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		Chapter One

		 

		Ashley giggled along with Jenny and Clara at Pauline’s recollection of her most recent first date.

		 

		“So then after dinner he walks me home and he’s like ‘you want to grab a drink or something,’ right? And I’m like ‘um it’s my place but sure, I guess, you can invite yourself up if you want.’”

		 

		All three of them laughed again at Pauline’s eye-rolling, over the top narration.

		 

		“So did he bag you?” Jenny asked, grinning.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes widened and she blushed. She loved her girls but they were so much more open about their intimate lives than she could ever be. She tried to hide her embarrassment behind her wine glass.

		 

		“So, like, just hold on okay?” Pauline replied to Jenny’s question. “So we get upstairs and I get him a beer and open a White Claw, right? And he’s giving me the ‘are you down?’ eyes. And he’s pretty good looking right? But I don’t want to, like, be a total slut or whatever.”

		 

		“Skip to the end!” Jenny shouted.

		 

		Clara burst out laughing and Ashley chuckled.

		 

		“So he sets his beer down and comes closer. And he’s like ‘look I’m not very good at this,’ right? So I flash a little smile and I’m all like ‘good at what?’ Cause it’s kind of cute how bad he is at it. So he’s like ‘can I show you something.’ And I’m like ‘I guess if you want,’ or whatever. And he drops his fucking pants!” she squealed, flapping her splayed fingers in front of her open mouth.

		 

		“He did not,” Jenny said, expression deadpan.

		 

		“He totally did,” Pauline replied.

		 

		Clara couldn’t stop cackling next to Ashley.

		 

		“So you kicked his ass out?” Jenny asked.

		 

		Pauline made a smug face and shrugged. “I rode that thing.”

		 

		“What?!?” Jenny squawked.

		 

		“Bitch he was like, this fucking long,” Pauline said, holding her hands a foot or so apart.

		 

		“He was not,” Jenny said.

		 

		“I swear he was,” Pauline said, drawing a cross over her heart.

		 

		Clara stopped laughing and gawked at Pauline. “Oh my god she’s being serious,” she said, turning to Ashley.

		 

		Ashley did her best to make herself as small as possible. She always hated this part of the evening. And it always came around. The girls talking about all the sex they’d had with all the different guys they’d done it with. And her already married at twenty-five having only ever been with her sweet Justin.

		 

		“What was it like?” Clara asked, still sounding like she didn’t really believe Pauline.

		 

		“Amazing,” Pauline shot back immediately.

		 

		Clara covered her mouth with a hand, her eyes widening.

		 

		“It, like, totally fits different when it’s that long,” Pauline said, waving her hands around her pelvis.

		 

		“What a slut!” Jenny said, throwing her head back and laughing.

		 

		“What’s the longest you’ve ever had?” Pauline asked Clara.

		 

		Clara’s eyes moved around the room as she thought about it. “I don’t know. Maybe eight inches? I forget his name. Do you remember that guy that was really into the model cars?”

		 

		“What about you girl?” Pauline asked Jenny.

		 

		“Ew gross I’m not comparing dicks with you,” Jenny said with a sneer. She looked up at the ceiling. “Haven’t had a foot-long, though. Sounds kind of…interesting.” She brushed a hand against the back of her neck.

		 

		Then, as usual, all eyes turned to Ashley.

		 

		Ashley did her best to sink deeper into her chair.

		 

		Clara looked away, getting quiet. Jenny smirked. Pauline grinned. “I think it’s Ashley’s turn!” she sang.

		 

		“Guys come on,” Ashley groaned.

		 

		“Ladies don’t give her a hard time. She’s married. She’s happy. Just leave her alone,” Clara said.

		 

		Ashley shot her a thankful look but knew she wasn’t getting out of it that easily.

		 

		“At least tell us what Justin’s packing?” Pauline said.

		 

		Ashley put a hand over her eyes and shrank into her chair.

		 

		“Pauline cut it out!” Clara snapped.

		 

		“Geez okay take it easy alright? I’m just joking around. Come on though, girl,” she said, turning to Ashley. “You’ve had other cock, right? Tell us about someone else? It’s all ancient history, right? It’s not like you’re cheating or anything. It’s girl’s night!” She put her hands out to her sides, palms out, nearly knocking over her wine.

		 

		“Bitch she doesn’t want to talk about i…”

		 

		Ashley stopped Clara with a hand on her shoulder. She’d endured this too many times. Too much embarrassment. Too much shame. Too much humiliation. If she was going to keep hanging out with her friends she needed to set some boundaries. Like her therapist had told her to do. “It’s alright,” she said quietly. She looked straight at Pauline. “I’ve only ever been with Justin,” she said quietly.

		 

		The silence that descended on the room was deafening. Jenny’s eyes darted side to side. Clara looked off towards the kitchen. Pauline, of course, dropped her jaw and her eyes bugged wide open. “Girl, what?” she said quietly.

		 

		Ashley took a deep breath. She set her wine glass down on the table next to her chair and sat up straight and proud. She was going to own this. And she was going to be done with these awkward interactions once and for all. “I just wasn’t that into boys until I met Justin,” she explained. “And then, I don’t know, I just knew he was the one when I did. It’s not a big deal,” she said with a shrug. “Honestly I don’t really think about it.”

		 

		Which wasn’t exactly true. Because she did think about it sometimes. Told herself it was only natural. To be curious. She wasn’t into being a slut like Pauline or Jenny. But sometimes she wondered what another man would feel like besides Justin. What it would be like to have a different…cock inside her. Just thinking the word brought the blush back to her cheeks.

		 

		“Girl I could hook you up if you want,” Pauline said quietly.

		 

		“What?” Ashley squawked. She let out an awkward giggle, her eyes darting to each of her friends. “That would be…no! Just no! I don’t want that. I could never do that!” Even as she said all of that she could hear a certain desperation in her voice. Her revulsion at the suggestion was too enthusiastic. Too put on. Like she didn’t want to want that. But maybe wanted it a little bit…

		 

		Pauline put on a surprisingly sympathetic face. “Honey if it’s just Justin that’s standing in the way of this there are like…” Her eyes darted to Jenny’s and they shared a suspicious looking glance. “There are ways to get around that,” she said quietly.

		 

		“What?” Ashley asked. “To get around my husband? Um, no. Thank-you. But no. I’m not cheating on my husband.” This all had her very bothered. She had to reluctantly admit to herself that somewhere deep down inside it had her a little bit hot. Which was so terribly wrong and horrible that if she really accepted it she didn’t know if she could live with herself. What had she gotten into here? It was all very confusing.

		 

		Clara looked over at her. “I think what she means is that if you were into something like that I’m sure you could, like, just ask Justin about it.”

		 

		“What?!? No!” Ashley squealed. “That would…he’d be devastated by that!” She folded her arms over her chest and sank back into the chair, feeling very threatened by all three of them now.

		 

		Clara looked at Pauline, then Jenny. Something unspoken and dangerous seemed to pass between them. At least that’s what it seemed like to Ashley. “I mean, is it something you’re curious about?” Clara asked.

		 

		Ashley scowled. She hated that she’d done this to herself. It was all her stupid therapist’s fault. If she hadn’t followed her advice about the boundaries the girls would have had their laughs and they wouldn’t have ended up at this incredibly awkward moment. “Of course not,” she muttered.

		 

		Another heavy silence passed. “I mean it doesn’t super duper sound that like that, to be honest,” Jenny said. “It sounds like maybe you are kind of curious about it, Ash.”

		 

		Ashley rolled her eyes and huffed out a sigh. “Oh, sure. I should just go home and say what? Hope you don’t mind honey but I just realized I really need to try fucking a different cock?” Her eyes popped wide open and she clapped a hand over her mouth.

		 

		Jenny arched her brow. “Girl,” she said quietly. “It sounds like you’ve got some shit to work out.”

		 

		A very confusing tornado of emotions was now swirling inside Ashley. Because she had thought about it. More than once. Usually after girl’s nights and hearing all their stupid stories. She’d lay awake at night wondering what it would be like. What a man other than Justin would feel like inside her. What it would be like to look intimately into another man’s eyes as he entered her. It was scary and exciting and she wished none of this had ever, ever happened.

		 

		“So wait, that means, like, you’ve never even done DP?” Pauline asked, looking very confused.

		 

		Clara gave her a pointed look.

		 

		Ashley scowled. “What’s DP?”

		 

		“Oh boy,” Jenny said, sighing.

		 

		“What? What is it?” Ashley insisted.

		 

		Clara put a hand on her knee. “It’s double penetration, hon,” she said, her voice almost a whisper.

		 

		Ashley gasped. “What? You guys have done that?” She looked around the room at each of their guilty expressions. “All of you?” she said. All of her closest friends had had two penises inside them at the same time? “Like…how do you even? Doesn’t it, like, get super stretched out?”

		 

		Clara bit down on her lip and leaned towards Ashley. “One goes in the front and one goes in the back,” she whispered, pointing at her backside.

		 

		Ashley’s jaw dropped. She shook her head.

		 

		“Hon if you’re into it Jasper and Conner would be all over you in a heartbeat,” Pauline said.

		 

		The thought, shoved into her mind by Pauline, of Jasper and Conner all over her had Ashley blushing a hot, bright red again. She giggled. Then hiccuped. Then slid off her chair and stood up, clinging to the back of the couch because her head was spinning so fast. “I think I need to use the bathroom.” She shuffled into the small bathroom and shut the door leaving the awkward silence behind her. Turning on the tap she cupped her hands and splashed cold water over her face. Looking into the mirror felt like gazing into a strange woman’s eyes.

		 

		The ache in her lady parts would not stop.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		 

		He muted the TV and sat up on the couch as Ashley turned in the hallway and shut the door. He wasn’t sure how but he knew instantly something was up. Her shoulders were slumped and her head was hanging low, chin towards her chest. She normally came home so bubbly and happy after girl’s night. Usually a little tipsy, too. Sometimes even in the mood for an intimate evening with him.

		 

		He stood up and crossed the small living room. “Ashley? Ash? Everything all right?” he asked. When she turned he saw that she’d been crying. His pace quickened and he was in front of her in an instant. Wrapping his hands around her and pulling her into his chest. “Baby what is it?” he asked quietly.

		 

		She sniffled and rested her cheek against his chest.

		 

		He moved his hand up and down her back. Gave her time to collect her thoughts. She always needed time to collect her thoughts. But what the hell could have happened? She was always in such a good mood after seeing her girls.

		 

		Finally she sniffled, wiped her nose with the back of her finger and looked up into his eyes.

		 

		“What is it baby? You can tell me?”

		 

		She sighed and let her purse strap slip off her shoulder. Set it down on the ground next to her. She let herself be led over to the couch and sat down.

		 

		He pulled her jean jacket off and set it beside him on the couch.

		 

		“I don’t…I don’t even know where to start,” she whispered, sniffling again.

		 

		“Did something happen at Pauline’s?” he asked.

		 

		She nodded.

		 

		“Did you get into a fight?”

		 

		She shook her head.

		 

		He frowned.

		 

		She let out a huge sigh and looked off to the side. “They started in on the sex talking,” she said.

		 

		“Sex talking?” he asked.

		 

		“Just…talking about having sex with guys. And all the guys they’d done it with. And all the hookups and how big…how big the guy was and stuff,” she said, her voice trembling.

		 

		The feeling began at the base of his spine. Almost in his ass. A heat crept up his back. It set the hairs on the back of his neck on end. Then it warmed his scalp. An impending doom. A catastrophe he’d sometimes had nightmares about. Waking up from them with a bizarre erection and a feeling that something was coming for him. Something dark and painful. It felt like that something was here now.

		 

		Ashley’s expression looking so pained. Pained at what she was about to tell him. This secret she was about to reveal that he’d always believed, always known that she had. The secret he’d tried to hide from. It was about to be exposed. He collected himself. He would take this with dignity, this dark thing. He would endure it. Because he was almost one hundred percent certain of what it was. “And did you…talk about that stuff too?”

		 

		She slowly shook her head side to side.

		 

		He nodded. Put a hand on her arm and gave it a rub. “Did you feel left out?” he asked. Somehow he’d known this was going to be the price he would have to pay. For marrying someone so young and innocent and perfect. He’d even brought it up with her once. Even though it felt like it might kill him he’d told her if she wanted to…if she needed to have more experiences before they got married, that he would deal with it. He would understand.

		 

		She’d said she didn’t. But she hadn’t sounded convinced then. And now it looked like the time had come to pay the piper.

		 

		She sighed. A quiet sob escaped her and she sniffled again. She looked up at him with her glassy eyes. Help me they seemed to say. Tell me what to do?

		 

		It was his turn to sigh. He looked down at the couch and soothed his jangled nerves with a few deep breaths. What he had no control over was his erection. It was already half hard and if Ashley so much as glanced down she would see his cock stiffening in his lap. He didn’t understand what this bizarre reaction had to do with his dread but there it was. Standing up for the world to see. Thinking of his beautiful young wife contemplating being with another guy made him hard. He looked up into her eyes again. “Are you having regrets?” he asked.

		 

		“I love you,” she said quietly.

		 

		“I know you love me. I love you too. But we can love each other and still have…other feelings. About choices we’ve made.”

		 

		Her lower lip trembled.

		 

		It crushed him seeing her this sad. What weighed even more heavily on him was what lay ahead. Because he loved her he knew what he had to do. He would have to walk with her on this excruciating journey. Put himself through this gut-wrenching pain because he wanted the best for her. He wanted her to experience life to it’s fullest. He loved her so much he would never, ever stand in the way of helping her live better. And this would help her live better. This would make her feel more alive. He put a hand on her cheek. Brushed at it with his thumb. Leaned in and pressed his lips against hers in a gentle kiss. It pleased him that she kissed him back.

		 

		Out of nowhere the kiss turned hotter. Ashley pushing her tongue into his mouth and playing with his. Her hand moving along his thigh. Like somehow this turned her on, too. Thinking about this terrible, horrible thing they had to go through for her made her aroused.

		 

		“Come to the bedroom with me?” she whispered, her breath hot on his cheek.

		 

		They stood up together. Hands moving over each other’s bodies. Shedding clothes and moving towards the bedroom in a tangle of limbs and lips. She turned off the lights as they slipped into the room. They fell onto the bed. Justin keeping his eyes on her pretty, pert breasts so as not to look into hers. His insides so raw and his body screaming with need for her insides.

		 

		He palmed her breast and rubbed her stiff nipple with his thumb. His hand slipped lower, down her toned belly and down between her legs. His heart squeezed and his guts clenched when he found her petals damp already. Wet from her sex-talk with the girls. Wet from thinking about what it would be like to be with another guy. Wet with desire and not just for Justin.

		 

		He rolled onto her, foregoing their usual foreplay.

		 

		Her legs parted, welcoming him so generously, so easily. She never did it that easily. It always took a half hour of kisses and gentle touches and soft whispers to get her in the mood. Candles and chocolate and maybe some wine. Now here she was brazenly presenting her sex for him to take.

		 

		He finally glanced at her eyes and saw a reflection of what he felt. A sort of elated defeat at the path they both knew they had to walk together now. She drew in a quick breath as his stiff cock touched her sex. Her eyes darted down and widened, as if she couldn’t believe he was already as aroused as she was. She looked back up at him, searching his eyes and expression for signs of what this all meant.

		 

		He hitched his hips forward. The head of his cock spreading her tight slit. He let out a quiet groan as her hot, slick walls embraced him. Tightened around him and sent surges of pleasure coursing through his entire body.

		 

		She raised her legs and took him deep inside her. She shifted her hips lower, back arching, her pussy clamping down on his hard cock as he swayed in and out of her. “I love you,” she whispered.

		 

		The words were like a burning arrow wedging into his heart. Though unspoken they carried a caveat. What she really meant was I love you but…

		 

		I love you but I need to know the feeling of another man. He’d known it was coming. Now it was here.

		 

		He groaned. She gasped. Their bodies rocked back and forth in perfect rhythm. The head of his cock touching just the right spot. Making her mewl into his ear and buck beneath him. Already he felt the surge. The hot rush of seminal fluid sucking out of his balls and traveling towards his cock.

		 

		Her pussy squeezed again. Her body suckling on him. Ready to take his seed into her fertile core.

		 

		His stomach sank with disappointment that he’d have to pull out. The pills had started giving her terrible mood swings and they’d switch to condoms. Now in the heat of the moment he’d entered her bare and would have to finish with the help of her hand instead of feeling the sweet release of spending inside her. He closed his eyes and savored the heat of her sex. “I’m close,” he admitted in a whisper.

		 

		She brought her cheek to his. “I want you to finish in me.”

		 

		His cock went steel hard inside her.

		 

		“Oh god,” she gasped. She lowered her head onto the pillow and stared into his eyes. “Finish in me,” she said again.

		 

		Again his cock flexed. He thrust harder into her.

		 

		Her eyes widened as she equated his reaction with the stimulus of what she’d said. She rocked back and forth in time with his thrusts. Her lip trembled but in a good way this time.

		 

		“I’m close,” he repeated.

		 

		“Finish inside me,” she said. Her body spasmed. Back arching, head falling back over the pillow. Her lips parted and a deliciously lewd moan rolled out of it.

		 

		It was a terrible risk. Not because they didn’t want a family. They did. But they were so young with so much ahead of them. They had at least five years before they had to start thinking of any of that.

		 

		But the heat of her tight pussy and her urging him to blow his load into her tightened his balls and made consequences feel distant and unimportant. What mattered now were the waves of pleasure dousing his brain. The elation he felt at the thought of performing this primal act. The giving of seed into her wet and welcoming cunt.

		 

		It broke him.

		 

		He felt her contractions and couldn’t believe it. It usually took a good twenty minutes of his mouth on her pussy for her to come. Now he’d activated her orgasmic response in under five. Why? Was she thinking about it? Was she thinking about how hot it would be to feel him ejaculate inside her? Or, more darkly, was she thinking about taking another man inside her?

		 

		His orgasm accelerated with the thought. He grunted and fell over top of her. His cock hardened and gushed. A fat wad of his seed exploding from the head, saturating her fertile walls and dripping out of her onto his balls. He thrust deep and held himself inside her, savoring each second of his spend as he filled her with his cum.

		 

		The moment passed and she sighed beneath him. Her pussy twitched around his deflating cock.

		 

		For a long while he kept his face buried in her neck. Not wanting to face the future. Not wanting to contemplate what awaited them. He'd do it. He'd do it for her. He'd known this was coming. He just wanted a few more seconds of pretending like this wasn't the only way out.

		 

		Finally he rolled off of her and onto his side.

		 

		She pulled a blanket up over their naked bodies. Sweet, innocent Ashley covering herself to keep her modesty in tact. His lovely young bride who’d saved herself for him but who had now changed her mind and wanted a taste of what else might be out there.

