t sure what to say. How to express my ambivalent feelings about what was going on somewhere in the fitting room across town? On the one hand the situation made me incredibly horny. How could it not? My wife was once again getting fucked by a man with a huge cock. On the other hand, I was uneasy about the fact that she hadn’t warned me that this was going to happen. (Well, that wasn’t quite true. She had warned me, but hadn’t given me time to respond, or given much thought to my possible reaction, at least as far as I could tell.)

Another photo popped up on my phone. This one of my wife’s ass with James’s cock buried to its hilt in her pussy.

She took the whole thing!




My own cock, trapped in my pants, twitched in excitement. Despite my misgivings, I couldn’t deny the arousal that I felt at seeing James’s thick dick splitting Saoirse open from behind. I imagined them there, in the fitting room, Saoirse bent over a chair or a bench, or simply leaning against the wall while James took her fast and hard from behind. What kind of sounds must she be making? Were the shop employees totally oblivious to the carnal encounter taking place right under their noses? Maybe some of them were secretly titillated by the idea of the tall, virile older man claiming the busty petite redhead with the American accent. I knew that I was.

The next thing to arrive was a short video. I regretted the fact that I didn’t have my earbuds, but the restroom was empty as far as I could tell, so I turned up the volume just enough to hear the soft “schwupp” of James’s cock plumbing Saoirse’s depths. The image showed Saoirse’s face in the mirror. The mixture of pleasure and pain that she must have been feeling was legible in her eyes. I noticed that her mascara was even more smeared now than before. James held a hand securely over her mouth to keep her from crying out, holding her phone in the other as he took the video.

He held the camera on her face for several seconds, then moved it down to show a close-up of his dick, impossibly thick, parting her folds from behind. There was a red handprint clearly visible on her ass. I remembered his previous promise to her to be rougher next time.

I guess he’s not so concerned about noise after all, I thought.

Like what you see?




It was the first time he’d posed a direct question. I felt compelled to respond. At the same time, it felt manipulative. Of course I liked what I was seeing, but the question didn’t give me any room to admit this while also expressing my misgivings at the way in which the situation had come into being. It would have been absurd to answer a question like that with a “yes, but…” but that was exactly how I was feeling.

Instead, I wrote simply:

Yes




Where should I come?




The directness of his question took me aback. Before, it had been Saoirse’s decision where his sperm would be deposited. Now, I found myself being asked to make the choice for her. It felt like James was drawing me in again, making me complicit in this encounter which still felt somewhat illicit to me.

But I couldn’t help it. If it was manipulative, then so be it. I was able to be manipulated. Especially given how turned on I was.

Inside




He responded with a thumbs up emoji. A half minute later, there was another video in my inbox. It showed his cock pulsing, each contraction clearly visible as he pumped shot after shot of potent sperm directly into Saoirse’s pussy.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I put the phone in my pocket, grabbed a wad of toilet paper in one hand and took my cock in the other. A moment later, I spilled my own massive load into the tissue.

Suddenly, the whole thing felt ridiculous to me. Jerking off in a restroom while my wife was getting fucked by a stranger. I washed my hands and exited the restroom, but I no longer felt like drinking at the bar with the rest of the tour group. I nodded to one of the German retirees, and the tour guide, who caught my eye as I headed for the exit.

“Thanks, and have a good day now!” he called after me.


Chapter 6



I wasn’t sure where I was going to go. I didn’t know exactly where Saoirse and James were, and I didn’t exactly feel like going to confront them in the middle of a department store. If that even was what I felt like doing, which I also wasn’t sure of.

I needed time to think. A little space. So I took a walk towards the river, admiring the view of the castle as I did so. All around me were small groups of people and couples. Some of them were obviously tourists like I was: there were more Germans, some Indians, and a large school group speaking Italian. I watched them as I mulled over what had just happened.

On the one hand, Saoirse had met up with James behind my back. It seemed like a breach of trust. But was that really true? She hadn’t really tried to keep it a secret from me. She’d announced that it was going to happen, and it was my fault for not seeing her text message. On the other hand, she hadn’t waited for my reply, or asked for my permission before arranging the rendezvous. But had I ever told her that she needed my permission to see James? Hadn’t I spent most of the vacation encouraging her to explore with him?

I admired the view of the castle, wondering what it looked like on the inside. Maybe a tour was in our immediate future. I hadn’t taken note of the other things on Mikey’s itinerary for us.

I wondered what Saoirse and James were doing now. Were they even still together? I pictured them kissing, her looking up into his eyes, straining to reach his lips because of their drastic difference in height. The image I had conjured started to arouse me again, and I had to force it out of my mind, lest I pop a boner in front of the two elderly German or Austrian tourists who were now looking at me with what I took for suspicion, but was probably just idle curiosity.

I sighed. I chose a random side street near the castle and walked towards it, lost in thought. I passed pubs, cafes and restaurants, many of their names containing puns or other references to felines, in tribute to the local hurling team. Then, suddenly, I came to the pub where James had met up with us the night before. I decided it was as good a place as any to kill some time while I thought things over.

