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Chapter 1

 


My hand slid down Lorelei's back and settled on her ass.
 

Her father gave one last honk of the horn and the kids made funny faces from the back seat as we watched them drive away.
 

One whole week.
 

She reached behind her back and picked my hand off, turning to smile sweetly at me. “I still have to go to work today, remember?”
 

My sweet Lorelei.
 

Still smiling, she turned and walked back into the house.
 

Normally I would have accepted the dismissal and moved on.
 

Normally there would be dishes to wash or laundry to fold or any number of excuses not to fuck. It was annoying how adventures were replaced by responsibilities once you had kids.
 

But this wasn't normally. I'd convinced Allan and Betty, Lorelei's parents, to take the kids and I wasn't about to go on doing things normally for the whole week.
 

So after closing the door I jogged down the hallway after her, grabbed her by the arm and spun her around.
 

She looked a little surprised. There was a flash of disbelief in her blue eyes at my brashness, replaced almost immediately by a mischief I hadn't seen in a long time.
 

“I thought maybe you could call in sick?”
 

Her sweet smile turned sly. “Is that what you thought?”
 

Was it true? Could it be? Was she actually playing along?
 

It had been so damn long since I'd seen her like this, the way she used to be, that I could barely recognize her.
 

“You're so funny,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“What?”
 

“Just that that's the first thing you think of. Is that all you ever think about?” she asked.
 

“You mean sex?”
 

Lorelei scrunched her nose up at the word and shook her head. “Yes, sex,” she replied, blushing a little at saying it.
 

I pulled her close and put on my best tough-guy voice. “Only if it's with you, baby.”
 

I did a terrible job.
 

But it made Lorelei giggle and that was something. That was better than her pushing me away and saying she had to go, right?
 

She let my hands glide along her generous curves until they came to rest on the soft shelf of her ass.
 

When I leaned in, she tilted her head and let me nuzzle against the softest spot of her neck. Her smile widened and she even wrapped her hands around my waist.
 

My cock was already half-hard and as I pulled her closer it rubbed against her pelvis.
 

Lorelei giggled and moved her hips back, turning her head to one side as if she'd never done anything so lewd in her life.
 

“So?” I whispered. “A quickie before you go?” I paused, studying the blush on her cheeks. Only the very roundest parts would go red when she felt shy, it was the sweetest thing. “Or should we just take the whole day?” I whispered. I leaned in slowly, tilted my head and pressed my lips against hers in a soft kiss.
 

Lorelei rewarded my efforts with the thing I love most in the world. The feeling of the prudish tension leaving her body. Whenever that happened, when her posture softened with desire, I knew I'd done what needed to be done.
 

I was in.
 

I held the kiss for a moment longer, careful not to use any tongue. There was still a chance of spoiling what I'd achieved and that was one of the ways it could be done.
 

Lorelei wasn't a fickle creature but she was a bit of a prude.
 

Letting go of her ruby lips, I let mine drift down into the graceful curve of her neck, to where her skin was softest. I kissed her gently there and smiled at the shudder I felt run down her back.
 

Then, just as slowly, I lifted my head up to look into her steel blue eyes again. Their usual sharp color had also softened somewhat. These were all good signs.
 

“So?” I asked.
 

Lorelei's pursed her lips into the thinnest of smiles and shook her head. “Oh you just think you're so clever, don't you Jake Winters? Playing me like that?”
 

I slackened my jaw in mock outrage. Part of our little courtship dance was playing my part, the character that Lorelei needed me to be.
 

“Oh, stop,” she muttered, then turned her slender wrist to look at the delicate silver watch she was wearing. “Alright. Fine. But I'm not calling in sick. I can't let the girls down.”
 

Damn it.
 

“Go. I'll meet you in the bedroom,” she said, turning to head for the bathroom of our little shoe-box bungalow.
 

It was half of a victory and that would have to be good enough. I snuck into the bedroom before she even made it to the bathroom and before she could change her mind.
 

“And draw the blinds!”
 

Sigh.
 

Don't get me wrong. I was grateful for what I had. Hell, there are men on this planet that get a tenth of what I get from Lorelei and think it's enough. It's just that, I've always had a little more of an itch than she has.
 

We'd only been married for two years before we had the kids. Lorelei was amazing about taking care of me even after they were in the picture. The way she did it, though, was always more or less the same.
 

She hated having the lights on. Still does. She would lie on her back under the covers and let me crawl between her legs. Sometimes she'd put her hands on my back.
 

She would never look me in the eye.
 

I could touch her breasts but not too much.
 

That kind of thing. You know what I'm talking about, right?
 

The sound of the toilet flushing made me realize I hadn't done any of what was necessary to put Lorelei in the mood.
 

Tugging my pants off I danced over to the window, swept the curtains shut, then hopped over to the bed. I managed to tug my shirt off over my head on the way there and dive under the covers the moment Lorelei stepped into the room.
 

As our eyes met, she giggled, closed the door which brought the room to near-darkness, then waved at me. “Close your eyes!”
 

Yeah. That kind of thing.
 

“Baby... “ I said, starting to protest. Lorelei was my buxom blonde goddess and I loved how curvy she was. Trouble was, I could never really get a good look at her with her clothes off. She was too shy.
 

“Ah-ah!” she snapped. “I'm not having this argument now! Either close your eyes or I'm going to work! I'm already late.”
 

She couldn't help but smile as she was saying it. My perpetually cheerful Lorelei.
 

“Okay, okay,” I grumbled and closed my eyes the way kids do when they're not allowed to peek.
 

Lorelei narrowed hers and then, as if to check whether mine were really shut, poked out her tongue.
 

Yes, she could be a little naive at times, too.
 

I stayed completely still and this seemed to convince her that my eyes were really shut. She reached behind herself and unzipped the back of the floral print sundress she was wearing.
 

My cock lurched as the fabric fell away from her and into a puddle on the floor.
 

Lorelei's breasts shook slightly as she stepped to one side. Two creamy mounds of flesh pressed together by her conservative white bra. I think Lorelei was a little bit shy of their size as well because they drew men's attention but she'd never say anything like that.
 

She reached back again, unclasped her bra, then leaned forward to let the straps slide down her arms.
 

Good Lord that made me hard!
 

Her nipples were hard. They were pink and her aereolae were quite small but the were longer than most women's and were begging to be sucked.
 

It was my dream to suck her nipples one day, though I knew it would probably never happen.
 

Lorelei didn't go in for that sort of the thing.
 

Then, to my surprise, as she was reaching down to remove her underwear, she did something I'd never seen her do before. Glancing at me to make sure my eyes were still closed, she reached up and cupped her breasts with both hands.
 

She bit her lip, squeezed them a bit, then let her fingers slide down to her nipples and pinched them!
 

My cock actually moved the sheets and the motion made Lorelei look up. She narrowed just one eye.
 

Shit.
 

The gig was up.
 

I was just about to open my mouth and explain, or apologize, or something, when Lorelei threw another curve ball my way. She circled one nipple with the tip of her finger making it harden even more.
 

Of course my cock hardened again, tenting the sheet.
 

“You cheater!” she shouted, then promptly dove under the sheets, her cheeks burning with shame and embarrassment.
 

Even though I felt a little bad for peeking, her little exhibitionistic tease had me rock hard and pumped full of raw courage. I rolled over onto her, kissed the softest part of her neck again, then pressed my lips against her ear. “Baby that was so hot!” I whispered.
 

Lorelei tried to curl her body up and away from me, giggling. “Oh stop it! You know I hate it when you look at me!”
 

“Hmm,” I said, breaking our usual protocol and letting my hand slide down her belly towards her thighs. “I'm not sure you do.”
 

Lorelei was just about to push my arm away and tell me to stop it again when I plunged my fingers into her underwear and between her legs. 
 

I was welcomed by the slick juices of her wet sex and a genuine gasp from my wife.
 

For a moment it felt like time had stopped. Despite our eight years of marriage, neither of us had been in that particular position before. I don't think I'd even ever put my hand between her legs.
 

Our eyes met in the darkness.
 

For a moment I felt a connection to Lorelei I'd never felt before. My whole body hummed with it. It was new. It was fresh. There was potential in that moment that went beyond our happy marriage.
 

I dared myself to delve deeper. I closed my eyes, leaned in and kissed Lorelei on the lips, then pushed my fingers into her body.
 

Her breasts heaved against me as she shuddered with pleasure. A soft moan escaped her, the sound moving into my mouth.
 

Inspired by this unknown Lorelei I plunged my tongue into her mouth and pressed it against hers.
 

I knew something had changed irrevocably when she pushed back.
 

My cock went iron-hard as my tongue played with hers, my fingers dipping into her soaked and heated sex. I was about to roll onto her and savour the feeling of her soft thighs on mine when her hands darted down and grabbed my arm.
 

“Please don't stop!” she begged in a whisper.
 

I couldn't believe it but I didn't dare stop.
 

Lorelei's body started shaking, her nails digging into my arm as I slid my fingers in and out. I kissed her again, then leaned back.
 

Her eyes were closed, her mouth open in a gentle “O.” She was obviously lost in her own world of passion and she looked incredible.
 

I dared a glance at her breasts that were swaying gently on her chest as her hips ground back against my hand.
 

Suddenly her body went stiff. Her eyes popped open, her jaw dropped. Then, curling like a flower folding for the night, she let out an almost operatic moan as an orgasm ripped down her body, curling her toes.
 

For the first time ever, I'd made Lorelei come with my hand.
 






Chapter 2

 


I was so turned on by the whole thing and so worried that she would change her mind about having sex as she drifted back to reality, that I wasted no time in crawling between her legs and finding the moist opening of her sheath with the head of my cock.
 

Lorelei assumed her usual posture, her legs spreading dutifully for me, hips tilting up to give me access.
 

But this time her eyes came up and met mine.
 

As I slid my hardened flesh into her hot, tight slit, she bit her lower lip and sucked in a breath.
 

Duty and, I guess concern, got the better of me. “You okay?” I asked.
 

Instead of looking away, or blushing or just nodding quickly to get away from the acknowledgement that we were two humans coupling, that we were husband and wife doing what husband's and wives do, that we were fucking, Lorelei whispered “yes.”
 

And raised one eye.
 

I know. I know. You think it's not a big deal. But here's the thing, it was a big deal. It was a huge deal! It was the hottest damn thing she'd ever done!
 

Besides just being her, that is.
 

I pushed my cock to the hilt up into her hot pussy, then pulled back.
 

Lorelei put her hands up on my shoulders and we almost fell into the same old thing, the same routine, the same tired fuck. But instead of leaving them there, she let them drift down.
 

Down her fingers went, glancing over my shoulder blades and sending shivers down my back and straight into my cock. Down past the small of my back where they tickled a little. Down, down until they settled on my ass.
 

Lorelei pulled me into herself. Her breasts shook. Her eyes never left mine.
 

Holy fuck.
 

I started thrusting into her with everything I had.
 

Her hot pussy got tighter and more wet with each hard rut of my cock. Her hands stayed on my ass, squeezing and kneading it as if she were trying to get more out of me than I could give.
 

As my nuts seized up and my orgasm loomed, I saw Lorelei's cheeks twitch. She furrowed her brow. A look somewhere between concern and and hope settled on her face.
 

It dawned on me what was happening. She was trying to come again! Lorelei wanted to have another orgasm!
 

Okay, so here's the other thing about Lorelei. It's not that I'm a terrible lover. I try to be sensitive. It's just that it takes a lot of work to make her come. A lot.
 

So we kind of have this unspoken agreement that it doesn't happen every single time and that that's okay. Otherwise we'd be going at it for, like, half an hour, right?
 

So to be inside of Lorelei on the cusp of an orgasm and have her trying for number two? It... it sort of put a lot of pressure on me. I'm not terrific under pressure.
 

My body seized as cum raced through the shaft of my cock. I let out a massive groan and fell onto Lorelei, my hips still jerking and spasming out the rest of my climax.
 

The orgasm was powerful but fast and as soon as it was over I felt a little bad. Still inside her, I dared to look at her.
 

She didn't make me roll off. Didn't look away, even. Just... stared back.
 

"Sorry about that," I muttered.
 

Lorelei gave me a puzzled look. "Sorry?" she asked.
 

"I... uh, I just thought you were... "
 

She bit her lip. Then she started giggling, her button nose shaking a little. Then she made me roll off. "I am so late!" she squealed.
 

Tearing the covers off the bed as she jumped up, she bounded towards the door and out of the room, slamming the door of the bathroom shut as she went inside.
 

I just lay there, naked and confused about what, exactly, had just happened between us.
 