		 

		He shuddered at the thought that she might already have someone in mind.

		 

		“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

		 

		He mustered a smile and brushed her hair off her face. “I’m great. You?”

		 

		“Fine,” she said. “I love you.”

		 

		“I love you, too,” he replied.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		 

		“I could never do it, you know.” The words, whispered through the darkness, were meant to be reassuring. Her tone was anything but. Her tone sounded like she’d meant to say I have to do it, you know?

		 

		He rolled from one side to the other and reached a hand out. Put it on her arm and gave it a rub. They’d basked in post-coital bliss without mentioning the thing sitting between them. Maybe the darkness had given her the courage to bring it up? “We need to talk about this,” he whispered back.

		 

		“I mean, if I couldn’t ever do it what’s the point?” she asked.

		 

		It frustrated him somewhat. He knew she was asking him to do the heavy lifting. To reason through this for her and explain to her why this was the best way forward. She couldn’t confront it herself. Ash wasn’t built like that.

		 

		In a way he was lucky. So lucky to have found her. So lucky that she’d said yes when he’d asked her to marry him. So lucky that they’d be spending the rest of their lives together. There was just this one thing…

		 

		Sure, they could take Ashley’s proposed route. Ignore this thing but have it always in the background. Where, after one drink too many on a night out, or some fight they might have in the far of future, she’d act on this impulse. This curiosity. Out of spite or whimsy or…whatever.

		 

		That would be so much more hurtful. Her betrayal would be so much harder to bear than his own consent. It might never happen. But the possibility that it might would always be there at the back of his mind.

		 

		In a way he was lucky, too, that Ash was as malleable as she was. Still young and suggestible with just the smallest of daddy issues. She could take his advice and not resent it. She cherished his opinion. He tried to keep that in mind as he mapped out the conversation. “You’ve thought about it,” he said.

		 

		A silence passed that, he thought, meant she knew exactly what he was talking about. “Thought about what?” came her quiet reply.

		 

		This he resented slightly. It was hard enough having to convince her to do this very painful thing. Why did she insist on being dragged into the conversation kicking and screaming? “You’ve thought about being with another man.”

		 

		He couldn’t see her eyes. But he could imagine the deer-in-the-headlights stare she had on. The thing of which she could not speak coming at her through the dark of night like an eighteen wheeler.

		 

		“Yes,” she whispered. “Oh god please don’t hate me,” she said, her voice nearly a whimper.

		 

		He rubbed her arm again. “I don’t hate you,” he said quietly. “It’s only natural, Ash. We might be married but we’re still human. It’s okay if you have those thoughts.” It sent a dark tickling feeling into his nethers and his cock stirred to life. A puzzling reaction to explaining to Ashley that her desire was nothing to be ashamed of. “I’m never going to hate you, Ash,” he reassured her.

		 

		He let a long silence pass. Ashley needed time with sensitive things like this.

		 

		“How could you ever do it?”

		 

		He smirked. “I’m not the one doing the doing, remember?” he said, trying to sound lighthearted.

		 

		“Don’t laugh,” she said.

		 

		“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I was just trying to…be a little more casual.”

		 

		“This is serious,” she insisted.

		 

		“Absolutely. I’ll be serious.” He did want to laugh. They were about to start talking about Ashley potentially having an extra-marital sexual encounter. Laughter seemed like the only way to talk about it and stay sane. Ash wasn’t built like that.

		 

		“I meant how could you possibly stand it? If it, like, you know…happened.”

		 

		His throat tightened. This was the closest she’d come to saying it out loud. If he knew her at all, and he knew her well, she’d keep layering euphemism after euphemism about it. When she could finally call it what it was, when she could say it out loud, she’d be ready. “I’m not sure, to be honest with you,” he replied.

		 

		“Then we can’t ever do it. I can’t ever do it. There’s no way I’m going to risk this. What we have. It’s not worth it.” She sounded entirely unconvinced of herself.

		 

		He took a deep breath and tried to stay stoic. “Look I’m not going to lie here trying to convince you why it’s the right thing. I’ll make my case and then you’re going to have to decide.”

		 

		More silence.

		 

		“Okay,” she finally said.

		 

		“This feeling. This…curiosity that you have. It’s not just from tonight is it?” he asked.

		 

		She thought for a while. “It’s not,” she admitted.

		 

		“And that’s okay. That’s natural, too. I’d probably be the same if I hadn’t had…other experiences.” He had to be careful here. Ash got a little tender when he talked about his exes.

		 

		“I don’t want to hurt you,” she murmured in the darkness.

		 

		“I don’t want you to hurt me either. But I’ve thought about this.”

		 

		“You have?” she asked. Too quickly and with too much excitement in her voice.

		 

		It gripped his guts and twisted them all up in his insides. “I have. Do you remember? A few weeks before the wedding? When I asked you, no, when I told you that if you wanted you could…have some experiences too? You said no back then.”

		 

		“I remember,” she whispered.

		 

		His mind drifted back to the that time. To how hard it had been to even broach the subject with her. She was so squeamish about sex. She was still so squeamish about it but less shy now that they were married. Would it have been easier? Would it have been easier to give her his blessing before they’d said their vows? Before she had the gold band on her finger? He doubted it. And now his cock was rock solid again just thinking about all this. Thinking about Ashley actually being with another guy.

		 

		“The reason I asked you, the reason I thought you should do it was because, I guess, on some level I knew this wasn’t going away.”

		 

		“You did?” she said. She sounded calmer now. Like it was easier to talk about this for her. Easier for her to deal with it.

		 

		He cringed inwardly at being not just the one to make himself a cuckold but the coach for his wife’s infidelity. It felt wrong on so many levels and yet his cock was throbbing against his pajamas. “I guess I did,” he said quietly. “People crave novelty. They want new experiences. They want to know what different things feel like, right?”

		 

		“I guess,” she replied.

		 

		“And this, sex, I mean, is a powerful force. It’s a powerful drive. It’s in our DNA, hard-coded over thousands, tens of thousands of years of evolution. It’s only in the last few hundred or so that we’ve built these conventions around it. The idea of monogamy. Those are social structures. We’re talking about primal urges.” He resisted a chuckle at his own explanation. Almost sounded like he was trying to convince himself that this was what they needed to do.

		 

		Ashley cuddled closer to him.

		 

		“So I’d hate for this to happen in some other way,” he went on.

		 

		“This would never, ever happen in some other way,” she argued. “I love you. I would never do anything like that to…”

		 

		“Ashley I know that,” he interrupted. “We both know that. I feel the same way. But life happens. People change. Priorities change. Sometimes it doesn’t take much. If you…slipped up, or something, and I’m not saying you ever would. But if you did. That would be so much harder. For both of us.”

		 

		Another long silence stretched between them. His body started to tingle with the same energy humming in his crotch. Like he was excited by what Ashley was contemplating. Almost like he was looking forward to it or something. He couldn’t bring himself to imagine what it would feel like sitting at home and waiting for her to come back from her encounter. That filled him with a profound panic. He’d deal with that later.

		 

		“I think you’re right,” she whispered.

		 

		The words drove a stake through his heart. It was all happening so much faster than he’d anticipated. That speech about making his case and letting her decide? He’d expected that to last for weeks. Here she was coming around to the idea in, what? Thirty minutes? Less. Almost like she was excited about it, too.

		 

		But it was his job to be the stoic here. That was the unspoken agreement between them. Ashley was young and indecisive. She looked to him for guidance. And the logical thing to do here was to guide her into the arms of another man. Where he could control the situation and manage the outcome. Where he still had some control of her.

		 

		“Was that the wrong thing to say?” she asked, reading into his silence.

		 

		“No. I just…I didn’t expect you to say it so fast.”

		 

		“We’re not deciding. Nothing’s decided. Let’s not decide tonight,” she chanted.

		 

		He smiled as she rolled over and tucked her back into his chest, becoming the little spoon. He pulled his hips away so she didn’t feel his erection. He’d pretend, for her sake, that nothing had been decided. Even as he knew full well that everything was set in stone and there were only details to be worked out.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		 

		The June sun was blazing at the park, a cool breeze coming in off the blue waters of the lake. He scrolled through his messages on his phone, then tapped his news app to see what was going on in the world. Mostly to distract himself from the conversation he was about to have.

		 

		“Justin!”

		 

		Hearing his name he turned and saw Jenny waving at him as she walked along the boardwalk. Chilled coffee in hand, bracelets jangling on her wrists, her big hoop earrings swinging in the wind.

		 

		He stood up and smiled. Gave her a quick friend-hug his hands touching the most neutral parts of her. A pat on the back. A kiss in the air. “Hey, Jen,” he said as they sat down.

		 

		She set her coffee down on the bench next to her and turned to face him. “So, cut to the chase? What’s this about?”

		 

		He appreciated her no-nonsense, down to business attitude. The last time they’d seen each other was six months ago at Ashley’s birthday party. No sense pretending like they were old friends and had tons to catch up on. He took a deep breath and sighed. “Okay so this is going to be pretty awkward for me to talk about. I didn’t know who else to turn to, though. If this is…too much or something then just tell me. I don’t want to weird you out or anything.”

		 

		She put on a serious expression and her brow furrowed in a slight frown. She nodded for him to continue.

		 

		He pressed the tips of his fingers together and rested his chin on them for a moment. He’d rehearsed starting this conversation so many times in his head. Now that it was actually time to have it he couldn’t find the words to begin.

		 

		“Justin?” Jenny asked, tipping her head to one side.

		 

		He smirked and chuckled, trying to lighten the weird vibe he was feeling between him and Jenny.

		 

		“Hey, um, does this have anything to do with girl’s night by any chance?” she finally asked.

		 

		The question took a load off his mind. He smirked again, now feeling deeply uncomfortable about having to talk about this with Jenny. She was Ashley’s friend, really, not his. He was about to confess this deeply personal thing, this humiliating thing of how to go about letting his wife sleep with another man. He couldn’t have found someone else to help him? Was this going to be the topic of conversation at their next girl’s night? Of course it was. What made him more uncomfortable was wondering whether Ashley would share their reaction with him. In his mind he could already hear them whispering and giggling about her getting with another guy. “Yeah. It’s about that,” he muttered.

		 

		“Yeah,” Jenny said, taking a sip of her iced coffee through the straw. “I thought that might come back around. Ashley got pretty upset about it. You mad too?”

		 

		He looked at her, puzzled. “Mad? No,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m not mad.” He wondered why she’d think that.

		 

		She furrowed her brow. “Oh. Why are we here then?” she asked. “Did Ashley tell you about exactly what happened?”

		 

		He shook his head. “Not exactly. Just gave me the gist of it.”

		 

		“Look we were just goofing around. Nobody meant for it to turn as serious as it did. We all tried to make her feel better about it. Different strokes for different folks, you know? Like not everyone has to have the exact same exp…”

		 

		“I want to help her have sex with another man,” he blurted. The words felt like diarrhea coming out of his mouth. That hot shame started crawling up his back. Same as when Ash had come home that night and told him about what had happened. About how she’d started thinking about her lack of experiences. Except now he was sitting in the park with one of her best friends. The only thing more difficult than turning and looking Jenny in the eye again was trying to keep his erection in check as it started bulging in his jeans.

		 

		“Oh god. Oh, Justin. Oh…wow. Just…wow.”

		 

		He turned to scowl at her when she put a hand on his shoulder. They weren’t that close and it felt kind of weird. She looked…oddly moved. “What do you mean wow?” he asked.

		 

		She shook her head as she gazed into his eyes. “I always knew you were a good guy. I didn’t realize you were this good of a guy,” she said. She gave an earnest nod and squeezed his shoulder with her hand. “Ashley’s so lucky to have you,” she said quietly.

		 

		It didn’t sit exactly right with him what she was saying. Sure, it was sweet. But sweet didn’t really seem to fit for him after he’d just told her what he needed help with. He didn’t like the sympathetic look she was giving him either. He didn’t need her sympathy. He needed help. It made his stomach turn a little. “You know…maybe this was a mistake,” he muttered, looking away.

		 

		“No! No, don’t say that,” Jenny pleaded. “Justin I’m sorry if my reaction was a little weird. I just didn’t expect this. To be honest I thought I was coming here to get a lecture. This is…this is so heartwarming. It’s so touching,” she said, pressing a hand over her heart.

		 

		That felt icky, too. “How is this touching? I’m asking you to help my wife cheat on me.” Jenny almost seemed like she was enjoying herself. Enjoying this whole awkward situation.

		 

		“It’s not like that. Is that what she said? Is that what she called it?” Jenny asked.

		 

		He sighed and his shoulders slumped. “She barely said anything. You know Ashley. She can’t talk openly about this stuff to save her life.”

		 

		“Yeah. She’s always been like that. You married such a sweet girl,” Jenny said.

		 

		“The sweetest,” he muttered. “So sweet she couldn’t get her freak on before we got married.”

		 

		“Justin. Look at me. Look at me.”

		 

		He turned his head and looked her in the eyes.

		 

		“You’re thinking about this all the wrong way.”

		 

		“Oh yeah?” he asked, his voice rich with sarcasm.

		 

		“You are, actually,” Jenny went on. “This is a gift. This is a precious thing. Something you can give to Ashley that she’ll never forget. Do you know how grateful she’s going to be for this? She’ll be yours forever. I mean she was always going to be yours forever. But her heart, her heart is just going to be bursting with love for you if you do this. It’s so romantic.”

		 

		He scowled at her. She did have a point in there somewhere. But calling this…this disgusting thing he was proposing romantic made him gag a little. Finding a nice, fresh, romantic new dick to fuck Ashley. Yeah, right. A queasy feeling rose from his stomach and gripped his throat and chest.

		 

		“Do you, you know, have someone in mind?” Jenny asked quietly.

		 

		He hung his head low and ran his hands through his hair. Couldn’t believe he was here in the park asking for Jenny for help on this. What the hell had he been thinking? “That’s kind of what I need help with,” he muttered, his teeth slightly clenched. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Jenny press one hand to her chest and the other over her mouth.

		 

		“Oh Justin,” she said quietly, her voice sounding tight like she was getting teary.

		 

		He shot her another scowl. “What?” he grumbled.

		 

		She shook her head. Pulling the hand away from her mouth she wiped away a tear from the corner of her eye.

		 

		Was she seriously getting emotional about this?

		 

		“I’m sorry,” she said, bursting into a light laugh. “It’s just so sweet that you came to me about this. I’m…I’m really honored.”

		 

		That got his skin crawling too. Girls being girly about girly things was already pretty low on his favorites list. Jenny being girly and emotional about this horrible, dirty thing he was asking for help with was…gross. He bottled all of that up, though. He wasn’t going to do himself any help by telling Jenny to shut up. “Well, thanks, I guess,” he muttered.

		 

		She sniffled and wiped away another tear. “Oh my gosh. Okay. I’m okay.” She splayed her fingers and waved them in front of her face.

		 

		He hated the ugly neon green polish on her nails.

		 

		“Okay hang on a sec. So, like, have you talked to Ashley at all about this? Or are you going to make it a surprise?”

		 

		Surprise.

		 

		The word made his stomach flop. Surprise, honey! Here’s a fresh dick for you to fuck! And his boner just would not stop trying to inflate. “She doesn’t know I’m meeting you. I mean we talked about it a little bit. You know how she is. I think she…no. I know she wants it. I can feel it.”

		 

		“Oh that is so sweet,” Jenny cooed. “I’m being a total bitch though. How are you feeling?” she asked, putting a hand on his knee.

		 

		“I’m…fine,” he grunted.

		 

		She rubbed his leg. “You are being such a man about this. And I mean that in the best way. This is such a man-up. And, like, don’t let anyone tell you anything different. This has nothing to do with, like, your masculinity or anything.”

		 

		He raised an eyebrow at that. Because what the fuck was that supposed to mean? “I’m not worried about it,” he muttered.

		 

		She gave him an encouraging nod. “That’s amazing,” she said. “Okay.” She pulled her giant phone out of her back pocket and tapped at the screen, her long, painted nails making annoying clacking sounds. “You want to see some pics?”

		 

		He frowned. “Pics? Of what?” he asked.

		 

		She looked off to the side like she was confused by the question. “Of, like, guys you might think would be a good fit?” She smiled and covered her lips with two fingers. “I didn’t mean like…”

		 

		“Okay, okay! I get what you meant,” he snapped. “Sorry. This is…not easy.”

		 

		She put a hand on his back and rubbed it. “We’re gonna’ do this. I’m gonna’ help you.”

		 

		He took a deep breath and sighed, then looked at her phone. “Just let me see them.”

		 

		Jenny shuffled closer to him on the bench and held her phone out for him. “So this is Conner. Have you ever met him?” she asked. She pointed her finger at the screen.

		 

		His heart sank. The stud grinning back at him was on the beach. Big, cheesy, American-pie grin. Sandy blonde, curly hair cut short. Thumbs up in front of his chiseled abs, pecs flexed. Yeah he’d met Conner. And the guy standing next to him. What was his name? Jake? J-something.

		 

		The thought of Conner’s hard body between Ashley’s plump thighs made a painful ache form at the root of Justin’s cock. He pressed his legs together to try to relieve it. “Yeah I’ve met Conner. At that thing at Pauline’s place. The pool party.”

		 

		“Oh, right! Of course. That’s his friend Jasper,” she said, pointing at the other guy. Brown hair combed to one side. Same muscular build and shit-eating grin. They’d beer-bonged and high-fived their way through that wretched evening at Pauline’s. “These your friends?” he asked.

		 

		Jenny nodded.

		 

		Justin sighed again.

		 

		“You want some more options?” she asked.

		 

		He shrugged. “Sure. Whatever. Hey…how do we…how is this going to work?”

		 

		Jenny was sitting up straight now and her eyes were sparkling.

		 

		He felt like he was talking to a wedding planner picking out table arrangements and centerpieces. Or an interior designer presenting him color palettes.

		 

		“We’ll get to that,” she said, patting his leg. She swiped through a few pictures then held the phone out again. “This is…Greg.”

		 

		Out of the corner of his eye he saw her eyes dart to his. He turned to look at the screen and felt like someone had tied a lead weight to his balls. His cock sproinged up between his thighs so bad he had to put an arm over it to hide it. A strange, gooey sensation started churning between his guts and his taint.

		 

		Greg was black.

		 

		And there was absolutely, totally nothing wrong with that. Justin had lots of black friends and they were all totally cool. Which made it extra strange at how the thought of Greg plying Ashley’s soft, pink folds sent a thrilling terror tearing through him.

		 

		He’d thought about this far too much the last few days. In his mind he’d tried to desensitize himself to the idea of another man with Ashley. That other man had always been white in his imagination. He’d never even considered the idea of someone of another race being the guy.