The proprietress recognized me immediately as I walked through the door. It was still relatively early in the day, so there were almost no other patrons there.

“Ah, still enjoying your holiday, are you?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “My wife is shopping.”

“Ah yes. So you’re coming in for a quick pint on your own, then?”

“I guess you could say that.”

I ordered a Murphy’s and took a seat at the bar. Once again, there was an old hurling match playing on the TV.

The woman’s husband, who we’d met before, emerged from a backroom to pour the beer. Looking at me, a flash of recognition passed his face.

“You was the one asking about James Murphy last night, wasn’t ye?”

I nodded.

“Was that Murphy himself who came to meet youse then?”

“It was,” I acknowledged.

“I thought so. He was a great hurler in his day. How d’you know him again?”

I once again explained the connection via my wife’s cousin, and the bartender nodded, topping off the foaming glass of stout and then placing it in front of me.

“If I recall, they used to say that Murphy had quite a way with the ladies,” he continued, a twinkle in his eye. “I wonder if he ever settled down.”

I almost laughed. If he only knew.

“No, I don’t think he did,” I replied. “Not that I know of, anyway.”

“That’s one way of doing it, I guess,” the man said. “But as for me, I’m quite happy to have been with my lovely bride for almost forty years now. I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

I nodded.

He smiled again, then turned to reenter the backroom. As he did so, I pondered his words.

We’d taken this trip on the occasion of our ten-year wedding anniversary. Could I see us making it to 40 years, like this couple? I had to admit that I could see it. And, what’s more, I wanted nothing else than to spend the rest of my life with Saoirse. Whatever she had done with James — today or any other day — couldn’t touch the years that we’d already had together, or those that still lay before us.

I needed to make sure that she knew that. But I also needed to be sure that she still felt the same way.

I pulled out my phone, and saw three new messages.

That was amazing




Where are you?




Everything ok?




The last one had been sent only about five minutes ago. I thought for a moment, then wrote.

I’m fine. But I think we need to talk. Meet me at the pub where we were last night?




Ok. I think I can find it again…





Chapter 7



Saoirse arrived about fifteen minutes later, a worried look on her face. She approached the bar where I was sitting and gave me a kiss. I thought I could taste James’s sperm on her breath, and wondered if there had been more to their encounter than I’d seen in the photos and videos that he had sent.

“Hi,” she said. “Everything all right?”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s fine…I just…wanted to talk…”

She nodded seriously. I noticed that her make-up had been reapplied, and wondered just how messy it might have gotten during the romp in the dressing room.

She ordered a stout from the barman, who emerged, smiling, from the backroom.

“I think we’ll go sit back there,” she said to him, gesturing towards a booth that would afford us more privacy, “if that’s all right with you.”

“Of course,” he said. “I’ll bring it to you as soon as it’s poured.”

“Thanks.”

Saoirse sat in the booth next to me, instead of across from me, taking my hand and looking up into my eyes.

“Greg,” she asked, “what’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess it just felt… funny this time. Me not being there. And you didn’t even tell me that it was going to happen.”

“I thought that’s what might have been bothering you. I’m really sorry for that,” she said. “I didn’t even know that it was going to happen. When I was shopping, I got the idea of sending James the same photos that I sent you of the clothes that I was trying on. He started flirting with me, and before I knew it, he was on his way to meet me. I think I told you some of that was happening, didn’t I?”

“Some of it,” I said.

“I’m sorry if it caught you off guard. I honestly thought you’d love being surprised like that.”

“I thought I would, too. I mean, it’s something that I’ve fantasized about a lot. Getting photos and videos like that.”

She nodded.

“I know. I remember you talking about it once. That’s why I had him take my phone and text you.”

“I guess it just surprised me,” I said. “I expected you to just be shopping. And then, all of a sudden, seeing you with him again…”

“I’m really, really sorry,” she said, tears coming to her eyes.

“No,” I said, squeezing her thigh. “You don’t need to be sorry. You didn’t know how it would affect me. I didn’t know either, to be honest. We probably should have discussed some ground rules before any of this started. I was just so excited that it was actually happening that I didn’t stop to think about how I might feel when things really got going.”

“Ok,” she said. “I can understand that. I also got a little carried away. Being wanted like that is…intoxicating. And it doesn’t hurt that the orgasms he gave me were so mind-blowing.”

“It did look like you were having fun. It really turned me on to see you experience that kind of pleasure.”

“I’m glad. It was…intense. Not just because of his dick, though that certainly does play a role. It just feels so…taboo. I haven’t been with another guy in a really long time. I haven’t even been able to really even think about it. I wouldn’t have even been interested if you hadn’t always been bringing it up. So I feel kind of naughty — in a good way — when I’m with him.”

“I like it when you’re naughty,” I said, pulling her closer to me.

“I’m glad to hear that,” she whispered.

Just then, the barman appeared with her beer, setting it down in front of her on a coaster.

“Thanks,” said Saoirse.

“You’re very welcome,” he said, smiling at us before returning to the bar.

“Those two have been married for forty years. Or almost that,” I said, gesturing towards the bar, where the bartender was now chatting with his wife.