Yes. That is how ordinary our sex life was. That even something so mundane gave me pause for thought.
 

The day went on.
 

Lorelei went to work. 
 

When we'd first moved to Trenton she'd taken a job at the florists because she was getting bored at home. Despite the fact that I made enough to support us, she enjoyed having something to do so the job kind of stuck.
 

Having taken the day off, I lounged around the house surfing the internet and watching satellite TV with one hand shoved down the sweat pants I was wearing while the other held a beer.
 

By the time Lorelei got home I was pleasantly tipsy and feeling frisky again. Because of that morning's success and the pleasant glow the beer had brought, I sauntered up to Lorelei as she stood in front of the fridge staring in and looking for something to eat.
 

I took a deep breath, smiled, then put my hands on her shoulders and gave them a little rub.
 

But something was not right.
 

"Everything okay?" I asked.
 

Lorelei nodded but I could tell it wasn't sincere. She was staring out the window into the street and seemed to be in a daze.
 

"Hey," I said, spinning her around so she was facing me. "What's going on? You have a bad day at work?"
 

Lorelei shook her head, blushed, then lowered her eyes. Then she shrugged my hands off her shoulders and started walking towards the kitchen. "It's nothing," she mumbled.
 

Well, that wasn't going to fly. I followed her into the kitchen studying her face to see if I might be able to figure out what the heck she was on about. "Lori, you look like you've seen a ghost! Come on will you please tell me what's going on?"
 

She turned her head and looked up at me from where she was standing by the counter. She bit her lower lip, the way she always did when she was feeling shy, then looked away again. "I'm a terrible person," she said quietly.
 

I furrowed my brow as I walked towards her. This was so unlike her, she was normally a very cheerful woman and not prone to speaking poorly about herself. "What are you talking about?" I said putting a hand on her shoulder again.
 

Lorelei turned around and we locked eyes. She sighed through her ever so slightly parted lips, then licked them with her tongue. "You know that house two doors down that was for sale?"
 

"The Kazinski's place?" I asked. "Yeah. Sure. What about it?"
 

"I think someone bought it."
 

I was still very confused. "Yeah? So?"
 

Lorelei's eyes got shifty and she started looking side to side and up and down, anywhere so she didn't have to look right at me. "So... "
 

I took a step back and gave her some time. Sometimes when she got in these moods she just needed some space to fish herself out. I didn't prod, just waited for her to sort it out.
 

After a lot more humming and hawing, Lorelei found the courage to try again. "So I think that the guy that bought it... I think I just saw him. I recognized the real estate agent from the sign and he was there with a guy giving him the keys."
 

Still wasn't sure what she was getting at. "Okay? What's so bad about that?"
 

"Jake," Lorelei whispered. At that moment she looked straight at me with her big, blue eyes and gripped my arm. "He's black."
 

For a few moments I didn't understand the significance of this. Until it dawned on me that Lorelei had not much to do with black people or people of any color for that matter.
 

She'd been raised in the suburbs and we moved to the suburbs shortly after college. It's not that we sought out an all white community or anything like that, we weren't racist, it just happened that that's where we ended up.
 

Lorelei's experience with black people was limited, to say the least.
 

I resisted the urge to snicker because that would not have made her feel very good, but it was hard. Poor sweet Lori was acting like a very privileged girl indeed. "Lori what's so bad about that?" I asked instead.
 

Her eyes darted around the room a few more times until she mustered up some more courage to explain herself. "What about the property value?" she asked quietly, as if someone might hear.
 

Wow.
 

Okay, this I had to address. "Lorelei! That's a terrible thing to say!"
 

"Oh! I know! I'm a terrible person!" she said, yanking her hand away and stomping off to the front room.
 

I followed her out there and came up behind her as she was staring out the window.
 

The sky had begun to darken with some ominous-looking storm clouds that were moving in.
 

I peered out the side of the bay window to see if I could see the man that had disturbed my wife so much.
 

Indeed, there he was. He was tall and bald and his skin was very dark. He was wearing suit pants and a white shirt that was unbuttoned at the top, exposing a good bit of his hard chest and the gold chain he wore around his neck.
 

I watched him smile, shake the real estate agent's hand, then help the man take down the "Sold" sign on the front lawn.
 

A glance at Lorelei revealed that she, too, was staring at what was going on.
 

That was the moment it all began. It was as if a switch had been flipped, two parts of my mind previously unrelated coupled with a satisfying click as my eyes moved from our new dark neighbor to my wife and back.
 

Something animal, something primal began to call out from the deepest, darkest part of my mind. Something that wouldn't go away.
 

"Let's go say hello," I said, with just a little too much excitement in my voice.
 

"What?!?" Lorelei squawked from beside me. She jumped back from the window, as if scared that the man had heard and would look over to see us spying.
 

I didn't care. I just stared and stared, my mind spinning up all sorts of lascivious thoughts. "Come on," I said grabbing her by the arm. "Maybe we'll catch him before he goes inside."
 

I had us both storming out through the front door before Lorelei could protest. By the time she started squirming and whispering for me to stop it was too late. We were a few dozen feet away from the freshly sold house and our approach had been noticed by our new friend.
 

The closer we got, the taller he seemed until we were both standing in front of him and seemingly staring up to meet his eyes.
 

I put on a big grin and shoved out my hand. "I'm Jake Winters. Looks like you bought the place?"
 

An easy smile formed along his mouth as he took my hand. He had a strong grip and gave it a good shake. "Pleased to meet you," he said, his low voice rolling out of him like the distant thunder of the coming storm. "Reginald Jones."
 

He gave my hand a few more pumps and squeezed it hard enough that I had to suck in a breath and try not to wince. "Uh, this is my wife Lorelei."
 

Reginald's eyes swung slowly towards her. He turned and reached out to take her outstretched hand.
 

Her face was a fierce crimson and I knew I was probably going to get an earful when we got back but I didn't care.
 

Reginald picked up her dainty palm with his but instead of shaking it, he turned it so the back was facing up. He leaned forward and for a moment I caught my breath because it looked like he was going to kiss her. He didn't. Instead, he leaned even further forward and brought up her hand and pressed his dark lips gently against her pale, white flesh.
 

Holy shit.
 

I had no idea why then but I was hard as a rock and I had to shift around a lot because I was wearing sweat pants. If either of them had cared to look they would have seen the huge erection I was sporting. I squeezed my ass cheeks to try and drain the blood out of my dick.
 

"What a pretty name," Reginald said, smiling at Lorelei as he stared into her eyes.
 

And Lorelei? Lorelei looked like she was rooted to the ground. She was so stunned, her mouth hanging slightly open and her blue eyes wide and shiny and curious about this handsome, chivalrous stud that had just kissed her hand.
 

The two of them stared at each other for far too long and I stared at them until I felt like the tension between the three of us was going to snap.
 

Thunder rumbled overhead.
 

The three of us looked up.
 

"Look's like it's going to rain," Reginald said before turning to me with his wide smile.
 

"Uh... yeah. Sure does," I replied, sounding somewhat breathless.
 

"Well, I best get going. We move in tomorrow but Shanice won't be here for another week. That's my wife. She's finishing up some business in Philadelphia."
 

And just as quickly as that strange feeling, that tugging need to race out and introduce myself and particularly Lorelei to Reginald had welled up inside me, it receded just as quickly back upon hearing about his wife.
 

"Of course," I said, feigning my own easy smile to mask my disappointment. And as I glanced at Lorelei who was still blushing a little but less now, she, too, looked like there was something about what she'd heard that had made her a little sad. "Are you moving in yourself then?" she asked.
 

"Oh we've hired movers. I swore after our last move that I wasn't lifting another damn box. That's a young man's game." Reginald let out a low chuckle. "But yes, I'll be here supervising and getting in the way."
 

"Then you must come over for dinner tomorrow night," Lorelei said.
 

My jaw nearly dropped open. That was extremely forward of her. She was friendly but it generally took her some time to warm up to people. Was this some sort of atonement for what she'd said about him being black and the property values?
 

"Oh that's very kind of you but I wouldn't want to intrude and... "
 

"I insist. I won't take no for an answer."
 

I looked over at Lorelei to see her standing straight and tall and proud and certain and I couldn't believe that this was my wife acting like that.
 

Reginald let out another low, rolling chuckle before replying. "Well, alright. If you're sure it's not too much trouble," he said.
 

"It's absolutely no trouble at all. Six o'clock then," Lorelei said.
 

The first fat drops of rain fell with wet splats on the sidewalk and we all looked up at the sky.
 

"Well, I best get going on," Reginald said. "It was nice to meet you Jake, Lorelei." His smile warmed as he said her name.
 

"It was nice to meet you too, Reginald," I said, still a little breathless, a little stunned.
 

"Oh, call me Reg. All my friends do. I'll see y'all tomorrow night."
 

Reg got into his car with a wave.
 

Lorelei and I waited and watched him drive off. Then we ran home right before the downpour came.
 






Chapter 3

 


"That was unlike you," I said as I finished towelling off my hair and handed the towel to Lorelei.
 

"Hmm?" she asked, but she seemed absent staring off into the dark hall outside the bathroom.
 

"To just invite him over for dinner like that, I mean."
 

"Oh, that. Was it?" she mused but still from far away.
 

I had a feeling like I was sitting on the very thin edge of something and if I didn't balance right I would fall. The incident with Reg had been confusing because of how aroused I'd become and how quickly I'd acted on it.
 

Now I wanted to know what Lorelei was thinking. I wanted to know what was behind those wide eyes. Had she been attracted to him as much as I'd been attracted to the sight of them together? Did she feel any of what I felt? Or was I just making this all up in my mind?
 

A thought struck me and I'm pretty sure I started blushing just from thinking it. I could go the usually way and try to slowly coax Lorelei into telling me how she was feeling or what she thought of the whole thing.
 

I could tease and goad the answers out of her about why she'd invited Reg over for dinner and why'd she'd blushed so hard when he kissed her hand.
 

Or I could find out right now in a much easier way.
 

As Lorelei threw the towel in the hamper I stepped up behind her, put my hands on her hips, then tilted my head and kissed the side of her neck.
 

To my surprise she responded instantly by tilting her head, too, and exposing the soft part of her neck.
 

My heart pounded as I kissed her and worked up the courage to do what I wanted to do. I let my fingers slide around to her trim tummy and then, quickly enough that she couldn't react, I shoved my hand down her pants and in between her legs.
 

The gasp Lorelei made at my intrusion along with the sopping wetness drooling from her cunt made my cock harden right back up. I ran a finger the length of her slickness and ran it back before she jerked my hand back out.
 

"Jake! What are you doing?!?" she yelped, spinning around.
 

Now normally I would have bowed down and begged her forgiveness for doing such a bold thing. Actually, normally I would have never done something like that in the first place.
 

But this time I just stared into her eyes, smiling slightly at the secret I'd discovered and how clever I'd been about it.
 

"What is wrong with you?" she demanded, still staring at me, her cheeks burning an angry red. "Why did you do that?" she snapped.
 

Fuelled by the feeling that had blossomed inside me again, the memory of Lorelei staring into Reg's dark eyes and knowing it had made her so incredibly wet, I dared myself to keep going with the crazy new me. "You're dripping wet," I said quietly.
 

Lorelei's eyes darted around the bathroom. The angry red on her cheeks turned to shame but she was speechless. She couldn't think of a single thing to say!
 

I moved closer to her and pressed harder. "Why are you so wet?" I asked.
 

"What are you talking about?" Lorelei muttered. She had the energy of a cornered animal that wanted to bolt but had nowhere to go.
 

"I mean your pussy." Oh God it felt good saying that! I'd never said anything out loud like that to her before! "Your pussy's dripping wet. That means your turned on. What turned you on?"
 

Lorelei let out an exasperated sigh and tried to move past me to walk out into the hall but I stood my ground.
 

Then, in an act that was stunningly out of character, I lifted her chin with my finger so I could look into her eyes.
 

As our eyes met I let my hand fall down her body. I unbuttoned her pants with a slick twist of my fingers, then zipped her zipper down and pushed my fingers into her panties again.
 

Except this time Lorelei didn't resist. This time Lorelei not only moaned her satisfaction but lowered herself a little so she could grind her pussy against my hand.
 

I pressed up closer to her as I slid two fingers along her hot, wet slit. "I asked you a question."
 

You don't know this but I would never talk to Lorelei like that. Something had changed in me, though. I felt the need to assert myself, to display my dominance over her.
 

This was no longer an equal partnership, at least not in that moment. I needed to show her I was the boss.
 