		 

		Which made him feel terrible. He had nothing against other races. He had nothing against interracial marriage. Not one bit. So why was the thought of Ashley with a black man so deeply titillating.

		 

		“I wasn’t sure if…what sort of range of options you were looking for,” Jenny offered diplomatically.

		 

		Making him feel like even more of a racist. Range of options? What color would you like your wife’s lover to be? These were people. He wasn’t choosing ice cream flavors. He groaned and pushed the phone away then immediately realized how that might be received. “I wasn’t…that wasn’t because…because of Greg. This whole thing just makes me a little…ill.” He despised how Jenny rubbed his back and arched her brow in sympathy.

		 

		She really seemed to be enjoying this. Why on earth had he thought this was going to be a good idea? Asking his wife’s friend to help pick out a lover? Was he an idiot?

		 

		He decided he wasn’t an idiot. Just temporarily intellectually incapacitated by his predicament. He collected himself, put his hands on his knees and turned to Jenny. “What do you think?” he asked.

		 

		This, too, seemed to delight her. “Well, were you thinking of letting her go solo? Or more of a couples thing?”

		 

		“Solo? Couples?” he asked, having absolutely not the slightest idea what she meant.

		 

		Jenny gave a patient, slightly condescending smile. Like she did this sort of thing all the time and was tiring of having to explain the same concepts over and over. “I mean do you want to be there when she does it?”

		 

		His jaw went slack and his eyes popped wide open. Because as far as he’d gone in his thinking about this he had, apparently, not gone far enough. “That’s…that’s, like, a possibility?” he whispered.

		 

		Suddenly everything started rearranging in his mind. A tilt-shift of the whole picture. Thinking that he could maybe, possibly, watch Ashley when she did this was very, very happy-scary. Almost like it would make it easier to bear or something. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Jenny’s smile widen.

		 

		“Well I guess that would be for, like, you guys to decide,” she said.

		 

		His mind wandered down a long and previously unexplored tunnel in his imagination. The walls were plastered with images of Ashley in some very compromised positions. And now he could see them. And somehow that didn’t feel so terribly bad at all.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		 

		“Hey!” Ashley said, smiling her sweet smile and skipping up to him with her phone in her hand.

		 

		He paused his video game and swiveled in his seat to smile back at her. “Hey!”

		 

		She tapped something out on her screen with her thumbs, her mouth twisted in that adorable way it did when she was concentrating.

		 

		It had been a few weeks since he’d met with Jenny. She’d said she would take care of setting something up if he talked to Ashley and they made some decisions.

		 

		But Ashley hadn’t mentioned the thing since. And somehow he’d let time slip through his fingers and had never gotten back to Jenny about it. And now that girl’s night was nearly a month behind them and Ashley seemed to have forgotten about the whole sordid affair he’d decided to let sleeping dogs lie.

		 

		“Okay. Sorry about that,” she said, pocketing the phone and taking a seat in his lap. “So I know this is kind of short notice. And I know you’re not super into parties. But Jenny just texted me.”

		 

		A worry formed in his gut. He did his best to keep smiling.

		 

		“She’s having a thing tonight at her place? Just a few people. You know the girls. Do you remember Conner and Jasper from that party last summer?”

		 

		The worry ballooned into a fat, heavy dread. He swallowed and his smile tightened. “Yeah? I think so?”

		 

		She arched her brow. “Can we go? Pretty please? We haven’t been out in a few weeks?”

		 

		His heart tremoloed in his chest for a second. “A party?” he asked. He glanced at his computer screen, mind racing trying to find an excuse for why they couldn’t attend. “I’d have to check my calendar? I might have a conference call or something,” he said.

		 

		“On a Friday night?” Ashley asked. “You’re already playing video games,” she said, glancing at the screen. She scrunched up her cute, button nose.

		 

		The excuse was preposterous. He had to somehow get a hold of Jenny. They couldn’t just show up there not knowing what they were walking into. She hadn’t really set this up without checking with him, had she? There were all kinds of details to iron out. And did they even still want this? Ashley hadn’t said anything about it in weeks. Maybe they could just bail on it and never mention it again?

		 

		“Can you, uh, give me a second? I just need to take care of something,” he said, gently pushing Ashley off his lap.

		 

		“Yeah sure. But can we go? I have to text her back and let her know. She’s out getting drinks.”

		 

		“Yeah. I mean yes I know. I’ll…as soon as I’m finished this I’ll let you know.”

		 

		She gave him a funny, puzzled look and scowled. “Okay,” she said, walking out of the room and seeming a little irritated.

		 

		He pulled his phone out of his pocket and shut the door. Immediately started tapping out a text to Jenny.

		 

		Jenny. Is this the thing? We didn’t agree on anything. I haven’t told Ashley anything. If it’s the thing I think we should not. Not tonight. She wants to go to the party. But tonight’s not the right night. I don’t think.

		 

		He paced back and forth staring at the screen of his phone, willing Jenny to respond. A message pinged through a moment later.

		 

		The thing? What thing LOL? Relax. Super casual. Just some drinks. Come! It’ll be fun!

		 

		Followed by a smiley face.

		 

		He was immediately reassured by her reply. And then felt like a total ass. Super casual was good. It was a strange coincidence that she’d invited Conner and the other guy. But obviously that’s all it was. Then he thought that of course that’s all it was and felt foolish for the text he’d sent.

		 

		Of course Jenny hadn’t sat around the last few weeks thinking about his big problem and scheming. She had a life. He hadn’t gotten in touch about the thing so she’d probably just forgotten all about it. Of course that made sense because it was the most sensible explanation.

		 

		He shook his head at how self-absorbed he’d been and opened the door to the room. “Babe? Put something nice on! We’re going to Jenny’s place!” he shouted.

		 

		***

		 

		Ashley had been giddy that he’d come around. She’d put on an adorable blue dress dotted with white polka dots and a pair of white-rimmed cat-eye sunglasses straight out of the fifties. She’d giggled and babbled the whole drive over and by the time they arrived at Jenny’s Justin felt like a complete fool for getting so worked up.

		 

		He parked the car and they held hands as they strolled up to the front door. It swung open just as he was about to ring the doorbell.

		 

		Jenny was hanging off of it, grinning. She was wearing a tight mini that displayed her coltish legs and a tube top with no bra underneath that tugged at Justin’s attention. “Hey party girl!” she said, flashing an almost lewd smile and winking at Ashley. “And boy,” she added, turning her head to one side and eyeing him. “Come in, come in,” she said, grabbing their hands and pulling them inside. She pressed a finger against her nostril and sniffed.

		 

		It was then Justin realized how dilated her pupils were. The house was dark, lit in an orange glow by a few table lamps covered with sheer scarves giving the space a college party vibe.

		 

		Justin turned to Ashley, a little weirded out by the scene. A bolt of adrenaline shot through him at the way she was smiling back at him. He’d never quite understood what people meant when they described a knowing smile. Ashley’s expression made it crystal clear.

		 

		She was in on something and now she wanted him to know it. Her smile was doing a marvelous job of conveying that.

		 

		His heart accelerated in his chest and his eyes darted to the entrance to the living room. The sounds of soft conversation and smooth jazz drifted through it.

		 

		“Why don’t I give you two a moment,” Jenny said after they’d been standing there a minute. “I need to use the bathroom anyways.” She walked off like she was late for an appointment and slammed the door behind her.

		 

		Justin turned to Ashley and felt the color drain from his face when she took both his hands in hers. “What’s…what’s going on?” he asked with an awkward chuckle.

		 

		Ashley bit the corner of her mouth and gazed up into his eyes. “Jenny told me that you met her in the park,” she said.

		 

		He immediately began to feel light-headed. The room wobbled around him as the realization dawned that he’d been set up. “She did?” he whispered.

		 

		“She did,” Ashley confirmed, nodding.

		 

		You don’t have to do this. We don’t have to do this. We can still back out, sweetie.

		 

		All of that raced through his mind and none of it would move through his mouth.

		 

		“That was so sweet of you,” she went on.

		 

		“It…it was?” he asked.

		 

		“It was,” she replied, nodding again. “You’re always looking out for me. You’ve always got my back,” she said quietly. “It’s like all I have to do is say a thing and you make it real.”

		 

		A very cold feeling swept down his back and made him shiver.

		 

		“Jenny told me how nervous you were talking to her. She said you were probably too freaked out to bring it up with me. She’s such a great friend.”

		 

		The cold feeling swept up the other way and his stomach twisted. He hadn’t been set up at all. He’d set this up himself. Jenny had taken a hint he hadn’t meant to give and gone ahead and done the leg work for him. His palms started to sweat in Ashley’s hands. “You…you really want this?” he stammered.

		 

		“Honestly? I kind of thought I was over it after that talk we had. But then you went and did this and when Jenny told me about it…it was like you sweeping me off my feet all over again. I want to do it because I love you so much. It means so much to me that you took this to heart. I felt heard, Justin. I know I can count on you to listen. You’re such a sweet man.”

		 

		There were so many layers of sickly sweetness to what she was saying he couldn’t peel them apart fast enough. Added to that was the feeling that he’d ripped his own dick off and fucked himself in the ass with it and you had a perfect recipe for the vague nausea that was swimming inside him. “You know you don’t have to. Don’t just do it for me,” he said, shaking his head and clinging to the last pathetic pretext he might have to opt out of his coming humiliation.

		 

		Jenny wasn’t really going to make him face this with her and Pauline and Clara looking on. Was she? Ashley would never go for that. Not in a million years. She’d die of embarrassment before that happened.

		 

		“I’m not just doing it for you,” Ashley explained, turning her eyes to the ground. She stared at the cute leather sandals she was wearing and wiggled her toes before looking up at him again. “I’m doing it for us.”

		 

		Never had his beautiful woman’s words felt so much like a scalding knife sinking slowly into his heart and twisting. They nearly brought him to his knees. Sweet Ashley all dolled up and smiling. Rosy-cheeked and ready to take whatever it was Jenny had dished up for her in that living room.

		 

		Jenny’s hands smacked down on his shoulders and made him jump. “You two lovebirds all done with the smushy talk?” she asked, cackling.

		 

		Ashley’s smile turned shy and the color in her cheeks brightened. She turned her head and looked towards the entrance to the living room, her chest heaving with a heavy breath. She turned back to look at Jenny, looming over Justin’s shoulder, and nodded. The soft soles of her sandals swished along the floor as she walked away from her husband.

		 

		“Thought you probably needed a little hand when I didn’t hear from you,” Jenny whispered in his ear. “Come on, big guy. Let’s go see sweet Jenny get nailed by two hot studs.”

		

	
		Chapter Six

		 

		Two hot studs.

		 

		That shook him right out of his torpor. He spun around to face Jenny, mouth agape. “Wait. What?”

		 

		She was fiddling with her fingers in front of her lap. She turned her head, pressed a finger against her nose and sniffed again. Then she turned to him, grinning. “Oh didn’t she tell you?”

		 

		“Tell me what?” he grunted, his throat closing up.

		 

		“Jenny’s got a dirtier imagination than anyone could have imagined,” she said, throwing a hand up in the air and laughing. “She didn’t know what DP was a few weeks ago. Now she’s probably in there slobbering for it.” She cackled again.

		 

		Justin turned and trudged, zombie-like, to the arch that led to the living room. He saw Ashley standing behind the couch, hips swinging side to side making her dress sashay around her calves. Her purse was dangling from her hands in front of her lap.

		 

		Conner and Jasper were on the couch, Clara on one side and Pauline on the other, smiling and giggling at their banter. When they saw Ashley standing there Conner sat up straighter on the couch and flashed a toothy smile. “Hey gorgeous,” he said.

		 

		Ashley smiled back at him then tucked her chin to her chest, obviously embarrassed by his overture.

		 

		A sudden impulse gripped Justin. A flash of hot adrenaline soaking through him to step in and intervene. Protect his woman. Protect what was his. The intent had just formed in his mind to do just that when he felt Jenny’s bony fingers on his shoulder and her long nails digging into his flesh through his shirt.

		 

		“Oh no you don’t, cowboy. You’re gonna’ be the big man tonight.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “You’re gonna’ watch sweet Jenny take it and you’re gonna’ take it sitting down. She’s doing this for you, remember?”

		 

		Justin turned and looked over his shoulder at Jenny. She was wearing the most wicked grin. One which made clear that she hadn’t been totally innocent in all this. Justin might have set this up. She’d taken it upon herself to knock it out of the park. He would have been angry if his cock hadn’t already become a supremely frustrating distraction.

		 

		“Don’t look at me like that,” Jenny said. “It was your idea, bro. I’m just follow-through. Now go over there and say hi. Then sit down like a good boy. You’re fooling exactly nobody with that hard-on so don’t even try to pretend you’re not going to like it.” She patted him on the back as she glanced at his crotch.

		 

		He followed her gaze and his eyes came to rest on the hard lump in his jeans that looked like it was trying to make a run for it. He may not have liked it but Jenny’s logic was solid. And for the first time since all of this had reared it’s ugly head he had to admit there was something that he liked about it. Something that aroused him.

		 

		He tried to put a spring in his step as he crossed the room, hand outstretched to say hi to the guys. “Hey. I’m Justin. We met back at the…”

		 

		“Pool party, yeah, yeah,” Conner said, swinging a heavy paw through the air and connecting with Justin’s with a loud clap. “So you’re the leading man tonight,” he said, jaw jutting out, big dick grin on his face as he pumped Justin’s hand.

		 

		The girls giggled at this.

		 

		Ashley blushed.

		 

		Jasper jumped up off the couch and slapped Conner’s ass.

		 

		Conner jumped. “Hee-haw!” he brayed. Dropping Justin’s hand he brought his up over his head.

		 

		Jasper, hand till on Conner’s ass, launched his other hand into the air where they connected in a high-five smack. He reached out and shook Justin’s hand, grinning just like Conner. “Good to see ya’ again,” he said. The top button of his white shirt was undone, a thin gold chain glimmering underneath.

		 

		Justin’s stomach sank. What the hell had he been thinking? What had Jenny been thinking? Of all the guys she could have suggested for Ashley’s “first time” she’d chosen these two boorish clowns? Frat boys who’d never grown up? Really?

		 

		They were so not Ashley’s type. Ashley needed someone sensitive. She needed someone who would guide her through this. A tender soul that would be attuned to her delicate sensitivities.

		 

		She did not need Twiddle-dee and Twiddle-dum from Fitness Plus.

		 

		He felt those bony fingers on his shoulder again. Jenny pulling him away from the group. Away from the center of the room and to the large couch standing up against the wall. She pulled him down onto it and sat down next to him, tucking her feet under her thighs.

		 

		Jasper and Conner had taken up position on both sides of Ashley. Looking down at her and whispering things to her. Conner touching her arms and Jasper lifting her eyes to his with a finger under her chin.

		 

		“This isn’t right,” Justin said quietly, shaking his head. He didn’t want Ashley to hear. “Why did you choose these guys?”

		 

		“You chose these guys. You weren’t into Greg because he was black.”

		 

		His face heated. “I never said that!” he hissed.

		 

		Jenny shrugged. “So we’ll do Greg next time.”

		 

		“Next…what? There’s no next time, Jenny,” he said, anger flaring through him.

		 

		Jenny chuckled. “Oh. Yeah. Right.”

		 

		“Seriously. These are not the right guys for Ashley. She needs some that’s…more in touch with…I don’t know,” he said. Saying it out loud sounded a little…weak, or something.

		 

		“So Conner’s an eight. And Jasper’s a nine.”

		 

		“Eight? Nine? What? What do those numbers mean?” He looked over to the other couch.

		 

		Clara and Pauline were getting up, looking a little miffed at being scorned now that Ashley had entered the picture. They walked across the room and sat down next to Jenny.

		 

		“Wait you’re not all…we’re not all gonna’ just sit here watching? Are we?”

		 

		Clara gave him a funny look. Then she looked at Jenny and narrowed her eyes. “You bitch. You didn’t tell him?”

		 

		Jenny cackled.

		 

		“Tell me what?” Justin snapped.

		 

		“We thought Ashley would be less weirded out if it was just you and Jenny here.”

		 

		“Why are any of you here?!?” he hissed, loudly enough that he drew Ashley’s attention.

		 

		Her smile faded, a look of concern replacing it.

		 

		He blushed, waved his hands and mouthed the words “it’s okay.” Even though none of it was. “Why are any of you here?” he repeated in a whisper.

		 

		“I’m here so that you don’t freak out like you almost did. They’re here,” Jenny said, jerking a thumb at Clara and Pauline, “so that Ash doesn’t freak out that it’s just you and me. Okay? So get over it and enjoy the show.”

		 

		Not that that made any sense. But now Conner and Jasper were putting the moves on hotter and heavier and Justin’s attention was consumed by the way Ashley looked between them.

		 

		Jasper took her purse from her and tossed it on the coffee table. Conner came up behind her and put his hands on her arms and drew them down her soft skin. Together they pulled her down onto the couch between them and started whispering.

		 

		Ashley’s cheeks heated red hot as she sat there listening. Every so often she’d nod. She touched her fingers to her cheek and her cleavage heaved at something they said.

		 

		Justin quickly slipped into the coziest, most excruciatingly arousing space he’d ever found inside his mind. Everything around Ashley seemed to blur. Even Conner and Jasper. They were just like big, talking blow up dolls with Ashley perfectly focused and framed between their hard bodies.

		 

		The girls were whispering something next to him but he couldn’t even hear that. His senses seemed to sharpen but only to what Ashley was doing. When Conner’s hand fell to her thigh it jolted Justin hard. His cock jumped between his legs. He heard the girls giggling beside him but didn’t care. His sole focus was Ashley.

		 

		His cock strained when Conner dragged his hand up into Ashley’s lap. He gripped the armrest of the couch as he watched her skirt hike up, revealing her alabaster thigh. His heart was beating hard but it wasn’t an uncomfortable sensation.

		 

		Jasper stood up suddenly. Undid the buttons of his shirt and let it fall to the floor.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes went wide as they wandered along his impressive torso. They paused at his powerful pecs and the ridges of his abs, then fell to the distinct “V” of muscle that plunged into his pants. The guy was shredded.

		 

		A thought jolted through Justin. One that had been floating around in his mind but ignored by the bizarre situation they found themselves in. The memory of Jenny mentioning DP that he’d never asked about. The fact that there were two men there to fuck his wife and not just one.

		 

		His hand shot to Jenny’s thigh. He turned and stared at her with terror in his eyes. “DP,” he said quietly.

		 

		“That’s right,” she said, nodding.

		 

		He shook his head. “Ashley doesn’t…she doesn’t do butt stuff.”

		 

		Both Clara and Pauline clapped their hands over their mouths to keep from bursting out laughing. Jenny scowled and shushed them, clucking like a den mother.