“Can you imagine us like that?” asked Saoirse, her hand on her glass.

“I definitely can. Can you?”

“Of course.”

She lifted her glass to mine.

“Sláinte,” she said.

“Sláinte.”
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After our drink, we went back to the hotel room, where Saoirse gave me a long, teasing handjob while she related every detail of her encounter with James in the fitting room:

The way they’d had to sneak him into the room when no employees were looking.

How she’d dropped to her knees to (try to) suck his dick the second they were alone.

How she’d been so wet that he barely had to work to get it in this time.

How she’d been sore, but had wanted him so bad that she was willing to endure a little pain to feel that incredible stretch.

How she’d asked him to take pictures and photos for me (there were a lot more than just the ones they had texted me already).

She told me that he’d picked her up and held her against the wall, pounding her into it until she came. But that made sufficient noise that the two of them had been spooked, so they switched to the position that I’d seen them in: Saoirse bent over a chair, facing the mirror. He’d had to hold his hand over her mouth to keep her from screaming. Later, he replaced his hand with her panties.

“That made me feel soo slutty,” Saoirse said, reminiscing. “Getting fucked like that with my panties in my mouth.”

“Yeah. What a bad girl,” I groaned, eager for release but also enjoying hearing all of the dirty details that she’d saved up in her memory to tell me.

“Did he just come once?”

“No,” she said. “He came once inside me, after you told him to, but then I gave him a kind of combination handjob and blowjob, and he finished in my mouth.”

My suspicions had been confirmed. Her breath had smelled of his spunk.

“So naughty.”

“Yeah,” she said, looking down at my dick as she stroked it. “And what about you, babe? Are you going to come for me, too? Are you going to come thinking about me getting stretched by that big thick Irish dick?”

“Oh fuck. Yes,” I moaned, shooting my load into the air so that several ropes landed on my stomach.

When it was clear that I was finished, Saoirse smiled at me.

“That was fun,” she said. “I hope you feel better. But when I’m not so sore, I want you to fuck me, too. It shouldn’t just be James who has all the fun.”

“I’d like that…”

“Let me get you something to clean up with.”

She went into the bathroom and emerged a moment later with the promised washcloth. I cleaned myself off, then took her in my arms. We held each other until we both drifted off to sleep, only to wake up about a half-hour later with a start.

“Dinner with Mikey and Sarah!” Saoirse exclaimed, grabbing for her phone.

Luckily it was still early. We had over an hour before we were scheduled to meet them.

“That’s a relief,” she said. “The jet lag is still making it hard for me to estimate what time it is.”

“I know,” I said. “I feel like I could go to bed right now and sleep all night.”

We decided the best thing to do (especially after all the sex, especially on Saoirse’s part) was to take showers and change clothes again before going out.


Chapter 8



The next couple of days went by like a whirlwind. Saoirse and I explored more of the Irish countryside with Mikey and Sarah. We took a long day trip with them to the Dingle peninsula, where we watched a sheep dog demonstration alongside a bus of Italian tourists, then had a wonderful meal in an overpriced seaside restaurant, where Sarah and Mikey insisted on footing the bill. We took a ferry to the Aran Islands, where we rode bikes from one end to the other, dodging other tourists and the odd stray sheep on our way to view ancient ruins. We made it back to Kilkenny late that evening, sunburnt and a perhaps suffering from a bit of heatstroke.

Throughout all of it, no one mentioned James. It was as if he’d disappeared from our life as quickly as he’d entered. Saoirse and I didn’t discuss him at all, even after we’d been dropped off at our hotel room after the day’s activities. We’d almost completely adjusted to the time change in the meantime, so we generally went to sleep as soon as our heads hit the pillow.

Saoirse might have still been talking to James on Instagram, but if she was, she didn’t mention it. The possibility occurred to me a couple of times when I saw her looking at her phone and smiling during our downtime from sightseeing.
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Finally, it was the afternoon of our last full day in Ireland. The next morning, Mikey would take us to the airport, and we’d get on the plane and go back to Ohio.

But first, there was the hurling match that Mikey had promised us at the beginning of the trip. It was at Kilkenny’s premiere hurling venue, Nowlan Park, which, Mikey told us, also served as a concert venue. Mikey and Sarah came to get us at the hotel to walk with us to the park, which was only about fifteen minutes away. Much to the children’s disappointment, this was meant to be another adults-only outing. We’d said our farewells to them the night before, during a barbecue in Mikey and Sarah’s back garden. Tonight, they were staying with one of Sarah’s sisters.

“I’ll never forget seeing Springsteen here in 2013,” Mikey said, as the stadium loomed up ahead of us. “I couldn’t believe we actually got tickets. It was like a religious experience.”

“Are you sure that wasn’t due to the hash you and your friends smoked before the show?” asked Sarah.

“Oh, stop it. It wasn’t that much. Just a joint between three of us.”

“The way you and James were rolling them back then, one joint probably hit like three.”

Mikey smiled.