Lorelei let herself be pressed up against the wall and moaned again as I found her hole with my fingers and her clit with my thumb. "I... "
 

I eased two fingers into her pussy just as I started spinning my thumb around her engorged nub. "Tell me," I whispered, my face next to her cheek.
 

"I... "
 

The wet sounds of me finger fucking her pussy and flicking at her clit slapped noisily around the hard bathroom tile.
 

"Tell me," I repeated, growling this time.
 

Lorelei gasped. Her hands gripped my arm and her hips bucked against my hand.
 

Fuck I wanted to hear her say it so badly. "Tell me."
 

Lorelei's mouth fell open. Her claws dug into the skin on my arm. She threw her head back like she was going to scream. Her eyes closed and her body tensed. She drew in a breath. Right before the first violent shudder ripped through her, she let out some air and along with it came the single word I'd been waiting for. "Reg."
 

My cock hardened as I felt the first powerful tremor of her orgasm rush through her body.
 

Her pussy squeezed around my fingers sending a spurt of her hot juice onto my hand. She groaned loudly as the climax gripped, then released her. Her nails dug into the skin of my arm.
 

I revelled in my new-found power and dominance over my wife as I rubbed her pussy through the rest of her pleasure.
 

A moment of panic gripped me when it was over and I felt her pulling my arm up from between her legs. Would the prude return? Would she push me away and leave me hanging with a huge hard on in the bathroom as she ran to the bedroom to embarrassed to look at me or speak.
 

I needed to come and the force of that need was overwhelming. Before she could do any of those things, I yanked my belt open and pushed my sweats and boxers down, freeing my cock to come bouncing out.
 

Lorelei's eyes went wide. For the first time in our marriage and probably her life, she indulged in staring directly at my hard member.
 

I took her hand in mine. I guided her to it, then closed her palm and fingers around my throbbing cock. The heat of her soft skin alone nearly made me come.
 

Lorelei looked up. Her eyes were filled with fear and wonder but she didn't stop.
 

Staring at her, I showed her how to stroke up and down my shaft and once confident that she'd found a rhythm, let go and braced myself against the wall.
 

Lorelei looked down again as she rubbed my hard cock.
 

Cum pulsed up my shaft as my nuts seized up. I grunted and looked down.
 

Lorelei squeezed me harder but kept up the pace I'd set.
 

"Slow," I whispered. "Slow down."
 

She looked up at me. Just as the beginning of my climax neared, she slowed her strokes stretching out the approach like a roller coaster climbing that first hill.
 

Pleasure squeezed the space between my legs. The first spurt of cum shot out, covering her arm.
 

"Go," I whispered. "Please, go faster!"
 

Those words transformed my shy and prudish wife into a stroking machine. Her hand started to piston around my cock. Splash after splash of sticky seed flew out of the head landing on her arm, her clothes, the tile floor.
 

The whole time Lorelei pumped me hard, her hand choking my shaft and milking the seed out of me.
 

The whole thing ended with a massive groan and a shudder and I leaned forward, panting, pressing against Lorelei.
 

And still no shame, no trying to run away, no giggling even. Just Lorelei, who'd never done anything like this in her life, holding my slowly flagging cock.
 

It felt like heaven.
 

"Are you mad?" Lorelei whispered.
 

"Mad?" I asked.
 

"Are you mad about what I said?"
 

"You mean his name?" I was still pressed against her so I couldn't look into her eyes but I think it was easier for us that way.
 

"Yeah."
 

Oh sweet summer child.
 

"Baby, I'm not mad," I whispered, feeling a new ease between us. "That was really damn hot."
 



***

 


"I only said it because he was married."
 

Her voice shook me out of slipping into sleep. For a moment I wondered if I'd dreamed it.
 

"Did you hear me?" Lorelei asked.
 

"Uh, yeah. What do you mean?"
 

We'd managed to extricate ourselves from what had happened in the bathroom. Lorelei had jumped into the shower and by the time she came out I didn't really feel like bringing it up again and having a long talk about it. 
 

We went about our first evening free from kids in relative silence. We made some popcorn, watched a movie, then, as I started falling asleep on the couch, Lorelei suggested we go to bed.
 

Like I said, I was almost in la-la-land when she brought this up.
 

"I mean that I only said his name because he's married."
 

"You mean Reg?" I asked.
 

Duh. Who the hell else had she moaned about lately?
 

"Yeah. I still... I just... I don't want you to think that... "
 

"That what?"
 

"I don't want you to think that I want to cheat on you or something."
 

Great. Now I was never getting to sleep. Not necessarily a bad thing, considering the reason for it.
 

I rolled over onto my side so I could try to make out her face in the darkness. "Would you?"
 

"Would I what?" she asked.
 

"Would you ever do it with another man?"
 

"Jake! No!" she squealed and slapped me on the arm.
 

"Even... "
 

The silence in the room seemed to get heavier. Was I really going to say this? Just yesterday we couldn't even have sex with the lights on and now we were going to talk about Lorelei getting with another man?
 

"Even what?" she whispered.
 

That's what pushed me over the edge. There was an insistence in her voice, a hunger it sounded like. A hunger to push this a little further, to see how far we could take it. How far we would dare.
 

"Even if I told you it was alright? If I told you I wanted to see it?"
 

There was a long pause. The blackout blinds were pulled down so we could sleep in in the morning and I could barely make out her eyes.
 

"Why would you say something like that?" she asked, finally. Her voice was barely a whisper.
 

"Because I found it hot," I said right away.
 

More silence but this time I didn't wonder if we were going to go further. This time I knew she wanted down this rabbit hole. I was going with her all the way.
 

"Do you?" she asked.
 

"Yes," I replied.
 

She took more time to think, turning her head to stare up at the ceiling.
 

I started coming up with answers to what I thought was going to be the inevitable next question namely, "why?"
 

Why? Why. Who knows why? It's not like I thought about it all the time but I had thought about it, on occasion.
 

Sometimes when Lorelei wasn't in the mood or whatever I'd put on some pornography that featured things like that. Big, built black guys having sex with white women. I don't know why? It was just... hot.
 

"I couldn't anyways."
 

The statement surprised me partly because I'd thought she was going to ask a question instead but partly because it sounded like she was trying to convince herself that she couldn't.
 

"Why not?" I ventured, figuring there was nothing to lose now. I knew full well why not. I guess that made it safe, in a way, the fact that Reg was married and there was no chance of anything happening. Made it more of a game and less of a think that would come true in real life.
 

"Because he's married. I could never do anything like that to another woman."
 

I sighed and rolled over. I guess I was a little disappointed, the same way I had been when Reg had told us about Shanice, his wife. 
 

I was also kind of relieved. There was nothing to worry about. I would never have to sit at work wondering whether Reg was at our house fucking my wife. I laughed out loud at the thought.
 

"What?" Lorelei asked.
 

"Oh, nothing. Just... a funny thing I thought of the other day."
 

"What is it?"
 

"Nothing." I turned to look at her, my cock hard from our conversation. "You want to... " I left the question dangling.
 

Lorelei bit her lip. "Sure," she said. "Why not?"
 

Hot damn. This was going to be a good week.
 






Chapter 4

 


We lounged around in bed the next morning until about ten o'clock. Well, Lorelei did. I was having a hard time sleeping in.
 

We'd fucked hard again the night before and while I was pretty excited by Lorelei's awakened libido, I was also a tiny bit... disturbed?
 

Of course Reg was married and Lorelei would never do anything like that, as she said, still every time I even thought about her contemplating it I would get a powerful rush of jealous adrenaline course through me.
 

It kind of felt silly because I'd been the one to bring it up and run out to meet him. I'd been the one who'd made her whisper his name as she came. And yet as hot as I found those things and considering Lorelei getting with Reg, I also knew that was probably best kept inside my head.
 

I finally got up, went downstairs and put on some coffee.
 

Lorelei got up not too much after but didn't come downstairs for a long time. She took a long shower and then spent an inordinately long amount of time in the bathroom.
 

When she finally came downstairs, I realized why.
 

"What are you doing?" I asked.
 

"What?" Lorelei replied. She walked across the kitchen, the heels she was wearing clicking across the tile.
 

"Why are you all dressed up?"
 

Dressed up was an understatement. Lorelei had put on a white sun dress with red polka dots, high red heels and had matched her lipstick to the color of the shoes. She'd also done her hair so that it was in sort of a fashionable bun behind her head.
 

"I thought I'd go to the market and get some nice meat for dinner. You want to come?"
 

I looked down at myself. Same sweats I'd worn last night. Ratty t-shirt I'd slept in with holes in it. I rubbed a hand across my jaw and realized I had probably two days worth of growth on.
 

"Do I have time to clean up?"
 

Lorelei glanced at me up and down, then smiled. "You know what? Why don't I just go. I'll be back in a flash. Okay?"
 

"Okay," I said. That sounded fine to me. I wasn't really planning on leaving the house that day and if she wanted to do the groceries herself that was great!
 

I walked her to the door, kissed her on the cheek, then watched as she walked out towards the car. I swung the door closed but right before it shut I heard Lorelei call out. "Oh hey, Reg! How's the move going?"
 

Now grabbing the door to keep it from shutting would have been weird. Bursting out onto the street to see Lorelei talking to Reg would have been weirder still. So, I just bolted over to the bay window and peered out instead.
 

Because an unshaven, wild-eyed guy staring out of the window at his wife was totally not weird.
 

The first burst of jealous lust that shook through me at seeing Reg greet Lorelei with a kiss on the cheek was more potent than the strongest cup of coffee.
 

It wasn't just the way that Reg greeted her, either. It was the way that she'd bounced over to where he was standing. It was the way she smiled at him, the way she seemed to turn on the extra-cheerful Lorelei for Reg.
 

I stared out the window watching the two of them talk and share a laugh. Reg was dressed in khaki shorts and a pink golf shirt and looked just as classy as he had the night before.
 

A few moments later I watched as Lorelei gave him a little wave of her hand, then spun around and bounced back towards the car. Just as I was about to lean away from the window, I saw her look up.
 

Our eyes met and one corner of Lorelei's mouth turned up in what I can only describe as a wicked little smile. Then she popped into the mini, fired the engine up and she was gone.
 

It took me a moment to process what exactly had happened and how it must have looked to Lorelei. She had caught me staring out the window as she talked to Reg.
 

That smile, that wicked little smile meant one thing. Lorelei knew a little secret about me. She knew it turned me on to see her with Reg.
 

This was the part where I started to panic a little. Because of that smile, you see. It wasn't that it didn't turn me on to fantasize about her with him, it did. It was that now that I'd shared it with her it seemed a little less... controlled.
 

Before I had it nicely cordoned off inside my own mind. I could pull it out when I wanted to. Now it wasn't just mine. It was Lorelei's too. She could take it out and play with it and do whatever she wanted.
 

That just didn't feel as safe anymore. You know?
 

I spent the hour and a half that she was gone pacing, sometimes frantically, around the living room trying to figure out how to put the genie back in the bottle.
 

When she did get back I was in the same dishevelled state I'd been when she left.
 

"Are you going to change today? Or are you going to be looking like that when Reg comes over? I changed the time, by the way. I told him cocktails at five o'clock. So we don't have to jump on dinner right away."
 

"Okay," I replied. "Yeah. Sure. No. Of course I'll change. Hey, can I ask you something?"
 

Lorelei put the bags on the counter and turned to look at me. She was standing quite tall because of the heels and her ass made a nice shelf under her sundress.
 

My cock throbbed.
 

"What is it?" Lorelei asked.
 

I let out a nervous giggle and walked over to where she was standing. "So, you know that thing we talked about last night?"
 

Lorelei's tight mouth relaxed into a smile. "You mean about Reg?" she said, her voice suddenly sultry and low.
 

Wow. She was really enjoying this.
 

"Yeah. That."
 

"What about it?" she purred, running a finger down the front of my shirt and letting it rest on the elastic waistband of my sweats.
 

I looked into her deep, blue eyes. She looked fantastic all dolled up and hot. The reason I'd started the conversation was to tell her that it was just a fantasy, that it wasn't something I really wanted.
 

Sure, I'd said the opposite the other day but now in the sober light of day it felt... it felt a little off.
 

The image of Lorelei's legs splayed on the bed and the trunk of Reg's thick cock pumping into her dripping cunt flashed in my mind.
 

I opened my mouth but no sound came out.
 

Lorelei smirked. "What's the matter?" she asked quietly. "Cat got your tongue?"
 

Fuck.
 

"I'm... I'm gonna go take a shower," I muttered, backing away, unable to tear my eyes away from her stare.
 