		 

		Suddenly the contours of girl’s night social hierarchy became starkly apparent to Justin. Jenny was the alpha. If women even had that. He wasn’t sure what Pauline and Clara were. But he was certain Ashley was at the bottom. Their sweet, cute friend-toy they kept around to amuse them. Jenny had orchestrated all of this. Jenny was in charge.

		 

		Jenny turned to him, still scowling. “She’s not going into this blind, Einstein,” Jenny whispered. “She knows what she wants. She told me as much and I made it happen.”

		 

		Again his jaw dropped as he turned to look at Ashley. A hot wave of angst and wonder swished through him.

		 

		Conner was down on his knees in front of her. He’d removed her sandals and was kissing her feet. Slipping one toe after another into his mouth and sucking on it.

		 

		Ashley was staring intently at him with Jasper still looming over her.

		 

		“She wanted this?” he whispered.

		 

		“She wanted this,” Jenny whispered back at him.

		 

		Now Conner was standing up. Pulling Ashley up off the couch to stand between them. He reached down and undid the three buttons of her dress then reached lower and pulled it up.

		 

		She willingly put her hands up. Letting them drag the dress up over her head and off. Her hands fell to her sides and she stood there her pale flesh nearly the color of her frumpy underwear and well-worn bra. She giggled and pressed her hand to her forehead when Jasper reached back and undid the clasp. Her shoulders hunched when he pulled it off and down her arms.

		 

		Justin gasped. Her beautiful round breasts, normally as pale as the rest of her, were a shade more pink than her face. The tiny nipples were red and stiff. When Jasper pulled the elastic of her underwear down her legs the delicious pungence of her pussy drifted across the room, filling Justin’s nostrils and driving him deeper into the couch.

		 

		“My girl is soaked,” Jenny whispered next to him. Pauline and Clara chuckled.

		 

		There were hands all over her now. Hands running down her stomach. Hands covering her breasts. Fingers pulling gently at her nipples. Tipping her chin up. A mouth locking onto her lips, another onto her nipple. The jaws moving as tongues licked and fondled her most sensitive parts.

		 

		Hands diving lower. To the dense, dark shadow of her pubic thatch. Running through it and slipping between her thighs. Emerging oily and glistening in the dim light.

		 

		Justin had never witnessed anything so powerfully erotic. His cock was absolutely rigid in his jeans and yet he didn’t give one flying fuck who saw it. Ashley looked more beautiful than he’d ever seen her. The light on her skin. The strange hands roaming her curves and swells. Dipping into all her unspeakable places.

		 

		If angels could be porn stars Ashley would be the queen of the angels.

		 

		It sounded poetic in his mind but he was glad he hadn’t said it out loud.

		 

		Now Jasper was undoing his belt. Letting it flap loose and pulling his pants down without even undoing the button or zipper. As his tight, white boxer briefs were revealed Justin instantly understood what Jenny had meant by the numbers eight and nine. The outline of a semi-erect cock loomed beneath the fabric. It hardened as he pulled Jenny down onto the couch next to him. He took her by the wrist and laid her pretty palm down on the shape.

		 

		Her jaw went slack. She stared at the coiled cannon. Admired it and moved her hand back and forth along it’s curve.

		 

		Conner skipped over to the end of the couch and picked up a small squeeze bottle. He dropped his jeans revealing an almost equally prodigious basting muscle.

		 

		Ashley looked so small and shy between them. But she seemed to have forgotten that she was in a room with her husband and three friends all watching. All of her attention moving between one hardening organ and the other.

		 

		Justin thought he might just burst into flames from how hot he was.

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		 

		Somehow the two men coaxed Ashley up onto her side between them. Ass pointing towards Jasper and her breasts pressed against Conner’s arm.

		 

		“Come on. You do it,” Jasper teased, bringing her hand to her right rear cheek.

		 

		“No I can’t!” she squeaked, giggling and turning an even brighter shade of red.

		 

		Jasper got that look in his eye men get when a woman says she can’t do something they’ve asked. Determination laced thoroughly through with dominance. “Yeah you can,” he said, his smile fading. “Bring it here.” He put her hand on her ass cheek. “That’s good. Now spread it open. Spread yourself open for me.”

		 

		Justin trembled at the words. The scene felt magical in ways he could barely describe. His holy angel, sweet Ashley pulling the cheek of her ass apart and revealing her tiny, puckered ass hole for Jasper to inspect.

		 

		“That’s so pretty,” he said quietly. He leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. His tongue plunged into her mouth.

		 

		Shockingly, her reaction to this was to pry herself even wider apart.

		 

		Conner popped the cap on the squeeze bottle. He squirted out a palm full of a clear substance and squirted some over his pointer finger. Rubbing it in he pressed the tip of his finger against her back hole and nudged it in half way to the first knuckle.

		 

		Ashley gasped and pulled away from the hot kiss with Jasper. “Oh careful!” she said, breathy and sweet. “I never did it in there.” Her eyes moved from one man to the other.

		 

		They both smiled at her. “We got you. You’re alright. We’re gonna’ take good care of you,” Jasper said. He leaned in and kissed her again.

		 

		Conner twisted his finger and worked it in a little deeper.

		 

		Ashley squirmed and sighed between them. Then the tension left her body and she moaned as Conner twisted his finger all the way into her ass.

		 

		Jasper pulled away from the kiss and exchanged a glance with Conner. He hiked his hips up and pulled his underwear off in one swift motion before coming to rest on the couch again.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes darted to his cock and went wide. It was thick as her forearm and uncut. She stared at wrinkled skin covering the cap.

		 

		“Go on. Touch it,” Jasper said.

		 

		She reached out and this time looked confident. Excited, even. She pulled on the skin and the turtle shaped head bloomed out from under the foreskin. She stroked it a few times then, as if remembering where she was, her eyes darted to Justin’s.

		 

		Never does the heart soar so high as when a wife’s loving gaze meets her husband’s eyes with another man’s flesh in her hand. Justin’s was no exception. It soared so high it felt like it might fly out the top of his rib cage. Seeing sweet Ashley being so incredibly naughty filled him with a raw and scalding jealousy, joy, excitement and arousal all at once.

		 

		“Told you you were going to like it,” Jenny muttered next to him.

		 

		What an understatement that was. He loved this. Even with his whole body roaring to get his wife back he wanted to watch this go on forever. Time seemed to race and stand still and now there was only arousal. Hot, erotic arousal at watching this angel fall.

		 

		“I don’t want to suck it,” Ashley said, her eyes falling to the cock again.

		 

		Justin couldn’t help but think that the look they’d just shared had something to do with that. That Ashley had found a line she could not cross in front of her husband. And now he knew there would be a next time. And a next time. And a next time after that. Jenny had been right. About everything. She must have known he needed this as much as Ashley did and now he felt a profound gratefulness to her for orchestrating his wife’s debauchery.

		 

		“You don’t have to suck it sweetheart,” Jasper whispered, kissing her on the forehead. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want.”

		 

		Justin felt a pang of guilt for misjudging both Jasper and Conner. He could see Jenny had been right about them, as well. They were exactly what Ashley needed. Eight and nine were the magic numbers that would stretch his angels holes and send her to heaven.

		 

		“She’s good and lubed,” Conner said quietly.

		 

		“Alright,” Jasper replied. “Come on angel. Up you go.”

		 

		Justin shuddered at hearing Jasper call her that.

		 

		Ashley took one final glance at his now hard cock and rolled her lovely, plump ass onto his lap.

		 

		“Better stand up first. Like that,” Jasper said, guiding her to stand in front of him with her feet spread wide apart. He put his hands on her hips and guided her lower until the tip of his cock head connected with her ass. “You’re the boss. You go as slow or as fast as you want,” he said. He pulled her gently down onto him.

		 

		Ashley gasped and her mouth opened as she took the tip inside her. She furrowed her brow and narrowed her eyes, getting adjusted to the feeling of an entrance in her exit door.

		 

		Jasper took her by the arms and pulled them behind her back. This thrust her breasts out. Conner got onto his knees and started licking her chest with his tongue. Head rolling from one tit to the other. Slurping her nipples into his mouth and suckling. Lubricating her and conditioning her to enjoy the feeling of her ass being penetrated.

		 

		She sucked in a quick breath as she sank into a lower squat, taking more of Jasper into her tight ass.

		 

		Conner looked up at her and grinned. He craned his neck and kissed her, then gazed into her eyes. “You like it?” he asked.

		 

		She nodded. “I like it. I really like it.”

		 

		The words ignited a choir of shrieking sopranos and bellowing basses in Justin’s mind. Your girl likes it in the ass! the chorus sang. His chest felt like it might burst. With pride and love and overpowering lust.

		 

		Ashley drew in a breath. Held it for a moment. Then she relaxed her thighs and sank onto Jasper’s lap, his cock tunneling fully into her ass. Her eyelids fluttered. She ran her hands through Conner’s hair, who was licking her breasts again.

		 

		“Alright angel. Time to get plugged,” Jasper whispered behind her. He put his powerful hands on her thighs and pulled her legs back. Exposing her glistening gash to the room. The flesh wet and engorged, the hole the diameter it normally was after Justin had sex with her.

		 

		He stared into that hot hole. Into that beautiful cleave of meat that held so much promise of pleasure and potential for their future. It jolted him and he shook in his seat, his head cranking sideways to stare wide-eyed at Jenny. “She’s not…” he gasped.

		 

		“Relax,” Jenny whispered. “Relax. It’s all taken care off.” She rubbed her hand on his arm. “It’s all taken care of. Just enjoy the moment. There’s nothing to worry about.”

		 

		Given what a masterful job she’d done of masterminding this event he was inclined to trust her. But he let himself dance with that devil in his mind. Ashley’s unprotected womb about to be invaded by an army of infiltrators. The sperm of a stranger swimming inside her, their sole purpose being locking. Her. Down.

		 

		It added a trill of heightened excitement to the choir.

		 

		He turned to look at Ashley again. Conner was stroking his erection in front of her. Her hole gaping open, her ass plugged with Jasper’s thick cock. Her eyes wide and her mouth round she turned her head and looked at Justin.

		 

		Conner sank to his knees on the couch.

		 

		Jasper lifted her off his lap with incredible ease and set her back down. Started doing curls with his biceps and fucking her ass like that.

		 

		Conner at her orifice. The torpedo head of his cut cock pressing against her soft lips. Working into her. Gliding in smoothly from how wet she was. “Fuck so tight.”

		 

		“So fucking tight,” Jasper echoed behind her.

		 

		Conner’s shaft gliding in. Going deep. His balls settling just above Jasper’s on Ashley’s taint. Folding over her, his muscular back flexing as he put his head over her shoulder the other side from Jasper’s. His body taking the pose of a discuss thrower as he leaned his weight into her, muscles tensed, hips thrusting.

		 

		The cocks moved in an out. Alternating pistons of flesh burrowing into her channels.

		 

		Ashley with that deer-in-the-headlights look in her eyes staring at Justin, her toes pointed at him.

		 

		Talk about getting swept off your feet all over again, he thought.

		 

		His cock throbbed with each hard beat of his heart. He put a hand in his lap and stared at that vision. Ashley DP’ed by two strong cocks. Something he thought he’d never see. Something it seemed like now he would never get enough of.

		 

		“Take your cock out.”

		 

		He turned and blinked, remembering it was Jenny sitting next to him. Giving him a slightly begrudging stare as the girls tittered behind her. “W-what?” he stammered.

		 

		“I said take your cock out. She said it was alright. Just this once. For her first time.” She nodded in Ashley’s general direction.

		 

		“Are you…are you serious?” He worried he was somehow being played because of the girls laughter.

		 

		“I’m not gonna’ beg you for it, Justin. Now if you want some relief take it out.”

		 

		His hands started fumbling with his pants even before his eyes moved to his lap. He let out a shuddering breath of disbelief as he pulled out his cock. Suddenly remembering his paltry six inches were nothing compared to the powerful fuck rods pummeling his beautiful wife. He got a sinking feeling as he looked at Jenny out of the corner of his eye.

		 

		She shrugged. “It’s alright.”

		 

		Vaguely reassuring. He saw Pauline and Clara staring at it, still giggling.

		 

		Jenny wrapped her bony fingers around it, the sharp, manicured nails scratching at the sensitive skin. She started stroking slowly up and down. Glancing at him. Measuring his reaction. Glancing at the guys and Ashley to gauge her timing.

		 

		The pressure started to build furiously in his balls from her touch. When he coughed and gasped she stopped and pulled her hand off.

		 

		He looked at Ashley. Her lips were trembling, her toes curling down towards the floor. An orgasm tore through her and her whole body shook. She shrieked and the girls giggled on the couch next to Justin.

		 

		Jasper and Conner just kept up the steady grind. Like good workers doing their jobs. The maintenance men of Ashley’s desires. In and out of her greased up ass and oily vagina, thrusting cocks in perfect rhythm. Conner found her nipple with his hand and pinched it. Jasper reached around and touched her clit with his finger.

		 

		She erupted into another climax. Legs flying in the air as she wailed and sobbed about how good it all felt.

		 

		Jasper grunted something behind. Conner nodded.

		 

		“Alright it’s time,” Jenny whispered. Those bony fingers went around his cock and she started stroking hard and fast. “Look at her. Look at how beautiful she is.”

		 

		He did. He looked right into his beautiful wife’s eyes. Mascara and tears streaking down her cheeks as Jasper and Conner ground yet another orgasm out of her.

		 

		Conner’s body seized first. He drove in balls deep. The root of his prick swelling and pumping. Pushing seed through shaft and filling her tight receptacle with a mass of white spunk.

		 

		Jasper’s hips bucked up. His cock did the same. Balls rising up and tightening. The muscle relaxing, then spasming as he blew his load into her ass.

		 

		Justin’s orgasm cracked over him like the first blast of hot water in the shower. A burst of pleasure shot up from his cock. A plume of white ejaculate erupted from the head. Splattering across Jenny’s arm and all across his pants. The girls didn’t laugh this time. They gasped.

		 

		Even Justin was shocked. He’d never had an emission like that in his life. And it kept coming. Arc after arc of hot, white seed falling helplessly, hopelessly all across his lap. His eyes darting from Jenny’s stroking hand to the sight of his wife, now leaking seminal fluid from both orifices. Her eyes wide, body still impaled on the hard cocks as she watched her husband climax from watching her get fucked.

		 

		The peak was stunning. The crash back to earth spectacular. Justin thought he heard a sucking sound as the pleasure left his body. He was suddenly acutely aware of his surroundings. Of the women at his side. Of his wife defiled. Of the one man easing himself out of her. Then the other helping her to stand, his half-hard hose falling out of her ass. His gentle words of reassurance as she clasped her hands under herself and apologized for dripping all over him.

		 

		Then Jenny was quickly shooing everyone out. Pushing Pauline and Clara out the door. Pressing a finger against her nose and sniffing. Smiling at Jasper and Conner and thanking them. Patting them on the back on their way out the door. She ducked into the living room carrying a towel and placed it on the couch. Put her hands on Ashley’s shoulders and sat her down. “Stay,” she said, one finger raised. “He needs you now.”

		 

		Ashley nodded.

		 

		Jenny disappeared. Turned the lights out in the hall and was gone.

		 

		Justin turned to Ashley and his heart melted with love.

		 

		She looked at him with those sweet, innocent eyes. Pressed a finger to her lips and bit down on it, then sank back against the couch. Her legs fell apart giving him a full view of the cum running out from both her holes.

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		 

		He stood up slowly on shaky legs. Got a funny feeling in his crotch and looked down to find his cock still hanging out of his pants. He blushed with embarrassment and started trying to stuff it back inside but his hands were trembling, too.

		 

		“Wait,” Ash said quietly. “Don’t put that away.” She giggled when he looked up at her.

		 

		He snorted out a laugh, the world spinning so fast around him he barely made it to the couch without falling over.

		 

		She watched him like a hawk as he sank down onto his knees in front of her. His eyes were glued to her used sex and ass. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Foreign sperm leaking from her still-gaping openings. It was disgusting and it was magical. His cock began to harden again as he studied each fold, each crease and crevice of her body covered in the still warm slime. When he finally looked up into her eyes she graced him with an angelic smile.

		 

		“Ashley,” he whispered, her name now sounding like a sacred incantation. “Ashley baby oh my god…”

		 

		There was curiosity and wonder in her eyes. She studied his expression. Seemed to delight in each twitch of his facial muscles and the intensity of his male gaze. “Did you like it?” she asked quietly. She reached out a hand and caressed his jawline with the tips of his fingers.

		 

		He turned and kissed her palm. It reeked of the acrid stench of male seed but he didn’t care. Everything about her was beautiful to him in that moment. “I don’t know why?” he replied.

		 

		“It doesn’t matter,” she said, shaking her head. “Jenny said you’d like it.”

		 

		His cock was hard. But he didn’t know if that’s what Ashley wanted right then even though he craved her desperately.

		 

		She looked down at it and giggled. “Why don’t you take your clothes off?”

		 

		He tugged his shirt off over his head and pushed his pants and underwear down over his ass. Sat down on the ground and pulled and kicked them off along with his socks. Staring at her leaking cunt made his cock throb.

		 

		“You can get closer if you want,” she whispered.

		 

		He didn’t know why but he did want. He put his hands on her thighs and slid them up, staring at her pretty pussy, so messy now, and marveling at how aroused it made him seeing all that cum oozing from it. He looked up at her. Her beautiful breasts were still covered in drying saliva from Conner sucking on them. “Can I touch it?” he asked.

		 

		She blushed and giggled again. “If you want,” she said.

		 

		He parted her lips with two fingers and pressed a third inside. Groaned at the hot, sticky mess inside and the way it ran down onto his palm. His cock went rock hard between his legs and he lost all self-control. Scrambled up onto the couch his hips bucking forward as he tried to drive himself inside her.

		 

		Ashley rolled sideways and lay down length-wise on the couch. She spread her legs out for him and rubbed the insides of her thighs. “Now you can have me back,” she whispered.

		 

		He lay down on top of her and pressed his cock into her cunt. Cum squished out and ran down onto his balls. He groaned and held himself as deep as he could get, savoring the feeling of the inside of his wife. He opened his eyes and looked down at her.

		 

		She was still watching him with that same curiosity. A slight smile curling the ends of her mouth.

		 

		“Baby,” he whispered. “What about…what about the…I mean did you go back on the pill?” he asked.

		 

		She bit her lip and oh so slowly shook her head side to side.

		 

		His eyes widened. “Are you…is there anything in there? Any p–protection?” he asked, his voice trembling.

		 

		She reached up and slowly wrapped a hand around the back of his neck. Drew him down to whisper in his ear. “I’m bare, baby,” she whispered back.