“Yeah, those were the days…”

My ears pricked up, of course, at the mention of James. It was hard for me to imagine this champion athlete toking up before a concert, but, then again, what was wrong with indulging from time to time? Still, it seemed incongruous with his whole demeanor. He seemed more the type to pound a few lagers before a show than one to get stoned.

“Is James coming tonight?” asked Saoirse.

“Yeah in fact he is,” said Mikey. “And he was actually asking about you. Said he had a great time chatting with both of you, but especially you, Saoirse. He’s sorry that you’re leaving so soon, and he didn’t want to miss the chance to say goodbye. Plus, he loves the Cats.”

“Will we be able to sit with him?”

Saoirse’s questions were starting to make it hard for me to walk, as my pants started getting tighter. Was she hoping to sneak off with James for one last hurrah before we got on the plane? Where would that even happen?

“Yeah, that shouldn’t be a problem. There’s no assigned seating in the section we’re in. We just have to find him in there.”

I had been walking next to Mikey, while Sarah and Saoirse took up the rear, but I found a way to hang back for a moment so I could whisper in my wife’s ear.

“Are you going to…try something with James?”

She looked at me in surprise.

“Do you want me to? Here?”

“I don’t know. Here, or somewhere else. And yeah, I want you to.”

She beamed at me, reaching out and squeezing my hand.

“One last little romp before we get on the plane?”

“Exactly what I was thinking. If he’s up to it.”

“Oh, I think he will be. He didn’t seem to have any problem fucking me in the fitting room. So I don’t think he’s averse to public sex.”

“I mean, it doesn’t have to be in public. We could also go back to the hotel.”

“Let’s just see what happens,” she said, giving me a kiss.

The streets were thick now with fans decked out in the Kilkenny yellow and black colors. The atmosphere was electric.

“Not so different from a football game back home,” said Saoirse.

Mikey nodded.

“Of course the cheers and chants will be different.”

“I can’t wait to learn!” said Saoirse cheerfully.

“Here’s our expert right now,” said Mikey, pointing to James, who was standing near the stadium entrance, broad-shouldered and smiling brightly.

He greeted our group, giving Mikey, Sarah and Saoirse warm hugs, then offering his hand to me. He gripped it tightly, but not in an overly dominant way. James might have been our bull, but he seemed to be conscious of overstepping his bounds outside of the bedroom.

“I think we’re early enough that we should be able to get some fairly good seats,” he said, entering the queue alongside us.

“This is so exciting. I’m glad we studied the rules so we’ll know what’s going on,” said Saoirse, who was standing in front of me, between Sarah and James.

I felt a little bit like I’d already been forgotten, but this didn’t really bother me. After all, I was hoping that James and Saoirse would somehow sneak off together for a clandestine encounter, and all I could do as the husband in that situation would be to get in the way.
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We found seats not too far from the field, only a few rows back and approximately ten meters from the Tipperary goal line.

“Tipperary are the team to beat this year,” said James, raising his voice to be heard over the noise of the crowd, which, even before the match had started, was already at a dull roar. “Actually, every year.”

“Are they your rivals?” asked Saoirse, looking up at him with a look of what I took to be adoration in her eyes.

“Yes, you could definitely say that,” James answered. “Though we love to beat Cork as well. What do you think, Mikey? Which team do we enjoy defeating more?”

“Definitely Tipperary,” said Mikey, who was standing next to James on the other side.

“There you have it. You’re going to witness two rivals clash.”

“It’s so exciting!” said Saoirse, bouncing slightly in her sneakers. “I don’t know what’s come over me. I hardly ever get like this.”

“It’s contagious, isn’t it?” said James, running his eyes over her body.

Saoirse had worn a black tank-top with a plunging neckline that allowed a man as tall as James a clear view of her chest. Even if he’d seen it before, he still seemed to be enjoying it now.

“Teach me some cheers,” she said.

“Well,” said Mikey, “the most common thing to say is just ‘up Kilkenny!’ or ‘Up the Cats’!”

“Up the Cats! I like it. It’s a little strange to American ears,” Saoirse said.

“There are also some in Irish of course,” said James.

“Oooh, I want to learn one of those!” said Saoirse, turning towards her lover.

“The easiest one is ‘Kilkenny abú,’” he said, “round your lips, like this.”

Saoirse looked up at him, rounding her lips. They were only a few inches from kissing. All he had to do was bend down towards her…

I felt a pang of desire mixed with jealousy as I remembered the last few days.

“Kilkenny a-boo!” Saoirse repeated, smiling at him.

“Yeah, just like that,” said James.

“You can also pronounce Kilkenny the Irish way,” said Sarah, who hadn’t seemed to notice the chemistry between Saoirse and James. (Or at least wasn’t mentioning it if she had.)

“Oh yeah?”

Saoirse turned to face her.

“It’s Cill Chainnigh. Like Kill Khan-ee.”

Saoirse repeated, watching her lips carefully, but struggling with the unfamiliar “ch” sound in “Chainnigh.”

“That’s ok,” said Mikey. “I don’t think they’ll revoke your passport if you can’t say that.”