Then Lorelei smirked again. It wasn't a mean thing, I know saying "smirk" sounds like she was doing it in a mean way. It wasn't that. It was just... it was that same thing as before. A smile that goes "nah-nuh nah-nuh naaah-nuuuh, I know your secret!"
 

And... and that was kind of hot.
 

I went upstairs to the bathroom, turned the shower on and stroked one out into my underwear before getting in.
 






Chapter 5

 


Five o'clock felt like a long time rolling around. By the time Reg knocked on the door I'd already done a good deal of fretting, probably for nothing because he was married, and I'd gotten into the drinks a couple of hours earlier.
 

"Will you stop that?" Lorelei had asked as she saw me pouring glass after glass of bourbon on the rocks. "You're going to make yourself drunk!"
 

"I'm fine," I'd replied until I had made myself drunk. Then I cursed having done it. When I heard the knock at the door I slammed a bunch of glasses of water before going over to open it.
 

It was Reg.
 

"Jake!" he said, reaching in with his hand and grabbing mine. He gave my hand a few pumps with his big, black paw, then handed me the bottle of wine he'd brought. "I hope you like it. Lori said we were having steak so I brought a Cab Sauv. It's the 2009 Wyatt Cabarnet. California. It's a happy little wine."
 

I managed a smile that I hoped didn't look to drunken as I muttered my thanks and asked him inside. I was just scrambling to come up with something to say when Lorelei walked up behind me in the hall.
 

"Reg!" she exclaimed, her voice warm and soft. "I told you you didn't have to bring anything," she said, taking the wine from me.
 

"Oh, nonsense! I've been brought up too well to show up empty-handed. Besides, it's the least I can do to say thanks for dinner."
 

Then, right in front of me, Reg leaned in and kissed Lorelei so close to her mouth that I thought my heart was going to jump out of my chest.
 

And you know what she did? She rolled her eyes. She shook her head and rolled her eyes and smiled at him. "Oh Reg!" she said, then spun around making her dress flare out and marched back into the kitchen.
 

Reg shot me a wry smile. "That is a very fine lady you have for a wife there," he said, pointing to where Lorelei had disappeared into the kitchen.
 

Of course I was second guessing myself in everything I did because I was so drunk.
 

What was his smile supposed to mean? Why had he said that? Was he hitting on her or was it my imagination?
 

I brushed the questions aside, smiled back at him, then waved him into the kitchen.
 

Lorelei had made potato salad and was moving it into a serving dish when we walked in.
 

"Jake, why don't you open that night and fix Reg a cocktail?" she asked.
 

So I know that might not seem strange to you but Lori was not a bossy woman. She wasn't a take charge sort of gal who ordered me around. She would normally wait for me to tell her what to do, then follow my lead. Not the other way around.
 

Nonetheless, I did what she asked, stealing glances at her as I did to see if everything was okay. She seemed fine so I decided it must have just been my own drunkenness and handed Reg a large glass of red wine.
 

"Ah! Thank-you! I think you'll enjoy this very much!" he said.
 

I lifted my glass of water and touched it to his wine glass.
 

His smile faded. "Oh my. I'm sorry, do you not drink?" he asked.
 

Lorelei shot me a sideways glare. "Oh he does. He just had a little too much before you got here," she explained.
 

Reg's body shook slightly as that low chuckle rolled out of him. "I see. Well, to a good time!" He lifted his glass and touched mine with it.
 

I stole a glance at Lorelei before forcing another weak smile.
 

Her expression had changed yet again. The smiled had settled into something more devious. Something slightly more menacing.
 

Or maybe it was just me. Maybe I was just drunk.
 

Lorelei moved the bowl with the potato salad into the fridge then sauntered over to where Reg was standing. "Should we get some fresh air?" she asked. "It's a nice night."
 

"Sure!" Reg said and turned to follow her out the sliding door onto the deck.
 

It was a nice night. The hot summer air was heavy with moisture and the potential for another storm. Like you could wring something out of it if you tried hard enough.
 

Reg strolled out off the deck and onto the lawn, admired the vegetable garden that Lorelei kept where things were just beginning to sprout. Then he came back, set down his wine glass and reached into his pocket.
 

I'll admit I was surprised when he pulled out a thinly rolled joint and a lighter.
 

"You folks mind if I indulge a bit?" he asked.
 

I looked over at Lorelei. What I expected was not at all what I saw. I expected shock, revulsion maybe. In addition to being kind of prudish, Lorelei lived a very clean life. She rarely took alcohol and never did drugs.
 

What I saw was so out of character for her that I had another one of those moments where I questioned whether this was really the woman I'd been married to all these years or if there was something she'd been hiding from me.
 

She looked at Reg, smiled, took a swig of her wine and said, "Not at all. Knock yourself out."
 

A moment later I heard the flick of a lighter, followed by the soft crackle of herb being lit. Then a haze of sweet-smelling grey smoke wafted towards the house.
 

I was starting to sober up a little more than I was comfortable with and I would have killed for a hit off of the joint but I hadn't smoked since college and never around Lorelei.
 

"Care to join me?" Reg asked.
 

I smiled and lifted a hand to thank him anyway when Lorelei piped up.
 

"I've never tried it."
 

What?
 

My jaw nearly dropped at the notion that she might even be considering having a conversation about this. She was supposed to be outraged!
 

At least the Lorelei I knew would have been.
 

"You've never tried pot?" Reg asked, smiling at her.
 

She stood up, her long, lean legs drawing both our eyes, then walked over to where Reg was puffing on his joint.
 

"Lorelei doesn't really do... well, anything," I said, after an awkward guffaw.
 

"Anything?" Reg asked.
 

"I drink on occasion," Lorelei explained.
 

Reg frowned. "Well you should try something new every once in a while. No sense going through life not knowing what it's like to have fun."
 

At this point I also would have killed to know what the hell was going on in Lorelei's mind!
 

She eyed the joint for a while, then eyed Reg with an almost lusty stare. "You think so, huh?" she asked.
 

Well there's no other way to describe what she was doing. The way she was standing, the way she was staring at him, the way she asked the question made it very clear. Lorelei was flirting with Reg.
 

"I think there's all sorts of good stuff you should try," Reg said, grinning and passing her the joint.
 

My jaw dropped as I watched the tiny white sliver move from his thick, black fingers to her slender white hand. She wasn't really going to... was she?
 

Lorelei eyed the joint some more, holding it up in front of her eyes so she could watch the way the smoke curled off the tip. She looked over at me and I must have been quite the sight because she started to laugh. "What?" she asked. "Maybe he's right. Maybe I need to have some fun?"
 

Then she pressed the joint to her lips, hollowed her cheeks and sucked in a drag.
 

The whole thing culminated in the explosive bout of coughing I'd been expecting so at least there was that. At least my wife wasn't a secret pot-head. She nearly hacked up a lung as she handed the joint back to Reg but it meant she'd got some. That meant she was about to become very stoned.
 

I wasn't sure how I felt about that.
 

"Jake?" Reg asked, holding out the joint.
 

I walked over, took it from him and sucked in a big hit. The smooth, easy buzz settled over me almost instantly. When I looked over at Lorelei again, I could tell by her eyes that she'd slammed into the mellow wall, too.
 

"There we go," Reg said. "Much better. Now that's how you chill out. Should we take a seat?"
 

The three of us wandered over to the patio table and sat down.
 

"Mmm," Reg said, staring up at the first stars that had just appeared in the dusky sky. "I have a good feeling about this place. I think I'm going to like it here."
 

We all nodded and let some silence pass. Lorelei looked absolutely blitzed from the pot so I thought I'd strike up a conversation with Reg to pass the time. "So what about Shanice, Reg?" I asked. "What does Mrs. Jackson do?"
 

Reg grinned and chuckled. "She’s… you know, I’ll let Mrs. Jackson tell you about her when you meet her. Her background's in dance, believe it or not. Ballet, actually. But she left that when the kids came along and got another job. Just shot up through the ranks. Now that they're gone she's starting a dance-wear business. It's all online. She thinks there's a big hole in the market. We had some capital from selling the house so I said go for it. She's got a designer working on the site right now."
 

I nodded and smiled politely and started thinking about what to ask next.
 

"But mostly she's in the business of keeping Mr. Jackson happy, if you know what I'm saying?"
 

Because of the high it took longer than normal for my mind to register that what he'd said wasn't exactly polite conversation. I flashed him an awkward smile, then looked over at Lorelei.
 

She was fucking high as a kite. Her mouth was open, her eyes were bloodshot, the lids droopy, and she was wearing a big sloppy grin on her face.
 

The whole situation hit me like a flower exploding in slow motion and I started to chuckle, then outright laugh.
 

Lorelei cocked her head and furrowed her brow but a few moments later dove right into my pool of insanity and started to laugh right along with me.
 

Reg, who looked like he wasn't affected by the pot at all, sat there watching us and smiling until we calmed down, then took another puff of the tiny stub and butted it out.
 

"Mmm, that's good shit," he said. He looked across the table at Lorelei and made absolutely no bones about letting his eyes crawl down her body, enjoy the fleshy curves of her breasts, then rake down to her where her legs were poking out from her dress.
 

A sharp pang of jealousy tore through my hazy high. It cut down my throat and settled in my gut as I watched Reg checking out my wife. A part of me wanted to tell him to stop, to tell him that he had to leave, that he couldn't just come into a man's house and do that kind of thing.
 

But there was another, much stronger, part of me that couldn't keep my eyes from shifting between him and Lorelei.
 

It was clear that she knew he was watching her. Not just from the blush on her cheeks but from the way she was trying to hide behind one finger. She, too, couldn't stop glancing at Reg.
 

The whole situation spun up the tension so tight between the three of us that I nearly snapped. I felt like something had to be done.
 

"So, Reg, what's Shanice doing tonight?" I asked. The question felt like ramming a stick into the spokes of a bike flying down the street. It was a little heavy-handed, I guess, but I didn't know how else to put the brakes on what was happening between Reg and Lorelei.
 

Reg's smile widened as he finally tore his eyes away from her and looked at me. "Funny you should ask," he said, chuckling. He pulled his phone out of his breast pocket, swiped at it a few times, then turned it so we could see.
 

My eyes felt like they were going to pop right out of their sockets.
 

There, staring up at both of us, was a woman who I could only assume was Shanice. She was kneeling on the floor in the picture, staring up with wide eyes.
 

She also had a fat, long cock stuffed half-way into her mouth.
 

I glanced at Lorelei. She looked... flabbergasted. I think that's the only word for it. Her mouth was hanging open and her eyes were bugging out. Her neck was craned forward and her shoulders hunched, as if she was trying to get as close as possible to the picture to make sure it was real.
 

My eyes darted back and forth between the picture and Lorelei, occasionally pausing to glance at Reg's sly grin behind the phone.
 

"Y'all aren't prudes or anything, are you?" Reg asked, finally taking the phone back and popping it into the pocket of his shirt.
 

Lorelei and I simultaneously leaned back in our chairs and stared at him. We were both so dumbfounded about how casually he'd shown us a picture of his wife sucking cock, a cock that wasn't his, that we couldn't think of a single thing to say.
 

Reg picked up his drink, let out a breathy chuckle and took another sip. "If that was... I can still go home. Order pizza or whatever. If that was... too much for y'all?" He swung a finger back and forth between me and Lorelei.
 

That shook her from her stupor. "What?!? No. No! No, I just... I've never... I couldn't... "
 

Reg started laughing at her stammering, which got me laughing after a few seconds, then finally got Lorelei laughing, too. It was a good way to diffuse some of the tension and we all took a drink and relaxed.
 

"You two aren't into the swing then, I take it?" Reg asked in his easy way.
 

Lorelei and I looked at each other, giggled, then looked back at Reg.
 

"Uh... no," Lorelei replied. Then, to my absolute horror and delight added, "Not yet, anyway."
 

And winked.
 

Just at me. Just the tiniest flash of a teasing smile that probably Reg didn't even catch.
 

The feeling that sent through me, the shiver of excitement and fear her little tease brought was so potent it ripped down my spine and landed in my crotch, hardening my cock.
 

Right before she turned to look at Reg again, I smiled back. I don't know why, it just felt like the thing to do. I only realized what it might have meant after I'd done it.
 

As the smile faded from my lips I realized that Lorelei might have taken it as some sort of implied consent, some signal that I, too, was into "experimenting" a little.
 

"Not yet, huh?" Reg said. His grin widened at one corner of his mouth. He turned to look me square in the eye. "What do you say, Jake? You want to give it a try?"
 