		 

		The words sent a tremor rumbling down his back. Beautiful, innocent Ashley taking two guys bareback in a DP and letting them cream inside her? His body erupted into a vicious fuck. Pelvis slamming against Ashley’s thighs as he desperately pounded his cock in and out of her stretched vagina. His eyes darting from hers to where he was entering her and back again. His mind reeling at the possibility that Ashley had just taken a load of another man’s seed with no barrier, no protection.

		 

		She moaned and wrapped both hands around his neck. Tucked her feet behind his thighs and kicked at them with her ankles driving him to fuck her faster.

		 

		Fresh off the climax Jenny had given him he felt like he had superhero stamina. His cock was desensitized and Ashley’s used cunt stretched out. Pride burst through him as she moaned and he felt her clench and spasm on his muscle. He kept driving. Piling into her and pulling out. Marveling at the fresh blush on her cheeks and chest.

		 

		She furrowed her brow and squeezed her eyes shut. “Oh baby,” she mewled. “I’m so sore. They made my pussy so sore.”

		 

		That only turbocharged his desire. His hips started rocking even faster, jack-hammering his prick into her sodden snatch, flecks of Conner’s cum flying out and splattering across both of their thighs.

		 

		He looked down at his beautiful, dirty, disgusting wife he loved even more now. Palmed her breast and squeezed it and felt her pussy squeeze him back.

		 

		Her mouth fell open and her eyes went wide. “Again?” she gasped before her body started shaking and she started coming.

		 

		Two orgasms in under five minutes felt like a solid evenings work. He let go and felt pleasure wash over him as his cock started pulsing inside her. Hot shots of cum barreling through his shaft and splashing into her cunt. Mingling with what was already there. Racing up into her tighter spots as it tried to overtake the intruders Conner had unleashed inside her.

		 

		They shook through their orgasm together, Ashley clinging to him with her arms and legs. Justin doubled over her and moaning into her neck as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over them. He slowed as it started to ebb. His cock was hot and covered in slime. Sharp bursts of heat kept flicking at the base of his brain until, finally, he was completely spent and collapsed onto her panting.

		 

		She ran her hands slowly up and down his back. The loving caresses of a wife turned lover returning to her husband.

		 

		He’d never felt such a satisfying afterglow. Being with her after seeing her with another man was the most spiritually fulfilling experience of his life. Only after he was completely soft did he pull his cock out of her and roll sideways, wedging himself between her and the back of the couch.

		 

		She reached down and touched his cock, then feathered his balls with the tips of her fingers, making him groan. “You really, really like it,” she whispered, gazing into his eyes like she couldn’t believe it herself.

		 

		“I don’t know why,” he repeated. But he couldn’t hide from the fact that what he’d seen had driven him wild. And there was no hiding it from Ashley, either. A jolt of adrenaline laced panic shot through him. “You’re not really bare are you?” he asked her, a hint of desperation in his voice.

		 

		Something wild and exciting flickered in her eyes. “I’m not telling,” she replied.

		 

		“What? Why?!?” he pleaded.

		 

		She smiled. “Because that was way too hot.”

		 

		More pleasure shuddered through him. He gazed into her eyes. Ashley may have gone off the deep end getting a DP but there was no way she was that irresponsible. She’d never take a risk like that. But she was right. Pretending she might had set a sexual fire blazing inside him. “Did you like it?” he asked.

		 

		Ashley smiled a little wider and blushed. She nodded a few times, craned her neck and kissed him on the lips. “I really liked their big cocks inside me,” she whispered.

		 

		He groaned, the pain of hearing it causing the muscles in his stomach to clench. Strangely, Ashley didn’t say or do anything to comfort him. Just stared into his eyes and seemed almost pleased with his reaction. Even that excited him. “Did I feel different after?” he asked. Now he was hungry for any scrap of information about what was running through her mind.

		 

		“Yeah,” she admitted. “A lot different.”

		 

		He groaned again. The thought of something changing inside of Ashley because of those two guys was almost too much to stomach. Somehow it put the heat back in him, though. Like he needed to know things were still the same between them, despite what had happened. “Was it worse with me?” he asked, unable to keep the needy, pleading note out of his voice.

		 

		She shrugged. “Just different,” she replied.

		 

		“Oh Ashley, oh god, please say we’re still okay? Everything’s still the same, right?” he begged.

		 

		She caressed his cheek and smiled. “Everything’s fine,” she reassured him.

		 

		He needed proof. Evidence, more than just a couple of words. Something physical. Tangible. He reached between her legs and started gently rubbing her clit. Kissing her on the cheek and neck, hoping to find some way to know for sure that she was telling him the truth.

		 

		She said nothing. Just spread her legs and pulled him by the ass onto herself again.

		 

		He squeezed his cock back into her.

		 

		She sighed and closed her eyes. Put her hands on his ass and pulled him deeper, urging him to give her yet another fuck.

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		 

		Jenny was sitting on the bench chewing gum and blowing bubbles. Flipping through her phone. She turned and looked at him when he sat down. Flashed a wide smile and ran her long, green nails along his thigh. “You’re welcome,” she said, then turned the phone off and pocketed it.

		 

		He glanced at her and chuckled. “Right,” he said. “I guess I should be thanking you for setting that up.”

		 

		“Don’t forget the hand job.” She leaned sideways and nudged his shoulder with her own.

		 

		He blushed and turned away, chuckling again at the strange camaraderie they now shared. “You’re embarrassing me,” he muttered.

		 

		“Everything alright?” Jenny asked. “You seem a little glum for someone who just went on the ride of their life.”

		 

		He sighed. It had been a week since the thing had happened and, like it or not, things between him and Ashley had changed. Not for the worse. Not at all. But it was confusing and she was being mysterious and all Justin wanted were some answers.

		 

		He looked out over the water and laced his hands together. “How did you know?” he asked.

		 

		“About Ashley?” she asked.

		 

		“About me,” he replied.

		 

		“Um…you came to me and asked me to help your wife sleep with another man, remember?”

		 

		He laughed at how absurd that sounded. “No I know that. I meant how did you know that I would like it?”

		 

		“Oh. That. I don’t know. I guess I wasn’t sure. Seemed like you could go either way on it. Thought maybe you just needed a little nudge.”

		 

		“That was some nudge,” he said, shaking his head.

		 

		“You having a post sexual adventure hangover?” she asked.

		 

		“No,” he replied. “Maybe. I don’t know. Things seem…” He trailed off, not really wanting to lay it all out for her right away. Feelings were hard.

		 

		“Is Ash alright? I haven’t heard from her,” Jenny asked.

		 

		“She’s fine, I guess,” he replied.

		 

		“You guess?” she asked.

		 

		“I don’t know. She’s different somehow.” His smile faded and he stared out far over the open water of the lake.

		 

		“Yeah. That’ll happen.”

		 

		He turned and scowled at her. Slightly irritated by her response and a little disturbed. “You knew that? You knew she would change?”

		 

		Jenny sighed. “You think if you had a threesome it wouldn’t change you? You and a couple of strange hotties?”

		 

		He thought about it for a bit. Had to admit it probably would have changed him. Not that that was in the cards.

		 

		“Maybe you’ve changed too?” Jenny offered.

		 

		He nodded. That was probably true, though he was more focused on how different Ashley was acting.

		 

		“But you two are still alright, though, right?” Jenny asked.

		 

		“Yeah. Yeah, we’re fine. I mean better than fine. It’s not a bad thing.”

		 

		“So what’s the problem?”

		 

		He had to think about that, too. Because there was no real problem. Things were just different. “I don’t know. She’s…like, more confident or something.”

		 

		Jenny snort-laughed. “Duh,” she said.

		 

		He turned and scowled at her. “What do you mean ‘duh?’”

		 

		“She got plowed by two hot studs, dude. That’s gonna’ go to a girls head a bit.”

		 

		“Oh,” he muttered. That made sense.

		 

		“So what’s the problem?”

		 

		“I don’t know,” he said, splaying his hands. “She’s, like, initiating sex all the time now and stuff.”

		 

		“Uh, what’s not to like?” Jenny asked.

		 

		He smirked. There were worse problems to have, after all. “It’s just different. Not bad. Different than it was before.”

		 

		“The sex?”

		 

		“Everything.”

		 

		Jenny blew a bubble and popped it. She pulled the gum out of her mouth and threw it in the garbage can. Unwrapped another piece, popped it in and started chewing. “That’s because she figured out what she’s got.”

		 

		“What’s she got?” he asked.

		 

		Jenny smiled. “Everything you want.”

		 

		He frowned and thought about it for a minute. “She always had that,” he said, puzzled.

		 

		“Yeah. But now she knows it. She being a little more assertive?”

		 

		He looked at her sideways. “Yeah. Kind of.”

		 

		Jenny nodded. “Asking for what she wants instead of waiting for you to figure it out?”

		 

		“Yeah. Definitely.”

		 

		“A little more mysterious?”

		 

		“We talk differently. It’s like she has secrets now or something.”

		 

		Jenny smirked. “She’s playing with you, Justin.”

		 

		“What?”

		 

		“Oh my god I can’t even right now. Men. She’s trying to have some fun. You guys fucked like rabbits after it happened, right?”

		 

		“Yeah,” he admitted.

		 

		“She’s trying to keep the fun going. She probably wants you to join in. Girls get like that when they figure out what it is they want.”

		 

		“Oh. Really?”

		 

		“Yes, really.”

		 

		“Oh.” He pondered that. “What am I supposed to do?”

		 

		Jenny chuckled. “Lean into it. Go along for the ride. She getting a little sassy?”

		 

		“A little,” he replied.

		 

		“Then worship her.”

		 

		“Worship her?” he asked, even more confused.

		 

		“Just because we won the war of the sexes doesn’t mean we want relationships to be all handshakes and transactions, Justin. Adore her. That’s what she wants. She knows what she’s got. Now she wants you to show her how much you want it.”

		 

		“Oh,” he said. It sounded so simple when she put it like that.

		 

		“She’s your goddess, right?”

		 

		“Yeah, of course. Always was.”

		 

		“So treat her like one. Get down on your knees and worship. Make her drinks. Kiss her feet. Eat her out. Do the dishes. Be her bitch, son.”

		 

		He scowled. “What are you talking about? I don’t want to be a bitch.”

		 

		Jenny rolled her eyes. “It’s a figure of speech. Don’t be a bitch. Be her bitch. Fuck her like a man but treat her like a queen.”

		 

		A finger of arousal wormed through him and tickled his genitals. “Oh,” he said quietly. The idea was intriguing. They’d never been like that, him and Ashley. Too traditional. Too conservative. Would Ashley even want that? She was so sweet and submissive. She liked it when he made decisions and took charge.

		 

		“Why don’t you just try it. If it doesn’t work out you can blame it on me for giving you bad advice. My money’s on you thanking me again.”

		 

		“Okay,” he said, still a little unsure. Might be fun, though. It would certainly be different.

		 

		Jenny looked out over the water for a while. “Is that all you wanted to talk about?”

		 

		He hunched his shoulders and hung his head a little lower, staring at the ground. “Uh there was one other thing,” he muttered.

		 

		Jenny waited for a few seconds. When he didn’t say anything she pulled out her phone. Swiped it open and pulled up the photo app. Swept through a few pics before turning the screen towards him. Greg was grinning back at him from the screen.

		 

		“Ready to take it to the next level?” she asked, her voice low.

		 

		Arousal warmed his crotch as he stared at the picture. He had no idea why the idea of Ashley with a black man would do that. But it did. He couldn’t ignore the feeling either. Once it had wedged into his mind there was no pushing it out. “I don’t know if Ashley will be into that,” he said.

		 

		Jenny chortled and put her phone away. “I don’t think that’s anything you have to worry about,” she said.

		 

		He looked her in the eyes. “How can you know that? Has Ashley said something?” The possibility that they’d discussed it on one of their girl’s nights made the tip of his penis tingle. What else had Ashley divulged?

		 

		“Yeah, right,” she retorted. “Ashley clams up any time there’s any mention about sex. You know that. Well, she did. Things might be different now,” she said, giggling. “Let me put it to you this way. If you thought seeing eight and nine take her in both holes was hot just wait until mister Double Digits swings by your house.”

		 

		His eyes widened and a shiver rand down his back. “Double digits?” he whispered. “Like inches?”

		 

		“I’ll tell you what. Try my plan. Spoil your girl. Then, when you think she’s ready, ping me and I’ll set it up. And maybe don’t chicken out this time? I’m not gonna’ be your sex concierge forever, Justin.”

		 

		That made him chuckle. He looked at Jenny and felt much better than he had when he’d first sat down. “Hey, listen. Thanks. I mean it. For all of this. I can’t believe I’m saying that. I can’t believe I’m into it. But thanks for being cool about it.”

		 

		She threw a hand over his shoulder and squeezed. “I love you guys. I want you to be happy.”

		 

		He stared at her and couldn’t help but notice a slightly wicked glint in her eye. “It’s not just that, though, is it?”

		 

		“Huh?”

		 

		His smile widened into a grin. “You’re kind of getting off on this aren’t you? Corrupting Ashley’s innocence?”

		 

		She threw her head back and laughed. Stood up and horked her gum into the trash can. Put her hands out, palms out, shoulder height. “Sometimes a girl just wants to have some fun,” she said with a grin. She spun around and started walking down the board walk. “Don’t forget to text me!” she called out.

		 

		***

		 

		When he got home Ashley wasn’t there. He rolled up his sleeves and tackled the stack of dishes in the sink. Wiped the counters down and dragged the vacuum out. Did the first floor and then tidied up the living room.

		 

		He wasn’t just doing it for her. They pretty much shared the chores evenly. Jenny’s idea of worshiping Ashley had stuck with him, though. Turning things a little upside down sounded…fun. He was the main breadwinner between the two of them. On the up and up at work, a possible promotion looming not too far over the horizon. Ashley did a lot of the cooking and grocery shopping. Flipping things around and becoming her bitch — the word still made him wince — actually sounded kind of freaky. But in a good way.

		 

		When he heard the door open he walked out into the hallway.

		 

		Ashley was wearing a tank top, tights and sneakers. She’d obviously been out on a run because she was covered in a thin sheen of sweat. Her hair was up in a ponytail. The tights and tank top highlighted her curves very nicely. She looked around and arched her brow. “Did you vacuum?” she asked.

		 

		He shrugged. “No biggie,” he replied. “Got the dishes done, too. Can I make you a drink or something?” he asked.

		 

		She turned and looked at him and a smile formed on her mouth. She looked delighted. “Oh I like this,” she said quietly.

		 

		A warm shudder ran down his back. He’d been resisting her new found confidence and assertiveness. For some reason Jenny’s suggestion of surrendering to it instead now seemed very appealing. He took a step closer and his nostrils flared at the tangy scent of her sweat. His cock started to harden and all sorts of dirty things started running through his mind.

		 

		He’d certainly never considered himself anyone’s bitch. He was no pushover and got his hackles up any time he sensed even a hint of someone trying to dominate him. But this was different. Allowing Ashley to have a little more power, a little more control, knowing it was just a game, was kind of exciting. He gazed into her eyes. “Is there anything else you’d like from me?” he asked.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes widened. Her smile brightened. She closed the distance between them and zigzagged a finger around the three buttons at his collar. “There is, actually,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She locked eyes with him and licked her lips. “I’m just not sure you can deliver.”

		 

		He paused, then leaned forward so her cheek was next to his. “Try me,” he whispered. It felt a little cheesy but he decided to take the plunge. Just to make sure they were on the same page. “My goddess. My queen.”

		 

		Ashley’s lips crackled wet as they parted. She drew in a small breath.

		 

		He winced, wondering if he’d overstepped. Was she going to start laughing at him for what he’d said?

		 

		She didn’t. She pulled away and gazed lovingly into his eyes. Gripped the front of his shirt and gave it a gentle, downwards tug. Her smile made him certain she knew what this game was. The way she pulled him to his knees in front of her made his head spin.

		 

		That unspoken moment between them was one he would remember for a long time. The balance of power tilting towards her as he offered her control. Her acceptance of it, the gentle domination of making him kneel before her, an intensely powerful aphrodisiac. His cock hardened between his legs.

		 

		She leaned forward and stared into his eyes.

		 

		The feeling of surrendering to her dominant gaze was overwhelming. He couldn’t look away. The energy flowing between them was laced with heat.

		 

		“Will you worship your queen?” she asked, running a finger along his jaw and tipping his chin forward.

		 

		The caress made him shudder again. Hearing her ask if he’d worship her, the same word Jenny had used, filled him with lust. “However you wish,” he whispered.

		 

		Ashley drew in a slow breath as she straightened. She took a step back and hooked a thumb in the elastic of her tights. Pulled them halfway down her thighs exposing her unshowered, sweaty snatch.

		 

		The sight and sharp smell of it took his breath away.

		 

		“However I wish?” she asked.

		 

		It was the most sexually dominant act she’d ever performed since they’d met. Exposing herself in broad daylight was blisteringly hot. Checking in to make sure he was game allowed him to surrender fully to this strange new fantasy.

		 

		He sank to his hands and knees and crawled forward in front of her. Got back onto his knees and leaned closer to her tangy pussy. Closed his eyes and drew in a deep whiff of her smell. Feeling her run her fingers through his hair was exquisite.

		 

		She tightened her grip. Not enough to hurt him but enough to let him know she was in charge. She pulled him into the warm nest of her crotch, his mouth pressing against the lips of her pussy.

		 

		He opened his eyes and looked up over her beautiful body. She was smiling down at him, her expression full of lust and playful mirth. He loved that he had the power to do that for her. That she’d discovered this completely new side of herself and that they could indulge in it together.

		 

		“Lick,” she whispered.

		 

		The Ashley he’d met and married would have been totally grossed out making him perform oral sex after a sweaty run in the middle of their hallway. The Ashley standing over him looked thrilled.

		 

		He flicked his tongue out and ran it along the tight seam of her pussy. Plied her folds apart and dipped between them. Her warm juice ran out, coating his tongue. He swallowed the trickle and searched for her clit. When he found it he began gently lapping at the engorging bud. He felt it harden.

		 

		Ashley took a step forward, making him lean back and nestling his face firmly between her thighs. She drew in a breath and sighed as he made contact with the most sensitive part of her clitoris. Her eyes fluttered closed and she pulled him tighter against her snatch.

		 

		It filled him with joy and a raging hot lust and hunger for her. He increased the tempo, sweeping tight circles around her clit.

		 

		Her hips moved up and down, her cunt grinding against his mouth as she took her pleasure from it. She gasped and sighed. A quiet moan escaped her. Her pussy released more juice that he gladly lapped up and drank. Finally, her fingers tightened in his hair. She sucked in a sharp breath and her body shuddered as she came over his face.