“I’ve got so much to learn,” laughed Saoirse. “But I’m having a great time doing it.”
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Once the game started, our conversation died down. James and Saoirse stood close together, their arms at their sides. I caught a glimpse, at one point, of her reaching out to take his hand, but I couldn’t see how he reacted to this overt advance. It was kind of risky making a gesture like this in such a public place. I knew that neither he nor Saoirse particularly wanted Mikey and Sarah to start to wonder what was going on. We had all tacitly agreed that our dirty little arrangement would remain a secret between the three of us. I didn’t see a way to come clean to Mikey and Sarah about it without causing a lot of awkwardness and embarrassment on all sides.

Kilkenny was strong out of the gate, scoring three points and a goal in the first ten minutes. It seemed initially that they were clearly the stronger team, but Tipperary answered with two goals of their own in rapid succession, a stunning attack that left the Kilkenny fans reeling. It would not be an easy victory for either team. By halftime, the score was 2-6 Kilkenny and 1-9 Tipperary. I had to remind myself that the first number represented the number of goals (each worth 3), while the second number represented the number of points (each worth one). So in terms more familiar to an American, it was tied 12 to 12.

“Shouldn’t be this close,” muttered Mikey. “Those penalties really killed us.”

“I’m not sure about this referee,” Sarah chimed in. “Seems he’s calling all the fouls on our team, and is blind when Tipperary get aggressive.”

James seemed to be of a different opinion.

“Oh, I don’t know. O’Malley isn’t a bad referee. He’s made some questionable calls for sure, but I don’t really think he has a grudge against us.”

Mikey and Sarah seemed willing to defer to his opinion. I suppose he was the only one of us who’d played in the GAA, so that made some sense.

“Well,” said Mikey, “I think I’m going to head in the bar for a quick pint. Who wants to join me?”

“I do,” said Sarah.

I watched Saoirse and James for signs of interest. This might be their chance to be alone together. I still wasn’t sure if — or when — something between them might happen, but I wanted to help make it possible.

“I’ll come too,” I said.

“You know,” said Saoirse, “I’m not really in the mood for a drink. But maybe James could take me on a little tour of the stadium? Since you spent so much time here, you must know it really well…”

“Sure, that’s fine with me,” said James, in a neutral tone, most likely intended not to arouse suspicion. “I happen to know a little about the history of the building itself. It all started in 1927…”

I had almost forgotten that James was a passionate amateur historian. It offered the perfect cover for him to get my wife alone.

“Are you sure you don’t want to come with us, babe?” Saoirse said, turning to me.

“Yes,” I said, “no offense, James, but hearing you talk about the history of stadium renovations isn’t nearly as appealing to me right now as a pint of Guiness.”

“None taken,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder. “You three better get going. The bars will be doing a lot of business here at the half.”

I nodded.

“Lead the way, Mikey!”

Saoirse flashed me a grin as we parted. There was no doubt what was going to happen. My heart raced, and I felt myself getting erect again. Images of James in the hotel room, pumping his impossibly thick dick into my wife, flashed up before my mind’s eye. I felt giddy. My palms started sweating. My movements became jittery.

It’s like I’m the one about to be fucked, not Saoirse, I thought, then immediately realized what a silly thing that was to think. But at the same time, it was somewhat true: nervousness suffused by body to the point that Sarah noticed and asked me if I was ok.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m just feeling a little tired, I guess. A lot of standing up, and maybe I’m still a little jet-lagged.”

She frowned.

“Well, let me know if you need something. I’ve got various medicines in my purse. A mom always has to be prepared.”

“Thanks,” I said. “But I think a Guiness will be the best medicine for what I’ve got.”

“They used to use it for that, you know,” said Mikey, approaching the small table with our pints. “My grandfather said the doctor advised his mother to take a pint a day for her circulation. Says it worked, too…”

“I’ll drink to that,” I said, raising my glass. “Sláinte.”

“Sláinte agasta ,” the two others replied.

Just then, my phone buzzed.

Tour of the locker rooms




I saw a blurry photo of a hallway. The walls were of concrete block, vaguely institutional. Saoirse looked back at the camera, over her shoulder, her red hair clumped over part of her cheek. It was a distinctly “come hither” look.

I didn’t recognize the number, which had an Irish prefix. It could have only come from James.

While I was staring at the phone, another photo came through. This time, there could be no doubt who it was from, because it featured a part of James’s anatomy which I was now quite familiar with: his thick, uncircumcised cock, pointed right at my wife’s smiling face. Saoirse appeared to be on her knees now in the hallway, or whatever windowless passage they were in. I wondered how they’d managed to find privacy, which so many players around. But James, as a former player himself, must have known the secret places where they were unlikely to be found.

Or else they were both so horny that they were willing to accept the risk of being caught.

“Everything ok? Is that from Saoirse?” asked Sarah. “James isn’t boring her to death, is he?”

He’s about to be boring her, I thought, just in a different sense of the word.

“No,” I replied. “It’s just something about work.”

“Ah yes. I hate that it’s normal for bosses to text employees. It’s not fair somehow. Like you can’t even have a break when you’re on holiday?”

“It’s not so bad,” I mumbled.