I was absolutely floored. You know that feeling when the air leaves your lungs and you just can't get it back in? Like when you land really hard on your back? That's what I felt like in that moment. I just could not get anything out.
 

Reg's smile faded into a frown. "Uh oh," he said, turning to Lorelei. "I don't think Jake thinks too much of that idea."
 

Lorelei and I turned to look at each other again. Her sly, teasing smile had been replaced by wide eyes and a sad pout.
 

My mouth fell open and I reached over to put my hand on her arm. "I was just... " I muttered.
 

Suddenly, Lorelei threw her head back and laughed. Leaning back towards me, she pressed her forehead against mine. "I was just joking, silly," she whispered, caressing my cheek with her soft hand.
 

It was the most confusing gesture because it seemed so self-assured. Had she forgotten what Reg had just shown us? Or was she just being cool about it because he was there? Was she going to freak out once he'd left?
 

"Aw, you to lovebirds," Reg said quietly and with a smile. "Nah, I'm sorry. I thought you two might be into it. You sort of have the vibe, you know?"
 

"We do?" I couldn't help but ask.
 

Reg chuckled and took another sip of wine. "Yeah. You kind of do."
 

"Okay, hold on a second," Lorelei said. "So let me get this straight, you let your wife do that?"
 

Reg nodded. "Uh-huh. Sure. It's fun," he replied.
 

Lorelei's mouth fell open again. "Fun? Fun?!?" she squealed. "Don't you get jealous?"
 

Reg shrugged. "Nah. We're kind of over that. I think we're a little older than you are."
 

"What does that have anything to do with it?" Lorelei asked, still sounding somewhat stunned.
 

Reg sighed and took another sip of wine. "I don't know. You sort of get over thinking of it as a threat, you know? It's just sex. If you think about it the right way, it's not much different than anything else people do together. Would I get jealous if she had coffee with someone? No. Why would I be jealous if she had sex with them."
 

This time Lorelei answered with a loud guffaw. "Um, yeah, coffee is not the same as sex."
 

"Why not?" Reg countered, looking genuinely sincere.
 

Lorelei laughed nervously again and looked my way, as if for reassurance, before turning back to Reg. "Well, for one, you don't let someone inside you when you have coffee with them."
 

One corner of Reg's mouth twisted into a smile. "Alright. That's true, but so what?"
 

"So what?" Lorelei squawked. "It's like... it's so intimate."
 

"Hey, trust me, it's only as intimate as you make it. Sometimes sex can be just fucking. That's all it is when Shanice have herself another guy. It's just fucking. You know?"
 

Lorelei sat there staring at Reg and mulling that over for a little while. "So, what, she let's you, like, do things too, I guess?" she asked, sounding a little nervous.
 

It was her tone that sent the third tremor of the evening racing through me. Why was she so nervous? Was she worried that Reg was going to make a pass at her? Or was she worried about how she would react if he did?
 

My cock was stiff between my legs again and I shifted in my seat to adjust and hide it, drawing both of their attention.
 

"What do you think, Jake? You think you could handle something like that? Or you think you'd get too jealous if you knew Lorelei was getting fucked?" The smile wound its way across his lips again.
 

They were both staring at me and my cheeks started to heat up. I swallowed, trying to get rid of the dryness in my mouth. I opened my mouth but had absolutely nothing to say. Again.
 

Quick glimpses at Lorelei were no help.
 

She was watching me like a hawk, her eyes darting to every muscle in my face as it moved. As if she were trying to glean how I might really fell about all this.
 

"Alright. That's enough," Reg said, finally, relaxing us both. "I didn't come here to spend an awkward evening forcing you two into conversations you need to have alone. I came here for some steak! Now what do you say?"
 

I think we both sighed. He'd certainly set the evening on edge with the picture and we were both happy to right it again.
 

Lorelei bounced up and into the kitchen while I went to light the barbecue.
 

No matter how deeply I breathed, though, I couldn't really get myself to calm down. It felt like something had shifted between the two of us.
 

It felt like things might never be the same again.
 






Chapter 6

 


It was a good dinner. Neither Lorelei nor I mentioned Reg's picture that he'd shown us and he didn't bring it up again.
 

Lorelei came off her high and declined when Reg offered her a pick-me-up.
 

I took another puff because, hey, pot was fun and it was kind of fun acting like I was in college again, especially with Lorelei.
 

After we finished eating we stayed outside and drank wine and smoked one last puff until it got dark and clouds started to roll in giving the air a bit of a chill.
 

"Should we go inside?" Lorelei asked.
 

"You know," Reg said, standing up, "I would love to but I am bushed after that move. As much as I'd like to stay and while the night away with you fine folks, I think I need to get some shut-eye!"
 

Lorelei seemed momentarily disappointed, or maybe it was just my imagination.
 

We walked Reg to the door, him and I shook hands, then he leaned in close and kissed Lorelei on the cheek, something which got my blood roiling all over again.
 

Lorelei closed the door and turned around. She looked tired but happy. Relaxed and fulfilled by the pleasant evening. She stepped towards me, put her arms around my neck and pressed her forehead against mine.
 

Her breath smelled like wine and her skin was hot. The low light coming from the kitchen cast sultry shadows across her smile. "That was fun," she whispered.
 

My cock throbbed.
 

To be honest, I was just coming off my high and feeling kind of tired. I had even been contemplating asking for a rain-check and having sex in the morning instead of tonight. Well, that idea wilted fast.
 

Lorelei pressed a finger against my cheek. She bent it so the tip of her nail was touching my skin, then dragged it slowly down to my jaw, past my chin, down my neck, until she came up against the top button of my shirt.
 

I opened my eyes to find her staring at me, searching again. "What's up?" I asked.
 

She shrugged, puffing her lips out in a pout.
 

It was the first time I sensed Lorelei begin to understand how potent her sexual attraction was. Watching her get a taste for it, watching her start to test it, to use it to move me was incredibly erotic.
 

Her whole stance had changed. She was no longer a polite, smiling, charming wife who happened to have sex once in a while. She was a sexual being now. 
 

Watching the change I couldn't help but think that it was Reg who had brought it on. The thought worried me somehow. After all, why couldn't I be the one who drew this out of her? Wasn't that what husbands were supposed to do?
 

Wasn't she supposed to be in love with me enough, or shouldn't she have been at some point, that I inspired that sort of metamorphosis?
 

I was distracted from the question by Lorelei trailing her finger slowly down my shirt, the tip of it weaving a slalom around each button until it rested on the edge of my belt.
 

"Are you tired?" she whispered.
 

I shook my head.
 

"Do you... do you want to... you know. Make it?" she asked with a wicked giggle.
 

"Who are you?" The words just came out of me. They were out before I'd even thought I was going to say them and I couldn't take them back. A momentary panic that I'd screwed the pooch was relieved when Lorelei smirked.
 

That's right. She smirked again.
 

"Who do you want me to be?" she purred.
 

Wow.
 

She didn't seem stoned any more and neither was I, really. Yet it felt like we were still inhabiting that same space. A space where we weren't afraid of each other the way we were in real life. It felt like a space we could play in and nobody would get mad.
 

"Are you thinking about him?"
 

Her smile faded for a brief moment, then returned but a little more shy. "What do you mean?"
 

She knew full well what I meant. I could almost smell it on her. Her feigning innocence was at once troubling and hot. "Are you thinking about Reg? About what he showed us? About what he said?" I asked quietly.
 

Lorelei lowered her eyes and bit the bottom left corner of her lip. Her eyes darted side to side and I knew the answer even before she whispered it. "Kind of."
 

A lust welled up from the deepest part of me, hardening my cock and making my heart thump. My wife, this woman standing in front of me who'd somehow been so suddenly changed by our new neighbor, was admitting that she was thinking about another man.
 

"Would you ever do it?" I whispered. It felt more like a confession of my fear than of my desire.
 

Lorelei furrowed her brow but her eyes stayed lowered. "I don't know. I don't... I don't think so."
 

Maddeningly unreassuring and mind-bendingly hot. I almost fell over from the painful way my insides twisted at what she'd said. This couldn't be real. Lorelei couldn't actually be having a second thought about whether she would sleep with another man, could she?
 

"You want me to, don't you?"
 

The question caught me off guard and tore me out of the thoughts reeling through my mind.
 

She was suddenly staring straight at me with piercingly inquisitive eyes.
 

"I... I... I didn't... " I stammered.
 

"No, I know you didn't," she whispered. Her fingers fumbled at my belt until I felt it release.
 

I shook my head because, yes, I actually could not believe this was happening. I stared at her as she sank to her knees, her eyes staring up into mine. I actually gasped as she yanked my pants and boxers off.
 

This didn't feel real. Even as my cock sprang out in front of her and she leaned back in surprise, I felt like I was in a dream, floating on a cloud somewhere high in the sky.
 

Lorelei eyed my bouncing cock with something between amazement and skepticism. 
 

You have to remember that with the exception of a few drunk times, we always did it in the dark. I didn't even remember if she'd ever seen my cock.
 

Slowly, gently, she lifted her hand up. Her long fingers grazed the veiny flesh along my shift. The diamond on her engagement ring, which she still wore, glinted as it caught the light.
 

I swallowed, held my breath and hardened as she wrapped her hand around my throbbing shaft. My cock swelled even more as her lips parted in what looked like pleasant surprise.
 

Lorelei looked up. "It's so hard," she whispered, like she'd never really felt it that way before now. "And so hot."
 

Oh my fuck.
 

Between thinking about her thinking about Reg, this new revelation of her going down on me in the middle of the hall, and just... everything, I was four fifths of the way to unloading all over her face.
 

Shouldn't have thought about that.
 

Lorelei ran her hand towards the head of my cock, then back down towards my balls in two long strokes.
 

I clenched my jaw. No! I didn't want it to be over this fast!
 

"Are you okay?" she whispered, staring up at me with her big, blue eyes again.
 

"Fuck, Lori, careful... " I managed to grunt as I felt my shaft swell with cum.
 

Her mouth fell open even more as the realization dawned on her of what was going on. She eyed the tip of my cock with wonder as her fist squeezed tighter and pumped.
 

Three.
 

Two.
 

One.
 

My dick throbbed in her hand as the first swell of spunk spat out.
 

Lorelei gasped.
 

The sound accelerated my race up the massive wave of orgasm that was running up my body and I sailed up and over the top. "Fuck!" I roared.
 

Lorelei's hand pumped in quick, rough jerks, sending streaks of hot white cum splashing from my cock onto the cold, tile floor. Every few strokes she would look up with wonder, her lips twisted in a sort of half smile, like she couldn't believe it was her doing this to me.
 

I reached out and braced myself against the wall as my hips bucked.
 

One side of Lorelei's smile curled wider as her eyes darted from mine to my now flagging cock in her hand, the tip drooling cum.
 

Suddenly, Lorelei burst into giggles. She let go of me, her fingers wide and sticky with seed. She stood up, covering her laughter with her other hand. "I can't believe I just did that!" she laughed.
 

I just shook my head. My dick was still hanging out but I didn't care. Just watching my prudish wife transform into this powerful vixen left me exhilarated and stunned.
 

Lorelei spun around on her heel and looked back over her shoulder, taunting me with her smile. "You better not think I'm done with you," she said.
 

Then, she darted off down the hall and up the stairs.
 






Chapter 7

 


We didn't talk about it any more that night. Maybe we should have, I don't know.
 

We were caught up in the moment that had just happened and what could happen next. There was an energy between us that I'd never felt and I was pretty sure Lorelei hadn't either.
 

We dove under the covers, rolling over each other. I made her cum with my hand again. I tried to go down on her but I guess that was still a little much.
 

Then we fucked. We fucked fast and hard and Lorelei came which somehow I wasn't surprised by.
 

Then we fell asleep and slept until ten.
 

When I woke up, Lorelei was gone.
 

The momentary panic that washed over me was filled with the nastiest thoughts of where she might have disappeared. Then, the sobering light of the sun peeking through the blinds made me realize I was being crazy.
 

Nonetheless, I bolted out of bed, threw on some shorts and bounced down the stairs taking two at a time.
 

Not in the kitchen. Coffee was made but she wasn't inside.
 

I stopped and listened until I was pretty sure she wasn't inside the house. Another tremble of lusty anxiety rippled through me until her figure outside the kitchen window caught my eye.
 

I squinted against the bright light, my eyes still not used to it from just having woken up.
 

It wasn't just Lorelei out there. Reg was out there, too.
 

He was on his side of the fence, mind you, but that didn't make the position they were in any less troubling.
 