		 

		Her legs shook against his cheeks. She wrung out a good thirty seconds of pleasure over his mouth before releasing her grip on his hair. Opened her eyes and looked a little surprised by what they’d just done. Looked down at him and let out a small laugh. She stepped away, pulled up her tights and dropped down into a squat in front of him. “Was that okay?” she asked.

		 

		He was utterly captivated by her loving stare. Her question reassured him that this was just a game they were playing. Nothing that would spill over into their day-to-day. It only deepened the intimacy they shared. “More than okay.”

		 

		She smiled wider. Leaned forward and rubbed the tip of her nose against his. Then, despite his messy mouth, tilted her head slightly to one side and kissed him on the lips. “That was really hot,” she whispered.

		 

		He nodded. He was a little disappointed when she stood up and offered a hand to help him up. Their lovemaking may have been tame but it was always reciprocal. He didn’t let it get to him. Even found it kind of sexy that she’d use him in that way and then leave him hanging. Sort of stretched out the tension. His mind started to wander towards later that evening. He sensed there would be some sort of reprisal on her part. She’d been so horny lately. He watched her mount the stairs to go take a shower and a smile lit his lips.

		 

		He pulled his phone out of his back pocket and tapped out a message to Jenny. You think you could hook us up with your friend? You were right, BTW. I tried what you said. Ash was totally into it.

		 

		The reply came a few minutes later. Glad I could help. I’ll let you know about Greg.

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		 

		That evening Ashley came up behind him as he was watching TV. She put her arms around him, sliding her hands down his chest, and pressed her lips to his ear.

		 

		He immediately sensed the sexual energy emanating off of her and his cock began to harden. He heard her lips part in a smile.

		 

		“I want you to go upstairs, strip your clothes off and then wait for me on the bed,” she whispered. Then she stood up and sauntered towards the stairs, her ass swinging in a wide arc before she disappeared.

		 

		He turned off the show he was watching and followed her up to the second floor. When he heard her in the shower he walked to the bedroom and did as she’d asked. Pulled his clothes off and threw them in the hamper before walking over to the bed and laying down on it.

		 

		It felt strange waiting for her with the lights on. Totally naked and vulnerable. But his mind drifted back to that afternoon when she’d come home from her jog. A warmth crept down his back at the memory. Submitting to her had felt so right. He was so glad he’d talked to Jenny and that he’d told him what he’d needed to hear. Given him permission, in a way, to join in the game Ashley wanted to play.

		 

		It really seemed like Jenny was on his side and he was glad about that, too. Girls could be so complicated sometimes. It helped having someone on the inside to explain it to him when he got confused.

		 

		Ashley walked into the bedroom wearing the terrycloth robe he’d given her two birthdays ago. As she walked across the room she shed it, shrugging it off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. She smiled at him.

		 

		His eyes moved to her gently bouncing breasts and the pleasant width of her hips. They widened when she shamelessly mounted the bed and swung a leg over his head. His mouth fell open at the sight of her now perfectly bare pussy. He’d told her once, in a tipsy moment of intimacy, that he liked her hairy. They’d never mentioned it again but she’d stopped trimming and kept her bush nice and full.

		 

		Seeing her bare sex sent arousal coursing through him. It was a small change but, against the backdrop of recent events, carried a larger significance for him. Ashley was changed. She’d taken two guys in front of him and it had changed their lives, too. It seemed fitting that she’d make this cosmetic alteration to reflect that. He liked it.

		 

		He was shocked when she sank her weight fully onto his chest. He’d only eaten her out like this one other time and she’d been too concerned about crushing him to have an orgasm. It was a dominant move and just as hot as their afternoon tryst in the hallway had been.

		 

		She kept her pussy just off of his mouth and gazed into his eyes, smiling. “You want to keep playing?” she asked quietly.

		 

		Mesmerized by her intense stare, he nodded.

		 

		“I want you to do something for me,” she said.

		 

		He nodded again.

		 

		“When I ask you a question or ask you to do something, I want you to answer ‘yes miss.’”

		 

		He found it a slightly strange request but not totally unwelcome. Ashley seemed to be changing before his eyes, sexually speaking. Shape shifting into a totally different woman. It did make him feel slightly uncomfortable. Just how far was she going to take this? Was he going to become some pussy-whipped guy who didn’t get a say in anything? His discomfort came out in the form of an awkward laugh. “What if I don’t want to do the thing?” he asked.

		 

		She smiled a little wider. “Then we’re not playing. When we’re playing you always do the thing. You always say ‘yes miss.’” She paused for a few moments. “You game?” she asked.

		 

		He smiled back at her and, reassured that it was all just a fun, sexual game, nodded. “Yes, miss,” he said quietly.

		 

		An intense, lusty energy immediately filled her eyes. She shuffled forward on her knees and pressed the freshly showered lips of her cunt against his mouth. “That’s so hot,” she whispered. Reaching back she found his nipples with the tips of her fingers and drew a few circles around them. “Lick me until I come on your face,” she said.

		 

		He didn’t normally go for nipple play. He’d always thought of it as a little emasculating. But coupled with Ashley’s new-found confidence and the way she was shoving her pussy against his mouth it heightened his excitement. His cock started to grow and harden.

		 

		He flicked his tongue out and split her seam. Ran it up along the already gooey insides of her lips and found her clit.

		 

		She drew in a quick breath and tipped her pelvis forward. Pressing her pubic bone against his lips and driving her engorging clit deeper into his mouth. “Suck it,” she ordered.

		 

		He pulled it fully into his mouth and started suckling on it.

		 

		Her smile faded and her eyes filled with lust. She stared at him, pinched his nipples between her fingers and thumbs and squeezed.

		 

		He moaned, his toes curling as pleasure and pain intersected through his body.

		 

		“You like that?” she asked.

		 

		It wasn’t something he’d admit to anyone else. Had a hard time admitting it to himself, even. But he did like it. He liked the way she was playing with him. Giving him these new sensations she’d been too shy to try earlier. He nodded, pulled his mouth away from her pussy for a moment and whispered “yes, miss.”

		 

		Her smile returned, this time with something wicked twisting through it. Her pussy soaked with juice. She was really getting off on this and that made him all the harder and hotter for her. He pulled her clit back into his mouth and sucked it hard.

		 

		She mewled and ran her hands along her breasts then up into her hair. Her hips began to gyrate and her body swayed back and forth.

		 

		The sight of her made his cock fully hard. His shy sweetheart, now a siren dancing over top of him with her pussy on his mouth.

		 

		He pulled her clit in deeper and flicked it side to side with his tongue.

		 

		“Oh god yes,” she moaned. She put her hands on her thighs and started grinding back and forth.

		 

		His mouth filled with her tangy lubricant. He gulped and guzzled, caught up in her sexual frenzy and completely mesmerized by her body undulating over him. He moved his hands down to his lap and stroked his hard cock.

		 

		Ashley emerged from her trance. She smiled, reached behind herself and gently swatted his hands away. “That part comes later,” she teased.

		 

		This, too, got his motor running even hotter. Ashley playfully tightening her grip on him. Taking control and direction of more and more of their sexual interaction. He obediently let his hands settle by his sides and focused on his oral work. Licking her pussy and stroking her clit with his tongue until he saw in her expression that she was approaching her sexual peak.

		 

		Her body stiffened. Her thighs trembled against his cheeks. She let out a sharp burst of breath. Opened her eyes and looked down at him and wove her fingers through his hair.

		 

		She pulled him into a deep embrace between her legs and stared into his eyes as she came. A penetrating, scorching gaze that filled him with a desperate need for her. Her pussy seized, then squished, liquid dribbling from it and covering his mouth and chin. She finished herself off with languid strokes of her cunt against his lips. When she was done she smiled again.

		 

		She dropped to all fours and slowly crawled down the length of his body. Made sure to drag her wet, freshly licked snatch along his cock as she went. Got down on her belly between his legs and gently pinched the shaft between a finger and thumb.

		 

		He stared at her in wide-eyed disbelief. If he’d known letting her sleep with a couple of guys was going to have this effect he would have urged her to do it years ago. “You’re insane,” he teased, shaking his head. “You’ve actually gone sexually insane.”

		 

		She giggled, tilted her head to one side. Flicked her tongue out of her mouth and ran it up the length of his cock, twisting it around the head before pulling off. “I want to sleep with another man. A different one,” she said.

		 

		His cock went turgid between her fingers. He drew in a quick breath. He hadn’t expected her to bring that up right then. The memory of her sandwiched between eight and nine, her two holes stuffed, made him painfully erect. He didn’t say anything about his chat with Jenny. Playing out this fantasy was too much fun and the end result would be the same. “Okay,” he said, nodding and staring into her mischievous eyes.

		 

		Her smile widened at his immediate agreement. She tilted her head the other way and licked the other side of his shaft. “I want him to be big, Justin. I want to feel a nice thick cock in my pussy again.”

		 

		His mind started reeling. Her expressed desire brought the slightest sting of humiliation. But size wasn’t something he could do anything about and it passed quickly. “Okay. I’ll take care of it,” he said, breathless.

		 

		Her eyes lit up. “I like that. I like that you’ll take care of it. That’s sexy,” she said, starting to stroke his cock with her pretty hand. “My husband bringing home a new lover for me to sleep with.”

		 

		It felt like someone had put a hundred pound weight on his chest. Even though he’d asked Jenny to arrange a meeting with Greg he hadn’t put any thought into where it would happen. In their marital bed? In their home? It was thrilling to think about but it scared him at the same time. “You want to do it here?” he asked. His balls were already tightening from her stroking. His cock stiffening and relaxing in her hand as his climax loomed over him.

		 

		She got a wild look in her eyes at his question. “Right here. On this bed. I want to spread my legs for another man while you watch him fuck me.”

		 

		Her whispers ratcheted up his sexual tension. It brought worry with it. He hadn’t broached the subject of the unprotected sex she’d had. Allowing himself to believe that Jenny had somehow taken care of things because she’d told him not to worry about it. But it lurked in his mind and popped up in the strangest times. Now wasn’t the time to bring it up though. Now he had only one thing on his mind. He nodded again. “Okay. I’ll take care of it,” he repeated.

		 

		She shuffled forward, obviously excited by his response. Wrapped her lips around his prick and started bobbing up and down on it, staring into his eyes as she did.

		 

		His body stiffened and he reached down. “Babe. It’s coming,” he grunted. Ashley was not a fan of swallowing and didn’t even like the taste of it. To his shock she swatted his hand away and bobbed faster. Her lips working his glans, tongue flicking side to side inside her mouth. It felt like heaven.

		 

		The eruption came hot and fast. A volcano spewing gooey lava, cum bursting from the head of his cock and filling the interior of Ashley’s sweet mouth. She didn’t wince or flinch. Just kept bouncing up and down working him through the writhing and groaning of his fierce climax until he was completely spent.

		 

		When his body sagged back against the pillows she slowly pulled her mouth off of his prick. Opened it and pushed her tongue over her lower lip. The whole sticky mess came rolling out onto his prick, her hand holding it, then down onto his balls. She flicked her tongue side to side sending flecks of sperm in each direction.

		 

		His mouth fell open at her nasty performance. “You’re insane. Actually insane,” he echoed.

		 

		She smiled and wiped the sperm off of her bottom lip with a finger. “You’re welcome,” she whispered.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		 

		Three days later they were in the kitchen poring over their phones when his buzzed at him. He checked the message and his heart skipped a beat.

		 

		Greg’s game. Here’s his digits. Followed by a phone number.

		 

		He set his phone down on the table and took a deep breath to quell his nerves. Slid a hand across the table towards Ashley. “Ash? Hey Ash?” he said. He was filled with excitement but knew he had to bring up the difficult subject he’d been avoiding, too.

		 

		“Hmm?” she asked, not looking up from her phone.

		 

		“Hey I need to talk to you.”

		 

		She set her phone down and picked up her coffee mug. Took a sip and looked at him. “What’s up?” she said.

		 

		“I, uh, I found another guy for you.”

		 

		Her eyes widened and she sat up straighter. “You did?” she said, sounding like she couldn’t believe it.

		 

		“I did,” he replied.

		 

		A small smile formed on her lips. “Justin, what? How? How did you do that? I was just…I was kind of playing it up when we, you know, did the thing.”

		 

		He felt a tiny bit sheepish. But he’d already known he had to see more when he talked with Jenny. Was Ashley not serious about doing this again? “Oh I thought…”

		 

		“No, no! That’s okay,” she interrupted. “It’s like, cool, or whatever. If you’re into it.” There was excitement in her eyes now.

		 

		Heat and a guilty pleasure flooded through him as he watched her body reacting to his announcement. He did his best to set both aside for the conversation they needed to have. “So listen, before I do this I need to talk to you.”

		 

		She nodded and her expression turned serious. “Okay,” she said.

		 

		When we were over at Jenny’s and…and the thing happened. With Conner and Jasper. Were you…I mean did you have any sort of protection?” he asked.

		 

		She sucked her lower lip into her mouth and tipped her head forward, staring up at him from under her brow and looking very, very guilty.

		 

		He was stunned when the heat came roaring back through him. His cock surged to life, hardening into the most confusing erection he’d ever experienced. His jaw dropped and the room started to spin around him. He had to put both of his sweaty palms on the table to steady himself. “Ashley,” he whispered. “Oh my god. You didn’t. Did you?”

		 

		A faint smile spread slowly across her lips. She gave him a small shrug and arched her brow.

		 

		He sat there wide-eyed, shaking his head as he stared at her. He couldn’t believe she’d taken such a risk. But the thought of her unprotected pussy slathered with another man’s seed formed an ache in his balls he couldn’t ignore.

		 

		She leaned back in her chair. A moment later he felt her big toe pressing against his hard cock. Her eyes opened wider, a wild look in them. “So I guess you’re not all that mad then?” she asked quietly.

		 

		He looked down at the table and shook his head. “Ashley this is…no. We can’t do this. That is a huge risk. I can’t believe you would do something like that,” he said, looking back up at her. A bolt of arousal pulsed through him at the wicked expression she was wearing.

		 

		She pushed her chair away from the table and stood up. Slowly walked around it, dragging her finger along the top.

		 

		He saw the lust and excitement in her eyes and his resolve to give her a stern lecture faltered. “Ashley come on. I’m trying to be serious,” he said.

		 

		“So am I,” she whispered back. “Turn this way,” she said, crooking her finger a few times.

		 

		“Ashley, seriously. This is a really, really inappropriate game to be playing. Totally reckless.”

		 

		She leaned over him and pressed her cheek to his. “I’m not going to have to come with some sort of punishment for your disobedience am I?” she whispered right next to his ear.

		 

		His eyes popped open wide. Another hot rush of arousal shot through him. How had he never stumbled on this before? Ashley being bossy was hot as fuck. He knew he should stay on target and try to have a serious conversation. It wasn’t helping that the thought of her getting pregnant from her tryst was making his cock rock hard. When she stood up, folded her arms across her chest and gave him a stern stare, his resolve collapsed. He turned in his seat to face her.

		 

		She smiled, staring down her nose at him. “That’s better,” she said. She grabbed the sundress she was wearing and bunched it up. Swung a leg sideways and settled onto his lap. She pulled the dress higher, exposing her slit.

		 

		His eyes dropped to her core. Dark, prickly pubes had started to sprout around it. A three-day vaginal shadow that gave her crevice a nasty hot look. He gazed at it, then up into her eyes, unable to believe the woman she’d become. “What has happened to you?” he whispered.

		 

		She shrugged and giggled. “You like it, don’t you?” she asked.

		 

		He nodded. “Yes, miss,” he replied quietly.

		 

		“Mmm. I like that,” she said, wiggling her hips and closing the distance between her pussy and his throbbing erection.

		 

		A hot puff of her musky muff drifted up between them. His cock throbbed at the smell.

		 

		She reached down and pulled on the drawstring of his shorts. Reached in with her hand and pulled his rigid cock out. Wrapped her hand around it and rubbed the underside of his glans with her thumb. “Tell me about this man you’ve found to fuck me,” she said. Her thumb went round in slow circles.

		 

		He groaned at her coarse language. Hearing her describe it as fucking made his cock pulse in her hand. “I…I talked to Jenny again,” he admitted.

		 

		Her eyes widened, along with her smile. “You did?” she asked, sounding surprised.

		 

		He looked up into her eyes. “I couldn’t help myself.” He knew there was no turning back now. He was going to admit to everything and it would give her all the power. But he trusted her so much. He knew she wouldn’t abuse it. “I met up with her and…and I asked if she had any other friends that could…you know.”

		 

		Her thumb slowed but kept spinning circles.

		 

		He looked down to see pre-cum seeping from his tiny opening. He groaned again at the pleasure flooding through him.

		 

		“You love this,” she said.

		 

		He nodded.

		 

		“I love that you do,” she said. She scooched forward on his lap, letting the tip of his cock kiss her moist petals. “Look at me,” she said.

		 

		He looked up into her eyes again.

		 

		“So you met up with my friend to pick my lover for me?” she asked.

		 

		The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end as he sank into their sexual game. “I did,” he replied.

		 

		“Did you pick one with a nice big cock?” she asked.

		 

		He nodded. “Jenny called him mister Double Digits,” he confessed.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes widened. She slid forward on his lap, sheathing half of his cock into her wet snatch. “Good boy,” she said.

		 

		He put his hands on her hips as they started swaying. The wet juice running from her trickled down his shaft as she massaged the head of his cock with her tight opening. “Ash?”

		 

		“What is it sweetheart?”

		 

		“He’s…he’s black,” he said.

		 

		“Really?” she said, a funny look twisting through her expression. “Do you want to watch your wife take a black cock, Justin?” she asked.

		 

		The pointed question, forcing him to admit to his dark desire, plunged straight through him and drew his ball sack up. “Yes,” he whispered.

		 

		Ashley started riding harder back and forth. Each smooth glide eliciting a wet schluck from her greased up pussy. “Say it,” she whispered, her voice filled with a hungry need. “I want to hear you say it.”

		 

		He groaned, his climax swelling up behind him. “I want to watch my wife take a black cock,” he obediently replied.

		 

		“Oh my god,” she moaned. Wrapping her arms around him she drew him fully into herself and fucked him even harder.

		 

		He kept hold of her hips, focusing on keeping his orgasm at bay despite his arousal. He could feel the sexual energy flowing from her and wanted her to experience the pleasure of her own climax before he came.

		 

		“Say it again,” she panted. Her pussy was pounding hard on his cock. Even tighter now, sucking on him, her body responding to his erotic confessions.

		 

		“I want to watch my wife get fucked by a black cock,” he said.

		 

		Ashley moaned. Her pussy spasmed and her body started to shake against him.

		 

		He savored the feeling of his wife coming from something so depraved. As he felt her climax start to ebb he released his own desires. It flooded through him. His shaft flooded with cum and it splurted out into Ashley’s hot cunt. He grunted as she worked him through the peak, sliding back and forth on his lap and kissing the side of his neck and cheek.