My phone buzzed again. Mikey and Sarah looked at me, as if they were waiting to see what I would do. I put the phone in my pocket. I wanted to see the message, of course, but I also didn’t want to have to answer any more questions. I was feeling scrutinized enough as it was, with Sarah asking about my health and all.

“Are you feeling any better?” Mikey asked me, after I’d drained about half of my Guiness.

“Much,” I lied.

My phone had buzzed about six more times in my pocket, and I was dying to see what James had sent me. I imagined Saoirse looking up at the camera, her eyes watering and her mouth stretching around his stiff prick. I imagined her bent over, him entering her from behind. I imagined him erupting all over her face or ass.

I wondered how they would keep from making too big of a mess.

We finished our drinks, and Sarah excused herself to find the toilets. I decided it wasn’t a bad idea myself, and soon found myself pissing in a row of fans into a trough-like urinal, not unlike ones that I’d used at stadiums in the states. Unfortunately, however, it wasn’t a good place for me to use my phone. I didn’t want to risk someone seeing me looking at dirty pictures in public.

“Hey,” said Mikey, as we reconvened in the hallway outside of the men’s room, waiting for Sarah to rejoin us, “I don’t know how to say this. And please don’t take it the wrong way…”

He hesitated, clearly uncomfortable.

“What?”

“I’m sorry, it’s probably nothing. It’s just, that if it were me, I would want to know…”

“Know what?”

I felt a sinking feeling in my chest.

“A mate of mine just told me he saw James the other day in a department store in town. He was getting really friendly with a woman who sounded an awful lot like Saoirse. Thick red hair. Big tits. Amazing ass.”

I almost breathed a sigh of relief. His friend must have somehow happened upon the beginning or end of Saoirse and James’s fitting room fuckfest.

Mikey awkwardly continued.

“Don’t understand this the wrong way. Saoirse is my cousin, and I really don’t see her like that at all. But I’m a man, and I’d have to be dead not to notice…”

I shrugged.

“Of course. I know what you mean.”

“Anyway, I asked James about it maybe an hour ago, and he told me that he’d run into Saoirse there purely by coincidence, and all they did was chat. But my friend told me he saw them go into the fitting rooms together. God, I’m sorry to tell you this, man!”

He looked like he was about to burst into tears.

“It’s ok,” I managed to stammer.

“I wasn’t going to say anything. Who knows what really happened. But just now, when the two of them went off together, I got a funny feeling. And I looked back and I swear he had his arm around her.”

“I don’t think…”

“I know, man. I know. I’m really not trying to start anything between the two of you. Just, you know, man to man, I thought you deserved to know, ok?”

“Yeah, thanks,” I said, “I appreciate you telling me.”

“Jaysus. She’s my cousin, man. I don’t want to be accusing her of anything. And he’s my best friend…”

I didn’t know what else to say, and I don’t think Mikey did, either. He seemed utterly pained by the conversation, by the burden of the secret that he’d been carrying around with him. But I couldn’t find a way to ease his mind without coming out and admitting that Saoirse was a hotwife, and I knew that she wouldn’t have been happy about that.

“To be honest,” said Mikey after a while, “maybe I’m letting my own feelings get in the way here. James and I grew up together, you know. And he would get all the girls. I had a girlfriend once, before Sarah and I got together. She got drunk at a party and let James fuck her. She told me all about it afterwards. Acted like it had been a big mistake. But the truth was, I’d seen the way she looked at him from the moment I introduced them. I knew that she’d just been looking for an excuse to get herself in a situation where they’d be alone together.”

“Damn, man. Sorry to hear that,” I said, suddenly finding our roles reversed.

“It’s ok. We broke up after that. There were plenty of other reasons why that particular relationship probably wouldn’t have worked out in the long term anyway.”

I nodded.

“The crazy thing is,” he continued, “I’m pretty sure that James and Sarah had a thing, too. A long time ago. Before we got together. She told me about this hurler who she knew…big guy…huge cock…didn’t want to tell me his name…”

That certainly sounded like James, I thought to myself.

“Sorry to be talking like this,” said Mikey. “I’m out of line, and I apologize.”

“No, it’s ok,” I said. “I do appreciate you telling me. I can see that James is kind of a stud, and Saoirse definitely enjoys his company.”

He nodded, staring over my shoulder, as if lost in thought about the past.

“I don’t think she would ever do anything like that,” I continued. “And sometimes in a relationship, it’s better not to know. Who knows what either one of us might do ourselves, if given the chance? Lead us not into temptation, and all that…”

He nodded again, slowly.

“Amen to that. There’s Sarah…”

The three of us returned to the stands, where James and Saoirse were waiting for us, standing a respectable distance apart.

“How was the tour?” Sarah asked.

After Mikey’s revelation to me in the hallway, I scrutinized the way that she looked at James. Was it possible that he’d impaled her on his monster as well? I hadn’t viewed her in a sexual way before, but I had to admit that the image was rather…enticing.

“Great,” said Saoirse. “James knows a ton about the history of hurling stadiums in Ireland.”

“Yes, he’s our local expert,” Sarah said, smiling at him.