See, Lorelei was on her knees in the flower bed by the fence. She was wearing a one piece with tiny shorts that covered her ass and her sun hat, digging in the ground. There were a bunch of begonias in pots next to her.
 

Reg was standing above her, arms on the top of the fence, staring down at that wonderfully pear shaped ass, smiling and making nice.
 

The sight of it drove the most pleasant wedge of jealousy right beneath my nuts.
 

But as Lorelei stood up, mopped her brow, laughed at something he said, then leaned towards him by the fence, the pleasant feeling was replaced by something less nice. It was as if I suddenly realized this really was my wife that was doing all of this stuff.
 

This wasn't some porn that I had on, this wasn't someone else's life I was watching. This was us.
 

Memories of the previous evening raced through my mind. Sure, it had been hot as fuck, but we couldn't just keep pushing the boundaries and seeing where we ended up. Someone had to take control of this whole thing. Someone, namely me, had to make sure our marriage wasn't going to end up in a ditch at the side of the road somewhere.
 

I watched Lorelei flirting with Reg for almost half an hour before she turned around, waved goodbye and started walking towards the house.
 

Even then his eyes wandered down her back and settled on her ass. With a big, wicked grin, he stared at her until she was all the way at the house.
 

Lorelei knew it, too. I could tell from the smile on her face that she knew exactly what Reg was looking at. Her expression turned to pleasantly surprised as she slid the glass door open and stepped into the air-conditioned house.
 

"Jake!" she chirped, "you're up!"
 

For a moment I didn't reply, just stared at her as she walked in. Until I realized how creepy I must look, not even smiling. I flashed her a quick smile and turned to fix myself a coffee.
 

"What?" she asked from behind me.
 

"Huh?"
 

"What's wrong?"
 

Yeah. I was never that good at covering things up. That and the fact that Lorelei could read me like a book when there was something wrong meant I didn't get to let things stew very long. Which was good, I suppose.
 

"Come on. I know there's something." She came up behind me and touched my arm. "Don't let it ruin the day. Just tell me." Her voice softened as she said the last three words.
 

I turned to see her head tilted slightly, a caring smile on her lips and kind eyes. I let out a sigh. "We should talk about this," I said quietly.
 

"Talk? About what?"
 

I looked towards the window. "About that. About Reg."
 

Lorelei frowned and glanced over her shoulder. "What about him?" she asked.
 

When she turned around I looked deep into her eyes. Things felt normal again but in a bad way. It was the old Jake and Lorelei. The ones that knew when to smile and when to lie.
 

No. I wasn't doing this. I wasn't going back to who we were, not after seeing who we could be. "Come on," I said. "I saw you out there."
 

Lorelei shrugged. "So? I was gardening."
 

I shook my head. "You were talking to him, Lori. I watched you talking to him for, like, half an hour."
 

There were a few seconds where it could have gone either way. I could tell that Lorelei was balancing on a knife's edge. She still felt it. She still felt the pull of being the woman she thought she should be and not the woman that wanted to come out.
 

Her face relaxed. "Now are you mad?" she asked quietly.
 

"What? No. I'm not mad. I'll... I'm not ever going to get mad about you talking to a guy."
 

Lorelei lowered her eyes. "I don't just mean about that," she said.
 

"What? What are you talking about?"
 

"Last night? When we were... when we talked about him? Are you mad about that?"
 

Was she serious? It had been so hot! We had been in the perfect zone! Why... "Lori," I said, putting my hands on her arms. "I'm not going to get mad about that. It really is hot. I just... I just want to make sure we're on the same page."
 

"What page is that?"
 

The question caught me off guard. What page was I talking about? "I... what do you want?" I asked.
 

Lorelei's eyes wandered up across the ceiling, down one wall, across the other, around on the ground before she looked at me again. "What do you want?" she echoed.
 

Ugh.
 

Why was it always about guys making these decisions? Why couldn't women just take the plunge every once in a while? Ah, whatever. That's just the way it was.
 

"Well," I began, then paused to choose my words carefully. "Would you... I mean, have you thought about it some more? Would you ever... "
 

Lorelei's eyes danced between mine and my mouth.
 

I felt a shiver of fear run through me. Was this really the conversation I had wanted to have? I felt like she'd pushed me into pushing her into that question. I was just about to tap the brakes and rephrase when she answered.
 

"I think I could."
 

I think I could.
 

Four words that were going to change our marriage and our lives forever. I just didn't know it yet.
 

I felt a warm tickle start somewhere beneath my stomach. I think I could? I couldn't really believe I'd heard it right. "You think you could, what?" I asked.
 

Lorelei ran her tongue across her lips, leaving them glistening wet. "That's what you're asking, right? Whether... if I'd ever... what we were talking about last night?"
 

Just say it! Why wouldn't she say it? "You mean with Reg?" I asked.
 

Lorelei nodded.
 

I reminded myself to breathe as my heart pumped inside my chest.
 

Lorelei, my Lorelei, my faithful and loving wife was actually talking about sleeping with another man.
 

And I couldn't stop imagining what it would be like to watch.
 

She stepped forward. Her fingers slipped past the elastic of the shorts I'd thrown on. She found me hard and ready.
 

As she wrapped her hand around me I felt like I should stop her. This wasn't the time for this. We should finish the conversation we were about to have. We should actually say where we thought this was going and if that's what we wanted and how much.
 

I knew that. I knew all of that. But Lorelei's hot hand yanking out my cock... well. You know. I'm a guy.
 

This time she practically fell to her knees. She wasn't as surprised to see it this time. Her lips parted. She pushed her tongue out.
 

I sucked in a breath.
 

Lorelei looked up. "I want to... can I put you in my mouth?" she said, her voice somewhere between innocence and sin.
 

Oh fuck.
 

I nodded and stared.
 

Lorelei smiled. She tilted her head ever so slightly. She'd never tasted my cock before and now, as her tongue came farther out of her mouth, she closed her eyes as if to savour that first taste.
 

As her lips closed around me and she moved her head forward, sliding me into her hot, wet mouth, a tiny moan escaped her. "Mmm."
 

She liked it. She fucking liked sucking cock. I was in heaven. Not that I minded that she hadn't before, whatever. I loved who she was. But now she'd tried it and it turned out she liked sucking cock!
 

My cock got even harder as Lorelei sank lower and lower onto it. So low, finally, that I felt the back of her throat at my tip, then felt her gag. She yanked herself off, my dick popping out of her mouth with a throaty gurgle.
 

"Are you okay?" I whispered.
 

Please be okay. Please be okay.
 

Lorelei gave me an eager nod and wiped off the strand of drool and bile clinging to her lip with her finger. Then she sank back down onto my shaft and started to suck.
 

Not just suck. She started licking the underside of my shaft and all around my head. The tip of her tongue ran along the ridge of my glans, then dipped lower exploring the crevice.
 

I was already so worked up from her giving me a blow job that when I realized what had led to this, our conversation about her and Reg, I nearly blew up inside her mouth. "Baby," I whispered, easing her off. "Sorry. I'm really close."
 

Lorelei shook her head. She flicked her tongue out, lashing it against the head of my cock. "It's okay. I... I want you to finish in my mouth."
 

Oh my sweet fuck.
 

She sank back down, her neck extending as she strained to take as much of me as she could into her mouth.
 

Cum was already pooling at the base of my shaft. My balls were tight and my whole body was ready to nut. Still... "Baby... are you sure?" I asked.
 

Lorelei looked up with wide, eager eyes.
 

The thought flashed through my mind that if it wasn't me here, it could have been some other guy. She could be someone else's porn princess, telling them she wanted their cum in her mouth.
 

As if to punctuate her desire, Lorelei began bouncing her head on my cock. She wrapped a fist around the base of my shaft, then brought up her other hand. The tips of her fingers grazed my sack, tipping the balance.
 

I started to come.
 

"Fuck!" I roared as the seed left my cock and splashed into her mouth in hot spurts.
 

Her eyes widened as the first blast of sperm settled along her tongue.
 

There was a moment where I thought she was going to pull off, disgusted by the taste.
 

She didn't. After that first moment of hesitation, she started pumping even harder, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to suck my cock dry of cum.
 

I groaned again as I erupted into her and watched her swallow the first half of my load down.
 

The picture I remember in my mind now is Lorelei looking up at me, her mouth full of cock, her eyes open wide and ready and her fingers on my nuts.
 

Lorelei's First Defilement.
 

I shot up and arced over the best part of my climax, the part where I was most removed from real life before sailing back down.
 

Lorelei milked the cream out my nuts like a porn star, the tightness between my legs surging every time she swept over my cock with her tongue again. Even after I was well done Lorelei didn't let me go.
 

"Okay baby," I said, chuckling slightly. "I think that's all I can handle."
 

That's when Lorelei got the look the first time. It was the look she'd had before, that look of knowing her own power but there was another layer to it. A more menacing layer. Like she was really enjoying not letting me go.
 

Instead of coming off me, she started sucking me harder. Her fingers closed gently around my balls.
 

A puzzled look stretched across my face at how commanding what she was doing was.
 

She pulled her mouth off me with an even louder slop but started to pump me hard with her fist.
 

I groaned. "Lorelei, baby, I don't think... "
 

Pain from her trying to jack me off after I'd come twisted with the pleasure of another rising swell between my legs. "Fuck!" I grunted through clenched teeth.
 

Lorelei's lips cracked into a wide smile. "Come on," she whispered, breathless. "Come on!"
 

"Agh!" My groan filled the kitchen as I stared down at the choked, purple head of my cock. More cum started to spill out.
 

Lorelei grinned at it with a look of mad desperation even as she pumped.
 

It didn't shoot out in streaks this time, just drooled out of the head of my cock spilling out onto her hand and the ground.
 

It was as painful as it was hot. When that second orgasm passed, I staggered back. "No! Baby, I can't!" I shouted.
 

Finally, Lorelei let me go. She bit down on her lower lip, grinning. "I'm sorry," she said, giggling and shaking her head. "I don't know what got into me!"
 

After the worst of the pain had passed I started laughing along with her but I was a little scared. Something was happening to my wife and I wasn't sure what it was.
 

I was, however, coming to the realization that it was not something that I would be able to easily control.
 






Chapter 8

 


Lorelei invited Reg again for dinner that night. She got just as dressed up as she had the night before but there was something much more electric about her mood.
 

I wanted to revisit the conversation that we'd never finished. The one I thought we should have about this strange journey we seemed to be embarking on but every time I'd try to bring it up, Lorelei would be busy with something or other.
 

So I left it. After all, I thought, what could really go all that wrong while I was there?
 

We sat out on the patio again. Reg lit another spliff and offered it to us but neither I nor Lorelei were interested.
 

For my part, I wanted to be as sober as I could be in case things took a strange direction or went too far. I'm not sure what Lorelei's reasons were. I never did find that out.
 

"Managed to get some boxes unpacked," Reg explained sipping a glass of white wine this time. We were doing salmon on a cherry slab.
 

Lorelei smiled but didn't reply.
 

"What about you folks?" Reg asked. "What'd you get up to?"
 

Lorelei glanced at me, then looked back at Reg. "I sucked Jake's cock for the first time."
 

A few drops of wine went down the wrong hole in the back of my throat. I erupted into a fit of coughing, just managing to put my glass down before I dropped it and covering my mouth.
 

The two of them watched me as I recovered, gasping and wheezing for air, making the whole thing even more embarrassing.
 

"You alright?" Reg asked once I'd calmed down.
 

"Fine," I croaked, still unable to use my real voice. "Just fine. Never mind."
 

Reg leaned back in his chair but kept an eye on me until I took another swig of wine and gave him a thumbs up. "Alright," he said finally, seemingly satisfied that I was alright. Then he turned his attention back to Lorelei. "So you two, uh, get a little inspiration from what I showed you last night then?" he asked with an easy chuckle.
 

Lorelei let out a nervous laugh that made my insides churn a little. It wasn't so much that she had been so forward about it that caught me by surprise, although there was that, too. It was more the fact that she seemed so at ease talking to Reg about something so personal. Excited, almost.
 

"So, what, do you and Mrs. Jackson just go over to people's places and talk about this stuff?" Lorelei asked, chuckling again and looking everywhere but straight at Reg.
 

Reg shrugged and sipped his wine, then set his glass down. "Depends, I guess."
 

"On what?" I asked, having finally cleared the last of the wine out of my throat.
 

"On who we're seeing and what they're like. Some folks are very open. Others, not so much."
 

"How'd you know we were?" I asked.
 

Reg flashed me a toothy grin. "I didn't. That's why I did what I did. To find out!"
 