		 

		When he was finished and softening she swayed to a stop and hung her arms on his shoulders. She pressed her forehead against his and smiled. “Good boy,” she whispered.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve

		 

		They were in bed having a lazy Saturday morning when his phone buzzed. He picked it up and flipped to the message. He’d texted Greg the night before but hadn’t heard back. His heart fluttered when he read the message.

		 

		“Is that him?” Ashley asked.

		 

		“It’s him,” he replied. He turned his head to look at her. “He wants to know if we’re free tonight?”

		 

		Ashley got that look again. The slight smile. The wild look in her eye. Her whole body bristling with excitement. She glanced at his phone, then back up at him. “Tell him you have to ask your wife,” she said.

		 

		He smirked. He wondered if he’d ever get enough of Ashley bossing him around? He tapped out the message and sent it.

		 

		Ashley stared at him for a while, smiling the whole time. “Now tell him your wife says tonight will be just fine.”

		 

		He dutifully typed that out and sent it. He found these small acts of submission to her deeply erotic.

		 

		She sat up straight against the headboard and folded her hands into her lap, looking like a very prim and proper lady. “Can you make me a coffee please? I’m going to have a shower.”

		 

		“Of course, miss,” he said. He rolled out of bed, his cock already half-hard thinking about the coming evening and from submitting to Ashley’s orders. He put on a pair of shorts and walked downstairs. Steamed a cup of milk and pulled a shot of espresso and poured both into a mug. When he arrived back upstairs she was already in the shower. He slipped into the bathroom and stared at the water running down her beautiful, naked body.

		 

		She pointed to the vanity. “Just set it over there.”

		 

		He set the mug of coffee down and stepped closer to the shower. Pushed the sliding door to the side and leaned in. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, letting his eyes wander down to her breasts.

		 

		“Not this morning. I’m going to save myself for my lover. Maybe you can have me tonight after he leaves.”

		 

		He felt a ferocious need for her. She was doing an incredible job of playing the part of a dominant wife. Her enjoyment of the role was even more delightful. “Of course, miss,” he replied. He slipped out of the bathroom and down the stairs to make his own cup of coffee.

		 

		She came down twenty minutes later wearing a stunning yellow sun dress with a floral pattern. It was slightly loose, the straps a little long, and showed far more of her breasts than she would have been comfortable before the thing happened.

		 

		“Holy crap,” he said, ogling her. “You look stunning.”

		 

		She flashed a smile and turned her shoulders side to side. “Thank-you. I’m glad you think so. I want you to take me to the market.”

		 

		He was shocked to hear she was going to leave the house in that thing. “Really? Dressed like that?”

		 

		She raised an eyebrow. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” she asked.

		 

		He smiled and nodded, humbled and aroused by her gentle domination. “Of course. Yes, miss,” he said. “I’ll get the car going right away.” He put his shoes on and grabbed the keys to go and cool off the car before she came out.

		 

		Nothing could have prepared him for how aroused he became once they got to the market. As they walked the stalls every guy they came across, husbands, dads, grandpas, couldn’t stop their eyes from wandering up and down Ashley’s lovely body. Knowing men he understood that all of them were envisioning what she might look like naked. Imagining what it would be like to fuck her. The jealous glares of wives and girlfriends confirmed that.

		 

		He followed her around carrying grocery bags full of vegetables she picked out. Trying to figure out why on earth this sort of submission would be appealing to him. By the time they arrived back at home he was sweating from the hot sun and had an erection that wouldn’t quit no matter how much unsexy thoughts he threw at it.

		 

		As Ashley unpacked vegetables at the counter he came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her. If she was halfway as turned on as he was by their little game maybe she’d give in and let him have her after all? He kissed her neck and let his hands slide down to her hips. “Any chance you had a change of heart?” he whispered.

		 

		She turned her head and looked sideways at him. “If I had I’d have told you to go upstairs and wait on the bed for me,” she said.

		 

		“This doesn’t turn you on at all?” he asked, kissing her neck again, still trying.

		 

		She turned in his arms and smiled pleasantly at him. “It turns me on very much,” she replied.

		 

		He smiled wider, hoping he’d managed to wedge himself into some action.

		 

		“But I told you I’m saving myself for my lover,” she added.

		 

		He thought of the coming evening. Mister Double Digits coming to visit and what that would look like. His cock hardened.

		 

		“But I think you need to be taught a lesson for asking again after I told you that.”

		 

		He grinned. He liked the sound of that.

		 

		“Bring me that chair,” she said, pointing to it.

		 

		“Um, okay?” he said, puzzled by the request.

		 

		“Ah, ah! What was that?”

		 

		“Oh. Right. Yes, miss,” he said. He pulled a chair out from under the table and brought it to her.

		 

		She pointed to one side, indicating where she wanted it.

		 

		He wondered if he was going to get a repeat riding as he set the chair down.

		 

		Instead, Ashley kicked her sandal off and set her foot on the chair. “Get on your knees please,” she instructed.

		 

		Wonder and arousal swirled inside him. As he lowered himself to his knees she hiked her dress up. He gasped at the sight of her bare snatch. It was freshly shaved, the skin soft and smooth. Hopefully this would just be a warm-up and he’d get to slide into her once he’d pleasured her. He leaned forward ready to service her with his mouth.

		 

		“Not just yet,” she said. She raised her foot and rested it on the chair, her pussy now fully visible and visibly damp. “Bend over and kiss my foot.”

		 

		A shudder raced down his back. Aside from seeing her with two other men this was probably the kinkiest thing they’d ever done. Foot stuff? Not really in his wheelhouse but the game was fun. He bent over and kissed the arch of her foot.

		 

		Surprisingly the tangy scent of her sweaty sole made his cock throb.

		 

		“Good,” she said. “Now lick it. That’ll be your punishment.”

		 

		He shuddered again. Sticking out his tongue he licked a line along her insole and, again, found himself swimming in a confusing arousal from it.

		 

		She slipped her toes off the edge of the chair and pressed her big one against his lips. “Open,” she ordered.

		 

		He gasped as he opened his mouth. His cock was throbbing to the rhythm of his heartbeat. When she pushed her toe into his mouth he groaned at how erotic it was.

		 

		“Suck it,” she said.

		 

		He obediently hollowed his cheeks and gave it a good, long suck. The smell of her leather sandals and sweaty feet was intoxicating.

		 

		“Good,” she said, wriggling the toe out of his mouth. She set her foot fully back on the chair and put a hand on the back of his head. She pulled him between her sweaty loins and pressed his mouth against her pussy lips. “Now give me an orgasm with your tongue.”

		 

		He looked up and his jaw went slack when she pulled a bra-less breast out of her dress and let it hang out the front. His cock was rock hard as he started working into her groove with his tongue.

		 

		***

		 

		That evening he sat on the couch waiting for Greg and trying to ignore the erection he’d had all day. His hopes had been dashed earlier and Ashley had left him hanging. Given him strict instructions not to touch himself, either. Which was way hot and way, way hard not to do.

		 

		When the doorbell rang he rose up off the couch slowly. His feet felt heavier than usual and he trudged the distance to the front door. His head was swimming in a turbulent frenzy of nervous excitement which put him on edge. He wanted this. Hell, he could barely imagine not seeing it. But there was a worry that it might change him in a way he wouldn’t be able to undo. He opened the door and had to tilt his head up to meet the large black man’s eyes.

		 

		Greg was massive. Big, broad shoulders with densely packed cords of muscle. Hands like bear paws and thick legs that might have been as wide as Ashley’s waist. His long, dread-locked hair fell past his shoulders.

		 

		Justin’s eyes widened at the sight of him and his mind immediately darted to what this power tower with a double digit cock would look like between Ashley’s beautiful legs.

		 

		“I’m Greg,” Greg said, holding his hand out for a shake.

		 

		Justin gripped it but his own looked like a dainty woman’s palm in comparison. It disappeared when Greg closed his hand around it. “Justin,” he said. “Please come in.” He stepped aside.

		 

		Greg had to duck to step through the door. He took a look around then turned to Justin. “You new at this?” he asked.

		 

		Justin let out an awkward laugh and looked away. “Is it that obvious?” he asked.

		 

		Greg flashed a grin. “You smell a little nervous.”

		 

		That elicited a hearty laugh from Justin and immediately put him at ease.

		 

		“So what’s the deal?” Greg asked.

		 

		“The deal?” Justin echoed.

		 

		“You know, comfort zones, no go’s, all that stuff,” Greg said.

		 

		Justin chuckled. They hadn’t thought about any of that. Greg sounded like a pro, which was kind of hilarious. “You do this a lot then?” Justin asked.

		 

		“I do alright,” Greg replied, nodding, a smile curling one corner of his mouth.

		 

		“Let me get my wife. She’s, uh, she’s kind of running the show,” Justin said.

		 

		“Okay. Cool. I get it,” Greg replied.

		 

		Justin walked to the foot of the stairs. “Honey? Greg’s here!” he called up. They waited for a few moments.

		 

		Ashley emerged from the bedroom wearing her gorgeous sundress. She put a hand on the banister and walked slowly down the stairs. Her poise faltered when she laid eyes on Greg. She put a hand over her mouth and let out a disbelieving laugh. “I’m so sorry. But you’re huge!” she squeaked.

		 

		Greg started chuckling, to Justin’s relief. “Jenny didn’t warn you I guess?” Greg said.

		 

		Ashley shook her head, smiling at him.

		 

		A hot flash burned through Justin, heating his cheeks. It felt so weird standing between Ashley and Greg. Knowing he was there to have sex with her but being so casual about it. He looked at Ashley and his heart squeezed with love even as his insides churned with angst.

		 

		Overcoming her initial shock she regained her composure. “What would you like to drink?” she asked.

		 

		“I’ll take a beer if you’ve got it?” Greg said.

		 

		Ashley cast a dominating stare at Justin. “Honey could you bring our guest a drink please?” She walked down the steps and over to where Greg was standing. “I’m Ashley,” she said, holding out her hand.

		 

		“Greg. Pleasure to meet you,” Greg said, being very gentlemanly and not letting his eyes wander too much.

		 

		Justin scurried off to the kitchen. He grabbed a beer out of the fridge and fixed up a gin and tonic for Ashley then walked back out to find that her and Greg had moved to the living room and were seated on the couch.

		 

		Greg had one arm up on the backrest and Ashley was sitting a modest distance away from him, her hands in her lap. Now that he was there she was definitely having trouble maintaining her dominant personality.

		 

		Justin set their drinks down on the table and took a seat in the armchair.

		 

		“You ever done it with a black guy?” Greg asked, smiling at Ashley.

		 

		She blushed and giggled. Turned to look at Justin.

		 

		“Up until a week or so ago Ashley had only ever been with me,” Justin explained. The back of his neck heated with excitement. “I let Jenny set her up with…a couple of guys. For the experience. She wanted more experiences.”

		 

		“Oh wow,” Greg said, rubbing his chin. “So you guys are, like, really fresh,” he said.

		 

		“I guess you could say that,” Justin replied, chuckling.

		 

		Ashley flashed a shy smile. She turned her eyes sideways and they fluttered along Greg’s powerful musculature.

		 

		“I love that,” Greg said, nodding.

		 

		“Really?” Ashley asked, coming out of her shell.

		 

		“Oh yeah,” Greg replied. “It’s like a blank canvas. You seem a little shy, too. You shy?” he asked.

		 

		Ashley giggled and nodded. “A little bit.” She glanced at Justin.

		 

		Justin gave her a reassuring nod to let her know he’d keep all of their secrets to himself. The way she smiled at him warmed his heart.

		 

		“That’s beautiful,” Greg said. He put his large hand on Ashley’s thigh and rubbed it back and forth. “We’re gonna’ draw you out tonight then. How does that sound?”

		 

		“Sounds alright,” Ashley said, her smile widening.

		 

		“You a screamer? She a screamer?” Greg asked, turning to Justin.

		 

		Ashley giggled.

		 

		“Uh, no,” Justin replied, chuckling. He loved the vibe they were settling into. Getting to know each other. Getting comfortable. He hadn’t known what to expect but Greg was perfect for this. Jenny really had a knack for picking out the good guys.

		 

		Greg brushed the hair off of Ashley’s face, tucking it behind her ear. “We’re gonna’ turn you into a screamer, Ashley,” he said.

		 

		Ashley giggled and looked off to the side with an expression that said good luck with that.

		 

		Justin would have agreed. But Greg was so confident and smooth. Seeing him warming Ashley up, chatting with her, the gentle glancing touches, made him start to believe it might be a possibility.

		 

		They sipped their drinks and made small talk. Greg finished his beer but waited for Ashley to finish her gin and tonic before suggesting they head upstairs. They walked in a line up the stairs. Ashley at the head with Greg behind her and Justin trailing a few steps back.

		 

		Ashley led them into the bedroom and came to a stop in the center of the room, her two index fingers hooked in front of her lap, her shoulders moving in a nervous sway side to side.

		 

		“Why don’t you get yourself settled,” Greg said to Justin, nodding at the chair. “I’ll take good care of her. Don’t worry.” He turned to Ashley.

		 

		As Justin settled into his chair he was overwhelmed by the difference in size between Greg and Ashley. His cock had already been rising at seeing them chatting together in the living room. It hardened when he saw how far Greg had to bend over to kiss Ashley’s lips.

		 

		Ashley had fully reverted to her former personality. His kiss was met with a little reluctance. Her self-confidence had vanished and now she needed to be led again. She needed a commanding male presence to show her the way. Greg had that in spades. It was going to be an amazing evening.

		

	
		Chapter Thirteen

		 

		“Oh that’s nice,” Greg said quietly, pulling away from the kiss and moving her hair behind her ear again. “I like that. You’re sweet. So sweet. We’re gonna’ get dirty tonight, you and me,” he said, gazing into her eyes.

		 

		Ashley blushed and looked away.

		 

		Greg put a finger on her chin and moved her eyes to his again. “No, no,” he said, shaking his head. “You do as I say. Keep looking at me. Just like that. We’re gonna’ get real dirty.”

		 

		Justin was in awe of Greg’s masterful persuasion. So confident but easy-going. Not high pressure but certain of what he wanted from Ashley. It was just what she needed. It was beautiful seeing her submit to him.

		 

		“You say it,” he told her.

		 

		She let out a nervous giggle and her eyes darted side to side.

		 

		“No. Eyes on me. Look at me. Say it. Tell me you’re gonna’ get real dirty with me.”

		 

		Ashley’s cheeks heated to a bright red. She took a deep breath, her breasts heaving under the dress. Her eyes widened and her pupils dilated. “I’m…I’m gonna’ get real dirty with you,” she said.

		 

		“Oh yeah,” Greg cooed. His hand fell from her face. Down to her breast which he cupped ever so gently.

		 

		Ashley’s back arched at his touch.

		 

		Justin went rigid in the chair.

		 

		“Now look at your husband,” Greg instructed. “Turn and look at Justin and tell him the same thing.”

		 

		Ashley’s lips parted and she drew in a soft breath. She looked more than a little surprised by what he’d said. She turned her head slowly until her gaze met Justin’s. “I’m gonna’ get real dirty tonight, baby,” she whispered.

		 

		It sent a jealous angst coiling through Justin. After a few moments he was able to identify the source of the jealousy. It didn’t come from the fact that another man was about to sleep with his wife. It came from the fact that he would never be able to talk to her like that. He would never be able to command her in the way Greg was. They would always have intimacy. They’d always have their game, as long as they both wanted to keep playing. But he’d never be able to give her what Greg was giving her now.

		 

		“That’s so good,” Greg said. He turned her head back to face him. “See? Now you believe it. You spoke the words. You told the story. Now the story’s gonna’ come true. We’re just the stories we tell ourselves, aren’t we?” he asked. He leaned over her and kissed the soft skin on her neck.

		 

		His hands drifted up to her shoulders and slipped beneath the wide straps of the dress. He pushed them off her shoulders. The dress slipped off of her, revealing her nude body. Greg took a step back and shook his head. “Oh baby,” he said. “So beautiful. You’re so beautiful.” He stepped towards her again, his dark hands moving up her arms then down to her breasts.

		 

		He squeezed her soft tits and his hand fell down past her tummy and in between her legs as he kissed the side of her neck again. He drew a finger along her slit. Parted her folds and dipped his middle finger into her pussy.

		 

		She gasped and her hands moved to his strong arms. She squirmed a little as he fingered her, clutching his forearms. When he drew his finger out and lifted it to her mouth she recoiled, turning her head.

		 

		Again he patiently turned it back until her eyes were on his again. “You gotta’ be dirty if you want to get dirty,” he said, smiling. He pressed the finger against her lips.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes went starry as she stared at him. Her lips parted and moved her head forward, letting his finger slide between them. She closed her mouth, forming a tight seal around his digit, and her cheeks hollowed as she gazed into his eyes.

		 

		Greg’s smile widened. He moved the finger in and out of her mouth a few times. “Atta’ girl,” he said. He pulled the finger out and painted one side of her face with it. Stepping back he grabbed the bottom of his shirt and, in one quick motion, pulled it off over his head.

		 

		Ashley’s eyes bulged as she stared at his flexing pectoral muscles. She reached out and ran her fingers along his biceps.

		 

		Justin could smell the juices seeping from between her legs.

		 

		Greg leaned in to kiss her again. As he did her hands slid up his arms and wrapped around his powerful neck. There was no hesitation on her part this time. She embraced him and the way her mouth moved against his made her hunger for him obvious.

		 

		Greg pulled away from the kiss. He leaned down and tucked his hands into his shorts. Swept them down his legs and stepped out of them.

		 

		Justin’s eyes bugged.

		 

		Ashley’s fell and opened wider still. “Oh my god,” she whispered.

		 

		Greg, obviously used to that sort of reaction from a woman, unashamedly hoisted his foot-long dong in one hand. Still soft, the thick head sagged in an arc towards the floor. He gave it a few slow shakes, studying Ashley’s reaction.

		 

		Ashley couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from it. She tipped her head one way then the other. Inspecting it with an awe and disbelief one might display at an apparently paranormal phenomenon.

		 

		Because it was paranormal in every sense. Larger than any cock Justin had ever seen in porn or the locker room at his gym. It’s heft left no doubt about the potency of Greg’s genetic material. Which sent Justin spiraling down into the darkest part of his fearful fantasy.

		 

		After his first failed conversation with Ashley about the risk they’d be taking if she took another man bareback he’d tried two more times. Both times had ended like the first. With Ashley getting just as turned on as he was by the idea. Ending up on top of him, the two of them fucking feverishly about it.