Saoirse came up to me and gave me a kiss, looping her arm around my back and pulling me close.

“Hey babe,” she said. “How was your halftime?”

“Fine,” I said. “How was the tour?”

“I’ll tell you about it later,” she said, grinning.
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The Cats bested Tipperary in the final three minutes, ending the game three points ahead. It was electrifying being among the throngs of fans, who cheered, chanted and sang as their team sprang ahead to victory at the last moment. I’d remember that match for a long time. It was definitely one of the highlights of our entire trip.

I was so caught up in the general jubilation that I almost forgot that my wife had received yet another hard fuck.

Almost.

We walked out of the stadium together, Saoirse and I arm in arm, while Mikey, Sarah and James led the way.

“I can’t believe we’re leaving tomorrow,” Saoirse said. “I’m going to miss this place.”

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Me too. I’m glad you got a chance to reconnect with your Irish roots.”

“Mm-hmm. And I’m glad I finally gave your dirty little fantasy a chance. But now I’m kind of addicted. It’s going to be cruel to take me away from James. He’s sooo good with his stick.”

“Maybe we can find someone else for you when we get home…”

She wrinkled her nose at this suggestion.

“I don’t know. I’m not sure it would be the same. Despite what it might seem like, I’m not ready to jump into bed with just any guy. I feel like James and I had a real connection. That’s not something I’d find with just any guy. No matter how huge his dick is.”

“Well,” I said. “Maybe there’s something we can do about that in the future. You never know. For my part, as much as I love this country, I’m going to be happy to be back home. No more living out of a suitcase. No more waiting for someone to drive me somewhere.”

Saoirse nodded.

“No more wondering what your wife is doing during halftime…”

“I guess I don’t have to wonder anymore about that now, do I? Now that you’re here?”

“No you don’t. I’m going to tell you all about it as soon as we get back to the room.”

She looked up at me with a grin.

“I think you’re going to like what you hear…”

I felt my pants suddenly become tighter. We approached our hotel, and bid farewell to James, Mikey and Sarah.

“I guess this is goodbye, then,” said James, offering me his huge paw.

“Yes,” I said. “Thanks for everything. You were all great hosts.”

Saoirse stood on her tiptoes to give him a hug, then embraced Mikey and Sarah as well.

“I can’t believe we’re leaving. We had so much fun. We’re going to miss you…”

“Now, now,” said Mikey, “I’ll be seeing you tomorrow for the drive to the airport, don’t forget.”

“And I hope to be seeing you again sometime, too,” said James, flashing me a quick wink.

Saoirse blushed. I suppose she couldn’t help it. I wondered if Mikey had noticed.

“Maybe you will,” Saoirse said. “All of you are welcome to visit us anytime in Ohio. And now that I’ve got my passport, I think we’ll be back again as often as we can afford it.”

“You’ll be most welcome anytime,” said Sarah.
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And then we were alone again, in the hotel. We packed up our things, cramming dirty clothes into the suitcases, padding fragile souvenirs with socks and underwear in the hopes that they would be protected from careless baggage handlers.

When the packing was finished, we lay back on the bed and turned on the TV.

“Want to see if there’s a hurling match on?” I asked. “I could go down on you again.”

Saoirse blushed.

“You’re never going to let me forget that, are you?”

“Why should you? I thought it was great fun.”

“It was,” she nodded. “And so was this afternoon in the stadium. By the way, I think if you’ll check your phone, you’ll find some interesting pictures. Maybe I should narrate them for you while you look at them. Just take down your pants and relax…”

A few moments later, she was whispering dirty things in my ear while stroking my cock as I scrolled on my phone. James had sent an entire album of filthy images. The two had fucked quickly, but documented it well. When we reached the final image, of Saoirse on her knees, smiling up at the camera with her eyes plastered shut in cum, I erupted onto my own chest. Saoirse seemed pleased with my response.

“I’m so glad you like your Irish hotwife, honey,” she said, kissing me.

“I don’t just like her. I love her,” I said.

“I love you, too.”


Epilogue



One year later

In the arrivals hall at the John Glenn airport, I scanned the faces of the travelers emerging from the exit, looking for a man I hadn’t seen in over a year. Saoirse, my wife, stood next to me, also looking anxiously into the crowd.

“Are you sure you like my hair this way?” she asked.

She’d pulled her thick red locks back into two pigtails, a look that was somewhere between porn star and kindergarten teacher. The tight white blouse and tartan skirt that she’d worn tilted the outfit a bit towards the former, without being too overtly slutty.

She was wearing bright red lipstick that stuck out against her pale complexion.

“Your hair is perfect. Any man would love it. And James is going to go crazy for it. I know he will…”

We’d spent much of our free time during the last year reliving our trip to Ireland together: the castles, monasteries, islands, stadiums and pubs, but most of all, of course, Saoirse’s encounters with James.

Luckily, he had taken plenty of pictures, and these provided fast-burning fuel for a sex life that now flamed brighter than it ever had before. We’d talk dirty about the two of them together practically every time we made love. Saoirse loved how hard I would get when she described being penetrated by his perfect cock for the first time. I loved how hard she’d come when I went down on her and told her to imagine the time that he’d fucked her in the locker rooms at Nowlan Park.