He seemed genuinely amused by how clever he'd been. I don't know why but that didn't sit exactly right with me. I saw Lorelei eyeing him as we talked and it just felt... I don't know. Something felt off.
 

"So?" Reg said, looking back and forth between the two of us. "You two ready to play a little?"
 

My throat went as tight as the knot that twisted my insides at his question. I looked at Lorelei again. She was fidgeting with the little ring around the stem of her wineglass, spinning it back and forth around the glass. She cast me a nervous, sideways glance but didn't really make eye contact, then looked down at the ground.
 

Great.
 

As usual it looked like it was going to be up to me to be the man and make the decision. I was going to have to be the one responsible for either pushing us over the edge and into this thing, or backing out.
 

I looked over at Reg again. He was looking at me, one eyebrow arched as if he were daring me to say "no."
 

Well you know what? That was just bullshit. Who the hell was he to come over to my house acting like he was so cool and modern because he let his wife suck other guy's dicks? I don't know why it got my heckles up so much. It felt like high school all over again and Jim Benson offering me an open pack of cigarettes and saying "You smoke, right?" in front of all of my friends.
 

Fuck that. I told Jim I smoked all those years ago and choked down my first filthy cig and I could do the same damn thing now.
 

I probably should have reminded myself of how hard it was to quit once I'd started but I just wasn't thinking about it that deeply.
 

What I was thinking about and couldn't stop thinking about, was the very real possibility that my strange fantasy of seeing Lorelei with another man would come true that night right in front of my eyes.
 

"What did you have in mind?" I asked after a long silence.
 

Reg smiled. "Oh I didn't have anything in mind. This is all about you two." He looked back and forth between me and Lorelei again. "If you feel like kicking things off, seeing if maybe this is something you want to explore a little further than I'm ready to go. Nothing heavy, mind you. Just a little taste. Just to dip your toes into the pool and see if the water's warm."
 

His grin seemed cheesier all of a sudden and why did I get the same vibe off him that I got off a used car salesman? I brushed the feeling aside because I didn't really trust my instincts right then. I'd never been in a situation like that and I figured I was just overreacting because of the excited yet nervous energy buzzing around in my gut.
 

"Have you... " Lorelei's voice made us both turn and look at her. "Have you ever done this before? Introduced a new couple to something like this, I mean?" Lorelei asked.
 

"Oh sure!" Reg replied, leaning forward against the table and threading his fingers together. "We do stuff like this all the time."
 

Lorelei was certainly amped up. She was on the edge of her seat and I could tell she was breathing quickly by the way her chest was moving up and down.
 

Of course Reg couldn't resist a look at those beautiful, round breasts of hers either and felt no shame about giving them a good stare.
 

"So, what would you do, exactly, then?" Lorelei asked, unable to mask the slight shake in her voice.
 

Reg looked at me as he answered and his smile widened. "Thought you'd never ask!" Then he looked at me archly. "You mind?" he asked.
 

It was only then that I noticed that my dick was completely hard. My mind was tearing itself apart trying to decide whether I should be worried or turned on by what was about to happen. My body's reaction, on the other hand, was quite clear. It wanted to see Lorelei fuck Reg.
 

The though sent a shiver rushing down my spine.
 

"Jake?" Lorelei's quiet voice made me turn my head and realize that I must have been thinking about things for a long time.
 

"Huh?" I asked.
 

"Well? Do you?"
 

"Do I? Do I what?" It was like the last five minutes hadn't happened. I was drawing a total blank.
 

For a split second, Lorelei seemed peevish but then her face relaxed. "Do you mind if... if Reg tries?"
 

Oh, right. That. "Uh... no. Go... go ahead." My voice faded into a whisper at the realization of what I'd done. I'd just given my blessing for Reg to try and seduce my wife in front of my very eyes.
 

Reg's smile returned. "Atta boy, Jake," he said, then leaned back in his chair and stretched his legs out. "Lorelei, why don't you go ahead and come over here, would you?" he asked.
 

Lorelei nearly fell out of her chair trying to stand up. When she was standing, she hooked two fingers together in front of her and walked awkwardly towards Reg. She looked like a schoolgirl going to the principal's office for a punishment.
 

Reg paid no attention to her shyness, just kept smiling.
 

The closer she got to him, the harder my heart pounded inside my chest until I thought it was just going to jump out. Her pale skin seemed to whiten against his dark flesh and when he lifted a hand from the arm of the chair to touch hers it looked black as night.
 

I shifted in my seat, an uneasy feeling tightening in my chest as I watched. Maybe I did it to get their attention, to feel included somehow but it didn't work. They seemed like they were in their own little world now and the vacuum inside had no room for me.
 

Reg reached out and touched her hand softly, scooping her palm into his. He smiled up into her eyes. "Feels nice, doesn't it?"
 

Lorelei replied with a nervous nod.
 

"You sure feel nice. Your hand's a little sweaty, though. You nervous?"
 

Lorelei bit her lip and responded with another nod.
 

"Oh, don't be nervous, honey. Your husband's right there, looking right at you. And he like's seeing you like this, don't you, Jake?"
 

Damn that question and damn him for making me answer it in front of her like that. I was hard as a rock, of course I liked some part of seeing her like that. More than that, I liked the possibility of her going further, of the situation turning into something really hot.
 

At the same time, I had an intense fear that we would cross some sacred line that we could never go back from. It felt like if there was ever a moment to change my mind, this was it.
 

"What's a matter, Jake?" Reg asked, trailing his thumb up and down the skin on the back of Lorelei's hand. "Cat got your tongue?"
 

The words made my body stiffen in my seat. Where had I heard them before? I mean, I knew it was a saying and I'm sure I'd heard them a million times but this was different. They had a meaning, a weight they weren't supposed to have.
 

Instead of waiting for an answer, Reg turned his attention back to Lorelei. "You all are going to feel a little weird about this at first. Happens to everyone and it's nothing to worry about. You just let us guide you through it, alright?"
 

"Us?" Lorelei asked.
 

Reg smiled. "Oh, sure. You can bet Mrs. Jackson will be as happy as I am to have found a nice couple to spend time with. When she gets back."
 

"When... when is she getting back?" Lorelei asked.
 

Reg let go of Lorelei's hand and stood up slowly. As his dark body loomed behind her she seemed to shrink in stature. Her body looked so much more delicate and fragile silhouetted against his stout frame. "Should be here tomorrow or the next day," Reg said quietly, brushing a few strands of Lorelei's off her neck.
 

She tilted her head as he did. The same way she'd tilted it for me not too long ago.
 

A satisfied smile flickered at the corners of Reg's mouth. "You see? No reason to dive in headfirst, is there? We can just try it and see what you think. I'll just touch her a little bit," he said, glancing at me then immediately turning his attention back to Lorelei's soft flesh. "See how you like it. See how Lorelei likes it. You two can talk about it tonight. And if you want to go on, well, I'm just two doors down!"
 

He grinned and lowered his lips until they were just an inch above Lorelei's neck. A thick, dark finger grazed down her pale skin running down the length of her neck until it settled on her collarbone.
 

Then, in the most magical and horrific moment I could never have conjured up in my own imagination, Reg pressed his lips against Lorelei's neck, closed his eyes, and kissed.
 

The way her body rose at his touch, the way her chest swelled and her shoulders came back hardened my cock even more. It was a natural response to something new and arousing, but it was a very particular kind of delicious hell to have to watch it.
 

This was my wife. We'd shared vows to be together forever and we had both intended to keep them through thick or thin. Now I was sitting in my backyard watching some dark stranger we'd only met a few days ago paw at her. And I'd given him permission to do it!
 

What the fuck had I done?!?
 

And yet... 
 

And yet, and yet, and yet...
 

My arousal was unmistakable. Even through the worry and the doubt that was clouding my mind as I wondered if I'd done the right thing or not, I knew my body thought it was right.
 

Which was crazy, really. Why would I feel that? It was obviously something innate. I hadn’t had any experiences in the past that might have predisposed me to this particular kink. I just found watching Lorelei with another guy really fucking hot.
 

As I sat and watched, Reg let his hands glide down until they were on Lorelei’s hips, the whole time kissing her softly on the neck.
 

A few times I saw her skin pimple at his touch. Her lips parted. She sucked in a quiet breath.
 

I could only imagine how damp her pussy was from what he was doing.
 

Then, slowly and with his mouth still on her neck, Reg turned her around until I could see both their profiles. He kissed a little higher, then a little higher still.
 

His lips grazed her jaw, then her cheek, and finally touched hers.
 

Her mouth opened wider.
 

Reg pulled her close to his body.
 

My heart pounded as I imagined him feeling the heat coming off her and her feeling his hard cock jutting against her thigh.
 

I saw his pink tongue push past his lips a moment before their lips locked and he plunged it into her mouth.
 

Lorelei whimpered.
 

My body tightened up.
 






Chapter 9

 


Reg didn’t stay for dinner. When they’d finished their kiss, it was like he knew. He smiled at Lorelei, then at me, then said that he’d see us in the next few days but that he was going to go now.
 

Lorelei put up a half-hearted attempt to get him to stay but he silenced her with a raised hand.
 

“I think it’s best you two have some time alone,” he said with a smile. Then, like he was acting the part of the Don Juan who disappears into the night, he was gone.
 

And he was right.
 

As soon as he left I practically raced over to Lorelei. My heart was still thundering in my chest and she was still standing in the same place he’d left her.
 

Her body was as hot as I’d imagined it and the scent of her arousal was wafting up from in between her legs.
 

I put a hand behind her head and pressed my lips against hers in a kiss, forcing my tongue into her mouth the same way Reg had. There was a need in me, a desire I’d never felt before. I needed to have Lorelei in a particular kind of way.
 

It was an animal impulse, almost. Like I needed to claim her again, show the universe that it was really me that owned her and not him.
 

Which is ridiculous, I guess. Nobody owned Lorelei. That’s just the way it felt.
 

We kissed deeply like that for a time, my hands running up and down Lorelei’s curves, searching for ways to make her body react to mine the same way it had to his.
 

When we finally came up for air, Lorelei’s hands were on my ass. Her breath was hot and heavy as she pressed her forehead against mine and closed her eyes. “Let’s go upstairs,” she said, her voice an urgent whisper.
 

We ran into the house and up the stairs like two teenagers first in love. In the bedroom we tore each other’s clothes off, literally tore them off with buttons flying all over the place and fabric ripping.
 

With the dusky blue light still coming through the bedroom window we tumbled into bed, Lorelei suddenly unashamed that we could see each other’s nakedness.
 

She seemed just as eager as I did to consummate whatever moment we’d just shared out there. Her hand trailed down my body until she found my hard cock between her legs, then she started pulling me closer, spreading hers in a welcoming gesture.
 

I crawled in between her open thighs.
 

Lorelei guided the head of my cock against her wet puss. She opened her eyes and sighed as I tried to press into her. “Jake,” she whispered.
 

“What?”
 

“You… I forgot my… just… you can’t finish inside. Okay?”
 

“Okay,” I whispered back. “Okay.” It was slightly disappointing but in the moment all I wanted was to be inside her. We could sort the rest out later.
 

Lorelei let her hand fall away.
 

I pressed my weight on top of her. My cock squeezed past her swollen pussy lips and slipped easily into her tight, wet cunt.
 

Lorelei gasped, a breathy sound that made me harden inside her.
 

My eyes raked down her body as I started thrusting in and out of her. Her nipples which, for the most part, I’d only touched before, were swollen stiff and hot. Two pretty little perfect buds of hard, pink flesh at the tips of her undulating breasts.
 

I lowered my mouth to one, then looked up into her eyes.
 

Lorelei was staring down at me. Her body shook under each of my heaving thrusts.
 

I slammed my cock into her, burying it to the hilt inside her soft folds.
 

She sucked in a breath but it wasn’t quite the reaction I’d hoped for.
 

I lowered my mouth over one nipple and flicked at it with the tip of my tongue.
 

Lorelei wrapped her hand around my neck and pulled me close.
 

I slurped the stiff nipple into my mouth and started to suck.
 

Lorelei’s body bucked beneath me. She wrapped her legs around my torso and started flexing them to the rhythm of my fucking. It might have been the first time I felt like she was actually fucking me back.
 

“Oh Jake,” she moaned, her fingers crawling through my hair as I sucked her tit.
 

I was so close. Suckling on her nipple and the hot juice spilling out of her and down my shaft, onto my balls, had me on the cusp of a climax.
 

“Oh Jake, I’m almost there… “ she mewled.
 

Why is it that a woman saying a thing like that makes me want to come? The tightness in my nuts travelled to the very tip of my cock. Her words echoed in my mind.
 