		 

		So, as a friend had once told him, if you can’t change the world change how you feel about it. He’d decided to let go of his worry and embrace the erotic notion that Ashley might get pregnant by another man she slept with. It was even more powerful now that Greg was standing in front of her. His enormity and blackness such a stark contrast to her petite, white frame. Justin shuddered with lust as he imagined her belly, distended from Greg’s potent seed.

		 

		Ashley seemed to have followed the same line of thought. Her eyes darted up to Greg’s. “I’m not on any birth control,” she said quickly.

		 

		A slow smile sprouted on Greg’s lips. He let go of his cock and it sagged between his legs. Reached up and rubbed her cheek with his thumb.

		 

		She leaned into his tender caress.

		 

		“Oh, girl, you’re already nasty. Is that what you want? Is that why I’m here? You want me to breed this beautiful white belly? You want some black seed in there?” His hand fell to her stomach and he rubbed a few circles around it. Turned to Justin. “That what you want, hubby?” he asked. “You want me to breed your bitch for you?”

		 

		Justin closed his eyes and winced. Greg had hit every last note of their depraved fantasy with perfect pitch and it made his brain ring so loudly he could barely think. Another wave of Ashley’s cunt juice smell wafted over him. Evidence of her own arousal, her body lubricating to accept that dark muscle into itself.

		 

		“Tell him, baby.”

		 

		Justin’s eyes flew open at Ashley’s soft words. Her head was turned. Greg’s hand was still on her belly and now hers was over it. “Tell him what you want.” She had that wild look again. She was finally starting to get comfortable and ready to play their game again.

		 

		Justin turned to Greg. His lips parted. His mouth was dry and he couldn’t believe what he was about to say. His cock was painfully erect. “I want you to breed my wife,” he said quietly.

		 

		“Oh yeah,” Greg said, nodding. He looked at Ashley and grinned. “See? You’re already dirty. You already know how to play dirty.”

		 

		Ashley looked at him and nodded. She put her hands on his stomach and sank to her knees in front of him.

		 

		Greg hoisted his hose again, this time with both hands. He laid it over her mouth and nose and rolled it side to side a few times.

		 

		Ashley leaned in between his legs. She opened her mouth and slurped one of his plum-sized testicles in. Sucked on it as he massaged his cock on her face.

		 

		It started swelling and hardening. Rising up in a gentle arc from her ball sucking and Greg stroking it.

		 

		When it was fully, magnificently hard Ashley let his nut fall out of her mouth. She straightened her back and wrapped both hands around Greg’s dark phallus. Opened her mouth and took the head and another inch in.

		 

		Greg put a hand over her head and another under her chin. He leaned over her, one foot slightly ahead of the other, and started swaying, his cock moving in and out of her face.

		 

		Ashley kept her hands on his thighs. Pushing back against his thrusts when they got too deep but obediently allowing him to use her mouth for his pleasure.

		 

		After a few minutes of this Greg pulled his cock out of her mouth. The head was shiny and glistening with her saliva. He helped her to her feet and moved her towards the bed. Laid her down on her back, put her hands on her thighs and raised her legs into the air. “Let’s get a taste of this pussy,” he growled.

		 

		He slurped her soft folds into his mouth and sucked them. Ran his tongue up and down her leaking slit. Sealed his lips around her clit and flicked at it with his tongue until she started mewling, her feet swaying back and forth in the air over his muscular shoulders.

		 

		Ashley moaned and sent her fingers threading through the long tresses of his dark hair. She wiggled her hips and shook them up and down. Finally, her thighs started to shudder and a powerful orgasm tore through her, arching her back and curling her toes.

		 

		Justin followed her on this thrilling ride, his own arousal and pleasure cresting with hers then gliding to a smooth stop as she relaxed on the bed. When Greg stood up in front of her, massaging his engorged muscle, Justin leaned sideways in his chair to get the perfect view of it entering Ashley’s hot cunt.

		

	
		Chapter Fourteen

		 

		Greg bent over her, put her hands under her ass and gave her a shove higher up onto the bed. He massaged his cock for a while before mounting the bed on his knees and crawling on top of her. Letting his cock dangle between her legs he pressed his mouth to the peak of her breast and drew her nipple into it.

		 

		She moaned again. Squirmed underneath him but her hands were pressed to the back of his head, urging him to keep suckling her teat.

		 

		He moved to the other breast and gave it the same attention until both were glistening with his spit. He lifted his body off of her and rubbed the head of his cock against her soft pussy lips.

		 

		Ashley got up on her elbows and looked down her body as he laid his cock down on her stomach. “It might be too big,” she said, looking up at him.

		 

		Greg shook his head. “It’s gonna’ fit just right. You’ll see.” He glanced over his shoulder at Justin. “Hey hubby get over here,” he said, waving Justin towards the bed.

		 

		This was a slightly confusing turn of events. Justin had expected to sit and watch while another man had sex with his wife. Greg’s openness to including him in that act was a little unsettling. Nonetheless, he got up out of the chair and walked over to the side of the bed. He stared at the giant cock covering Ashley’s belly. Soon it would be inside her. He still found it puzzling how much he looked forward to the pain that would bring.

		 

		“You better say goodbye to your woman, dude,” Greg said.

		 

		“W—what?” Justin stammered.

		 

		Greg shook his head. “She’s not gonna’ be the same after this. And I’m not even kidding. Go on. I’ll wait.”

		 

		Justin knelt next to the bed. He took Ashley’s hand into his and gazed into her eyes. “I love you, baby,” he said.

		 

		Greg slid the cock down her belly and teased her slit with the tip of the head.

		 

		She mewled, her nose wrinkling and her eyes narrowing. “I want you to hold my hand. Hold my hand while he goes into me?”

		 

		Justin glanced at Greg, worried that might be too intimate of a proposal for him.

		 

		Greg waved a hand in the air. “Alright by me. I’ve done all kinds of shit. You ready? You ready to be a dirty girl? You’re gonna’ do some screaming tonight.”

		 

		Ashley glanced down at the thick hose swaying between her legs and gave a reluctant nod.

		 

		Greg licked his hand and the rubbed the head of his cock. He pulled her wet pussy apart with his thumb and worked the head of his cock into it.

		 

		It pushed the breath out of Ashley’s lungs. Her eyes popped wide open. “Ungh,” she grunted.

		 

		“Alright here it comes,” Greg said. He politely turned his head the other way, allowing Ashley to turn hers and stare into Justin’s eyes. His hips started moving forward and his giant cock slid deeper and deeper into Ashley’s cunt.

		 

		“Oh my god,” Justin whispered as he watched it disappearing into her pussy. His eyes moved between Ashley’s and the cock.

		 

		She squeezed his hand tight and moaned pressing a hand to her belly.

		 

		“Does it feel good?” Justin whispered.

		 

		Ashley looked down her body and her jaw went slack. She turned to look at Justin. “It feels amazing,” she whispered back.

		 

		He gripped her hand tighter. His insides felt like they were twisted in knots and his mind was racked with an erotic agony. How could a man feel so good about something so wrong happening right in front of him? Even though he’d eagerly agreed Ashley was still violating the sacred vows they’d made to each other. That was something that could never be changed. He was starting to understand what Greg meant when he’d said Ashley would never be the same.

		 

		The thick cock stretched her pussy so wide Justin worried she’d never be able to feel him again.

		 

		“Oh my god I love it this big,” Ashley said in a wondrous voice when Greg had pressed three quarters of his cock into her.

		 

		“Then you’re gonna’ love this, dirty girl,” he said. He gave his hips a final heave driving the rest of his prick deep into her pussy, his balls swaying and gently smacking her ass cheeks.

		 

		She let out a long, wailing moan and let go of Justin’s hand.

		 

		A peculiar sadness moved through him at the gesture. She was on her own now. Just her and Greg, his fat dick buried inside her and touching places Justin could never reach. It passed when Greg started slowly fucking in and out of her. Justin shuffled back to his chair and sat down on the edge to watch.

		 

		The slow gliding in and out was accompanied by Ashley’s moans. Each seemed louder than the last. Justin could see it all unfolding. Before the evening was out Greg would have her screaming at the top of her lungs. Begging for more of him. Begging for more of his dick.

		 

		As Greg’s rut turned more athletic he got up on his knees. He hitched her legs up onto his thighs, giving Justin a perfect view of his black cock moving in and out of Ashley’s pink, stretched cunt.

		 

		It was hard to believe something so big could fit into such a small space. The sight of her puffy pink lips stretched and sloppy from her own juices was hypnotizing.

		 

		As Greg started pounding her harder her fingers curled into claws. She dug her nails into the skin on his back. Her feet flapped wildly through the air above his ass. His promise came true when her first climax ripped through her. Her mouth fell open and she let out an ear-piercing scream.

		 

		The horror of watching another man give her those kinds of feelings slid down Justin’s back like warm molasses. He knew they’d never be the same again but now it didn’t scare him. One way or another this would always be a part of their life now. He loved watching too much and Ashley was obviously having too much fun to never do this again.

		 

		As she panted, trying to catch her breath after the orgasm, Greg got up onto his feet. Keeping his cock inside her he grabbed her by the legs and pulled her body up until she was resting on her shoulders on the bed, her chin pressed to her chest. He spread her legs apart and started pile-driving his cock straight down into her.

		 

		Ashley went from exhausted to enthusiastic in seconds. She grabbed her tits and started kneading them as Greg worked his muscle in and out of her cunt. A minute or so later she was wearing that same pained, pre-orgasmic expression. An even louder scream tore out of her and her body shook with another climax.

		 

		After pushing her through the orgasm, Greg pulled his cock out of her pussy and lowered her to the bed.

		 

		A pulse of jealous lust rushed through Justin when she immediately scrambled to her hands and knees, trying to get her mouth onto Greg’s cock. “Oh no! Not yet! Don’t let it be over yet!” she pleaded.

		 

		Greg chuckled. “Not over yet. But you don’t breed a bitch front ways. Come here.” He moved her forward until her hands were hanging over the end of the bed. Positioned himself behind her and pushed his cock back into her cunt. He nodded at Justin. “You come be with your woman if you want,” he said.

		 

		Greg poured out of the chair and crawled on his hands and knees to Ashley. As he got closer he saw how sweaty she was. Her whole face covered in sweat. The dank odor of her pussy juices was all over the sheets.

		 

		She threw a hand around his neck and pulled him into a sloppy wet kiss. Forcing her tongue deep into his mouth and moaning as Greg pounded her from behind. She pulled away and put a hand on his cheek. “He’s gonna’ do it, baby. He’s gonna’ fill my pussy up with his cum,” she panted.

		 

		“Oh god,” Justin moaned. He pressed his forehead to hers and held her hands, her moans rising in pitch. He clung to her as another orgasm erupted inside her.

		 

		Greg grunted behind her.

		 

		Justin’s cock twitched.

		 

		Greg put his hands on her ass and drove his cock balls deep into her pussy. He huffed out a breath and the root of his cock twitched as he delivered his payload into her.

		 

		Justin’s insides warmed with the lightest humiliation. Another man had once again loosed his seed inside his precious Ashley. The possibility that it would impregnate her was very real. All he could think of was how hard his cock was and how good it would feel to slip it into her used cunt and blow his own load into her in a desperate attempt to stop that from happening.

		 

		***

		 

		Downstairs Greg gave Justin’s outstretched hand a slap instead of a shake and grinned.

		 

		“Feels kind of weird to say thank-you for doing that but…well, thank-you for doing that,” he said with an awkward laugh.

		 

		Greg chuckled. “You guys were great. You better get up there and take care of your woman. Ping me any time for a repeat.”

		 

		“Thanks, man,” Justin said, opening the front door.

		 

		Greg ducked under the frame and disappeared into the night.

		 

		Justin took the stairs two at a time. He burst into the bedroom peeling off clothes.

		 

		Ashley was lying on her belly on the bed, legs facing the headboard.

		 

		He jumped up onto it on his knees and crawled between them. She seemed exhausted. “Babe? Baby? You okay?” he asked.

		 

		Ashley let out a soft hum and nodded.

		 

		Putting a hand on her shoulder he gently rolled her onto her back. Her legs fell open. Her pussy entrance was still gaping a little from being stretched by Greg’s huge cock. Looking inside Justin saw the mass of semen sloshing back and forth. He bent over her and pressed the head of his incredibly stiff cock against her lips. As he pressed into her the warm mess of Greg’s ejaculate seeped out over his balls.

		 

		Ashley opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Feel good?” she asked.

		 

		“That was so hot,” he said, his hips jerking and bucking back and forth. “Can you feel me at all?” For some perverted reason he almost wanted her answer to be ‘no.’ Still felt good when she nodded back at him.

		 

		“It feels nice,” she whispered.

		 

		He realized that this was the way it would always be now. His cock would always feel nice to her after her larger lovers fucked her. And he was certain she would have more. He definitely wanted it. For the time being he savored the delightful sensation of gliding in and out of her soiled insides.

		 

		Her eyes wandered along his expression and her smile widened. As he pumped his prick in and out of her she brushed the hair out of his eyes with her fingers. “It’s not over, you know?” she said.

		 

		He grunted and his balls tightened up between his legs. Hearing and seeing her act so casually as he fucked her, after she’d been so out of control with Greg, was confusingly erotic. “I know,” he grunted back.

		 

		She brushed his cheek with the back of his hand. “I’m gonna’ want more guys, Justin,” she said quietly.

		 

		The words sucked the air from his lungs and stiffened his cock inside her. He drove into her harder, half-hoping to elicit some more enthusiasm and the other half of him revelling in her calm demeanor.

		 

		“You can be my pimp,” she said with a giggle.

		 

		He grabbed her breast and squeezed it, hips slamming against her thighs now. He wouldn’t be her pimp. He’d get guys for her, sure. But it wouldn’t be him pimping her out. He was going to be her bitch. Not a bitch. Her bitch.

		 

		She reached down between their bodies and wrapped a hand around his ball sack. Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “I want you to come inside of me now,” she whispered.

		 

		He groaned as his emission began. “Yes, miss,” he managed to grunt before his body devolved into a twitching, quivering mess over top of her.

		

	
		Epilogue

		 

		Jenny sat on the bench looking extremely uncomfortable about what he’d just shared with her. “Oh my god,” she said quietly. “I’m so happy for you guys. Should I be happy for you?”

		 

		He smiled, happy to be able to confirm that the news was, in fact, good. “You should,” he said. “It’s mine.”

		 

		Jenny let out a sigh of relief and slumped back against the bench, pressing a hand to her forehead. “Oh my god. Okay. That’s good. So I can say it right. I’m so happy for you guys!” she cried out. She threw her hands around his neck and hugged him.

		 

		He gave her a playfully stern look as she pulled away from the embrace. “That was some risky meddling you got up to there,” he said.

		 

		She looked down at the ground. “You’re the one that asked for it,” she replied, sounding sheepish.

		 

		“I asked for help getting my wife laid, Jenny. Not impregnated.”

		 

		She looked at him sideways. “Forgive me for not being more responsible about Ashley’s reproductive choices. I had the impression that you guys knew how that worked.”

		 

		He let out a loud laugh.

		 

		Jenny smiled.

		 

		“I’m only teasing,” he said. “We definitely made some wonky choices for sure.”

		 

		She eyed him for a while. “You liked it though, didn’t you?”

		 

		“How could you tell?”

		 

		Jenny laughed. “I knew you would,” she said, nodding.

		 

		“Yeah I figured that. How’d you know? I’m curious,” he asked.

		 

		She shrugged. “There’s just something about you. It’s hard to describe. More of a feeling you give off, really.”

		 

		“I’m gonna’ try not to take that the wrong way.”

		 

		“There’s no wrong way to take it, Justin. It’s not a criticism. It just is what it is. Some guys like a little extra twist, is all. Usually it’s the smart ones.”

		 

		He gave her a gentle nudge with his shoulder. “Thanks, Jen,” he replied. When she pulled away he turned to face her. “I want to thank-you for setting all this up, too,’ he said.

		 

		She tilted her head to one side and smiled at him. “Honestly it was really fun.”

		 

		“Yeah I figured as much. You seemed to be having as good of a time cooking this up as we were living it.”

		 

		She grinned. “I won’t argue with that. It was cool showing you and Ash a side of yourselves you didn’t know you had. Helping you along. Felt kind of…creative.”

		 

		“You’re a kink artist,” he said.

		 

		She tipped her head and narrowed her eyes. “Nah. It was already there. I just helped it come out into the open.”

		 

		“A kink doula then,” he said.

		 

		She laughed. “A midwife for the cuckold.”

		 

		The word cuckold stung him a bit. He must have let it show on his face. Jenny became immediately serious.

		 

		“I didn’t mean that as a bad thing, Justin,” she said. “It’s just something I saw in a porn once. I actually have a lot more respect for you now.”

		 

		“You do?” he asked.

		 

		“Takes a pretty big set of balls to do that for your girl. I was impressed at how well you took it.”

		 

		He nodded. “Thanks. That means a lot.”

		 

		She put a hand on his shoulder and rubbed. “Tell Ashley I’ll give her a call later.”

		 

		“I will,” he said. He patted her on the leg, stood up off the bench and turned to walk home.

		 

		***

		 

		Ashley was in the kitchen wearing just her underwear and with no shoes or socks on. The air conditioning was out and the place was sweltering. She was chopping up pickles into a tuna salad, an empty tub of ice cream standing on the counter next to her.

		 

		A pleasant arousal gripped him at seeing her almost naked, barefoot and with the beginnings of a baby bump.

		 

		That promotion he’d been expecting had come early and at the perfect time. Ashley would be able to take her maternity leave without them worrying about finances. It gave him a deep sense of satisfaction knowing he could do that for her.

		 

		He walked up behind her and put his arms around her, resting his hands on her stomach.

		 

		“Oh, hey!” she said. “I didn’t hear you come in because of the fan.” She turned around to face him, streaks of chocolate ice cream under her mouth.

		 

		Justin laughed. He picked up a damp wash cloth and wiped the ice cream off. “You doing alright?” he asked.

		 

		“I’m great!” she said, grinning. She furrowed her brow. “Except I’m super, super horny,” she whispered.

		 

		He laughed. “That’s easy enough to take care of.” He pulled her away from the counter to lead her up the stairs. Her first trimester had been kind of rough but now that the nausea was gone she was hot to trot.

		 

		“Oh. Yeah! Let’s get it on!” she said, sounding like she hadn’t considered that possibility.

		 

		He turned and flashed a sly smile. “You have something else in mind?” he asked.

		 

		She looked sideways and bit her lip. “Let’s do your idea. But…maybe later we can…consider some other options?” she asked, one eyebrow raised.

		 

		He smiled a little wider at her. Pulled his phone out of his pocket and swiped to the messaging app. Looked at her from under his brow. “Why don’t I see about those other options now?”

		 

		She smiled, bit down on her lower lip and clapped her hands quietly in front of her chest.

		 

		THE END

		 

		Also by Jason Lenov
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