But eventually, the memories weren’t enough. We needed the real thing. So we started communicating with James again, first on Instagram, then on Snapchat. He and Saoirse would sext together when I wasn’t around, and she would show me the messages later, or just tell me about the fantasies that the two of them had spun while she jerked me off.

Then, one day, James messaged her saying that a friend of a friend was interested in starting a youth hurling league in a town just east of Dayton, and had asked him if he might come to the States for six weeks to run a summer camp. Getting a work visa was difficult, so it would be on a volunteer basis.

The camp wasn’t exactly close to our house, but we immediately offered to put James up for the duration of the camp. After all, hotels would be expensive for the small youth sports organization. And if they weren’t allowed to compensate him, he also wouldn’t have any money coming in himself.

Please come, Saoirse had written. I’ll make it worth your while. Even if you’re not getting paid.

James hadn’t been able to say no to that, of course. And really, what man could have?

As we stood there waiting, I looked at my wife and wondered what James would do with those pigtails. With that skirt. I imagined him hiking it up and entering her for the first time in a year while he grabbed her hair for leverage. I imagined the look on Saoirse’s face as his cock — at once familiar and totally overwhelming — forced its way into her tight wet pussy.

I knew the exact moment that James entered the hall, because I watched my wife’s face undergo a sudden and total transformation. She scrunched her nose, squinting, then all the muscles in her face relaxed, and she burst out in a huge smile.

“There he is,” she said. “Oh my. He’s got a beard now. He looks better than ever…So fit…Can’t wait to play with his sliotar. Uh, I mean camán. See, babe? I’m learning.”

A blush almost matching her red locks flitted quickly across her pale face. I could tell that it was going to be an unforgettable summer.

THE END


Author’s Note



While some of the locations referenced in this story really exist, this is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real people or places is entirely coincidental. Accordingly, I have also altered some of the details about the real Nowlan Park stadium to fit the story.
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Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite hotwife and cuckold stories. It is truly appreciated.

E-mail me here (cynthiasizematters@gmail.com).

— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon.

Follow me on twitter here. (@SizeQueenBooks)

Check out all the books in the Her First Bull series here.

Check the My First Time Hotwife series page for more installments here.
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Unsatisfied Anna: A Hotwife Romance

South Florida is treating Travis Fulbrook (44) well: he has a beautiful wife with a great sense of humor (Anna, 40) and a satisfying job. He plays Texas hold ’em with the other guys in his neighborhood and sometimes even wins. He has a younger colleague (Rob, 23) with enough DIY experience to help him out with home improvements on the weekends. Perhaps best of all: his lanai is alligator-free! (Though he can’t say the same for his neighbors', the Harrisons).

But when Travis stumbles upon Anna’s candid posts on a “dead bedrooms” forum, he’s shocked to discover that his wife is far from happy with their intimate relationship. Her username says it all: UnsatisfiedAnna.

In an impulsive moment, Travis makes his own anonymous account and strikes up an online friendship with his wife, who has no idea that she is chatting with her husband. Soon, he is privy to Anna’s thoughts on their marriage and to her budding attraction to Rob, who looks like he might be good at laying more than just tile.

When the real-life Travis encourages his wife to explore hotwifing, she is reluctant. But with enough encouragement from him and his anonymous online alter ego, Anna gives in to temptation. Soon, Rob is using his impressive skill to improve Anna’s love life as well as her kitchen floor — with Travis’s blessing, and sometimes even his help. But will UnsatisfiedAnna find satisfaction? Or will the secrets Travis and Anna are keeping from each other blow up in all of their faces?

---

Unsatisfied Anna is an 82,000-word high-heat explicit reverse age gap hotwife romance with an HEA. It includes scenes of mfm, fdom/msub, and mdom/fsub. It is the first installment in the Hotwife Haven series, a cycle of novels exploring hotwife relationships in a single community in South Florida.
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Her First Bull: Nora: A cuckold wife-sharing novel

Nora is an old-fashioned young woman. She’s also a petite, busty blonde bombshell with a wild side and one very big secret in her past.

When her husband Chad takes a job overseas, the couple start to explore the possibilities of long-distance intimacy.

Nora is reluctant at first when Chad suggests the possibility of his wife taking a well-endowed lover while he is away, but after a little experimentation, she more than warms up to the idea.

Chad enlists the help of his former army buddy, Jake, a dominant, take-charge, and very well-equipped alpha. Nora and Jake’s chemistry is explosive. So much so, in fact, that Chad, Nora’s husband, finds himself increasingly sidelined. Not only is he outmanned, he’s also starting to get out of his depth emotionally.

Will Chad lose both his wife and his friend? Or will the three of them find exciting new possibilities for intimacy together?

What will happen when Nora admits to her own needs for something bigger and experiences Her First Bull?

Her First Bull: Nora is a stand-alone novel-length story (45,000 words) exploring the emotional highs and lows of cuckolding and the hotwife lifestyle.
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SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.
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TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.
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BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.
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SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.
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