You can’t finish inside.
 

Fuck. Why?
 

“Fuck, Lori,” I grunted above her, squeezing my eyes shut and trying not to come. “I’m almost there.”
 

So, like, please hurry up?
 

Lori came as if on cue. It was a sloppy, wet, explosive orgasm that made her pussy clamp down on my cock as more hot juice squirted out of her onto my nuts. She dug her nails into my scalp, her other hand tearing at the sheets.
 

Her eyes were closed.
 

Why were her eyes closed?
 

Just as the last shudder of her climax rushed through her, that forbidden image filled my mind. The one where Reg was between her legs instead of me. The one where he was fucking his fat, hard cock into her pussy and I was just on the sidelines watching.
 

I roared and yanked my cock out of her pussy, hoping it had been soon enough. Pleasure ripped through me as I grabbed my shaft and began to pump. 
 

Streak after streak of my cum spurted out of the head of my cock and slathered across Lorelei’s taut stomach. As each splash landed she seemed to bounce and try to stare down at the mess I was making, seemingly delighted by the lewd sight.
 

I’d never bodyshot onto my wife before. The sight of the thick ropes of seed painting her made me groan again as the orgasm tightened my insides, in the best way this time.
 

And then it all slipped away. The disconnected feeling slithered back into the dark recesses of my mind and I was me again. A guy that had just come all over his wife, holding his flagging dick in his hand. I looked at Lorelei.
 

Strangely, she wasn’t embarrassed or shy. She had been watching me stare at my cock shooting cum onto her stomach. When our eyes met, she smiled.
 

Feeling a little sheepish, I lifted one leg, then the other over her thigh and sank down onto the bed next to her.
 

Lorelei pulled the sheets up and, to my surprise, didn’t even worry about the cum that was still on her stomach. It was kind of filthy, her not caring that they were going to get soiled from my mess. Filthy and hot at the same time.
 

We lay there in silence for a while.
 

“You’re not mad?” she asked.
 

“Mad?”
 

“That I kissed him?”
 

I turned to smile at her. “Did I look mad when I was doing that?”
 

She didn’t smile back. “You felt a little mad. It felt like you were… angry, or something, about what had happened.”
 

I let out a chuckle. “That was me being really turned on.”
 

“Oh,” Lorelei replied, allowing herself a smile. “Okay. That’s good to know.” She turned to look at the ceiling again.
 

“Did you like it?” I asked.
 

Lorelei took her time answering. When she did, she looked straight into my eyes with the most serious stare. “I did,” she whispered. “I really did. It was so… exciting kissing someone else. Not that it’s not exciting kissing you!” she added quickly.
 

“Lori, it’s okay,” I said, my voice hushed. “You don’t have to… we’ve got a good thing going on. You don’t have to feel like… like you’re going to make me feel bad by being honest and saying something like that.”
 

She smiled and the tension in her brow eased up in relief.
 

Except that wasn’t exactly true, what I’d said. In fact there wasn’t much truth to it at all. It stung like a wasp bite thinking of her enjoying the kiss with Reg.
 

Just thinking of her being in the moment and acknowledging how good it felt with him was enough to make my dick start jumping again.
 

There was no way that when she was in the middle of his kiss that she thought “oh this is so exciting but Jake is exciting too!”
 

Nope. She was all his in that moment.
 

And that really fucking stung.
 






Chapter 10

 


Shanice Jackson was the most elegant woman I’d ever met. She had slender face with high cheekbones and a strong but still feminine chin that always seemed to be slightly raised.
 

Breasts that weren’t too large but more than a handful, a slim waist and round hips. Her ass was round but not fat.
 

Her legs started as thick thighs, toned when she flexed them but soft when she was sitting down. They tapered into tight calves that seemed permanently flexed because of the heels she wore almost constantly.
 

It wasn’t difficult to believe that she’d been a ballerina, with a figure like that, even at her age. She must have been at least forty-five.
 

She arrived two days later, just like Reg had said she would. It turned out that he had mentioned us to her, mentioned our little… whatever that was that happened between him and Lorelei and her response was to immediately invite us for dinner.
 

That’s how I found myself two evenings later, having imbibed enough to be tipsy but not drunk, sitting in their backyard instead of ours with a glass of wine and Lorelei by my side.
 

We’d spent most of the past two days ruminating on what had happened either in the bedroom or on the couch.
 

I was actually surprised by how much Lorelei wanted to talk and reflect on it. It was like she wanted to dissect it, study it, take apart every single aspect of what had happened, how it had made her feel and why. Maybe it was her way of making herself feel safe about it all.
 

I had no trouble entertaining that need because the more we would talk about it, the more both of us would get riled up remembering it and that inevitably ended in sex.
 

It felt like a sexual… I don’t know, revolution? Revolution’s not really the right word. It’s too violent. It was a sexual metamorphosis, I suppose, happening between the two of us.
 

Lorelei became progressively less and less shy. When I tried some dirty talk in the middle of fucking her, she came nearly right away.
 

I started touching places on her that I’d never touched before. Her feet, which she’d been notoriously ticklish about before. Now she wanted them touched and she would get wet as I worked the tension out of her arches and toes.
 

Then she’d practically make me fuck her again and beg me to talk about Reg and what I would imagine he’d do to her.
 

That part was a little hard. Not in a bad way, necessarily. Just… I don’t know, we’d never been that intimate before, sharing our deepest desires was kind of a new thing.
 

But with the way our relationship was transforming, opening up, it felt like, I didn’t want to do anything that would put the brakes on.
 

“Jake, forgive the intrusion, it’s a little gauche, I know, but what is it you do, exactly?”
 

Shanice’s voice brought me out of my memories and back onto the couch with her.
 

I smiled. I always enjoyed getting asked because I always liked to see people’s reactions. “I’m actually a fragrance chemist.”
 

Whereas the answer would normally get a look of shock, Shanice seemed absolutely non-plussed. “I see,” she said, waving her wine in front of her nose. “Who do you work for?”
 

“Uh, believe it or not, Dior.”
 

This elicited a weak smile, which I wasn’t sure whether I should be insulted by or what.
 

“That is a coincidence,” she said after taking a sip of her Merlot.
 

I’m not sure why her nonchalance got under my skin so much but it did. “How so?” I replied, trying not to sound too curt.
 

“Because I worked at Dior for quite some time.”
 

Not at all what I’d been expecting. “Really?”
 

Finally, Shanice gave me a real smile. “Really. And believe it or not, I would have sworn that is what you did from the moment you walked through our front door.”
 

“Hm,” was all I could think of in reply. I wondered whether she was going to start reading my palms next.
 

“Not going to ask why?” she said, arching a brow, her glass dangling perilously from three fingers.
 

She was almost a caricature of herself, that’s how larger than life her movements were. Almost. It was on the edge of being laughable but came across as classy.
 

“Okay. I’ll bite. Why?”
 

Shanice smiled a warm smile. “You have that look about you,” she said, drawing a circle in the air with the tip of her index finger, still just barely holding the wine glass.
 

“And what look is that?” I said, taking a sip from my own glass.
 

Shanice narrowed her eyes. “There’s a look that Dior sniffers, that’s what you guys called yourselves, right? As a joke?”
 

I guffawed. Either she had really done her homework or she had actually worked at Dior. “Yeah. That’s right.”
 

“Yes,” she went on, “it’s that look. You were all the same. All handsome, good builds, strong features and still really, really smart. It was uncanny how similar you all were.”
 

“Huh,” I answered. “I guess I’d never given it much thought,” I mused, trying to remember what the guys in the lab looked like. “So, what did you do when you were at Dior?” I asked.
 

“I was head of sales for the North American division.”
 

My eyes went a little wide. “Oh. Wow.” Head of sales for North America was a big deal. A huge deal. “Did you… I mean… how did you guys, you know, end up here?”
 

Speaking of gauche questions. I realized it as soon as the words were out of my mouth. Not that it was a bad neighborhood that we were in or anything, we were doing alright. It just wasn’t corporate salary level alright. You know?
 

“Sorry,” I muttered, “I didn’t mean… “
Shanice laughed and waved away my embarrassment. “Don’t worry. It’s all good. We had the… what they call the “good life,” she said, air-quoting. “The huge house, the three cars, the enormous mortgage. And then one day both of us sort of looked at each other and said, almost at the same time, what the hell are we doing all this for? We had all this stuff and no time.”
 

“Really?” That was a little difficult to swallow but, okay.
 

“Really. We cashed out. The kids were already out of the house by then. We had them kind of young. There was nothing tying us down to working all the time. A house like this is a hell of a lot easier on the wallet than what we were living in.”
 

I don’t know why that made me feel vaguely uneasy. Maybe because these two seemed like such go-getters all of a sudden. A corporate job at Dior? A ballerina? People like that, that do that kind of stuff, people who know what they want and go after it kind of scared me. I’d sort of fallen into all the good stuff that happened to me in my life and hadn’t really had to work all that hard to get there.
 

“So what are you guys going to do now? Are you retired?” I asked.
 

Shanice’s mouth turned up in a cheerful smile. “Whatever we want,” she said quietly. She glanced down at my body and I swear I’m not just being arrogant when I say she was checking me out. I was sure that she was because her stance changed, too.
 

She set the wineglass she’d been swinging around on the small table beside her, crossed one leg over the other and sidled up a little closer to me on the couch.
 

I suddenly felt a little vulnerable and a little bit shy. Which is funny because that’s the last word I’d use to describe myself but Shanice… Shanice had this air about her. She wasn’t your normal kind of woman who laughed at the right times and did her best to not make men feel uncomfortable.
 

Shanice was a huntress, that’s what it was.
 

Which made me the prey.
 

I suddenly became aware of the fact that I hadn’t seen Lorelei in the last twenty minutes. I couldn’t help but look towards the house and try to peer inside. I did my best to try to not make it too obvious but I guess I didn’t do a very good job.
 

“Jake, relax. She’s alright.”
 

I smiled weakly. “Oh I’m sure she’s alright, that’s not what I’m worried about,” I said, ending with a nervous guffaw.
 

“Jake,” Shanice said, putting her hand on my arm. Her palm was pleasantly warm and deliciously soft. “Really, you can relax. Reg would never do anything he didn’t run by you first. You can take my word for it. We’re not here to try and destroy your marriage.”
 

The funny smile she gave me when she said it sent a shiver down my back.
 

“We’re here to have a good time.”
 

Her hand slipped from my arm and settled on my thigh. Then she pushed her fingers a little further, running the tips of them along the inseam of the shorts I was wearing until they touched the outline of my bulging cock.
 

I… here’s the thing. I sort of had a suspicion that something like this would happen when Reg had mentioned Shanice and talked about her. It seemed like they were really into… playing, or whatever you want to call it, together. So, sure, I should have figured that at some point this would come up.
 

Trouble was, I hadn’t had the inclination or the time to bring it up with Lorelei. We’d been having such a time just living out this crazy new fantasy of her getting with Reg that, well, this just never came up.
 

Now that I was sitting there with Shanice smiling at me and her chocolate colored hand gliding along my thigh, her fingertips grazing my cock, I knew I should probably tell her to stop. I should tell her to stop and then politely explain that I needed to talk to Lorelei about this but that when I did I’m sure everything would be alright.
 

Ugh.
 

But I’m a guy.
 

I forget where I read it but someone wrote once about how amazing it was what men would do, how they would jeopardize their entire lives, careers that they’d built for the most trivial of sexual interactions. As long as it was new.
 

I guess I didn’t think there was that much to jeopardize. That, and I couldn’t stop thinking with my cock.
 

So instead of telling Shanice to stop, instead of delicately taking her hand away from my leg, I just sat there staring at her, my brain drenched in endorphins from her touch.
 

“You ever let another woman touch your cock besides your wife, Jake?” Shanice asked quietly. She pressed her palm against my cock and squeezed it through my shorts.
 

It was all so surreal that I kind of couldn’t believe it was happening. Not that I’m making excuses for my behaviour, it’s just that I kind of felt… seduced, you know? I shook my head, staring into her chocolate colored eyes.
 

Shanice let her fingers glide up until she found my zipper and gave it a gentle tug.
 

My cock jumped as she hooked her fingers into the elastic of my shorts and pulled them down. My cock sprang out, stiff and thick and ready for her to touch.
 

Shanice arched a brow. “Oh, that’s a nice looking dick for a white boy!” She followed this with a girlish giggle as she swept her fingers up my shaft making it ache. “You don’t mind if I touch, do you?”
 

Somehow in this moment, through the thick fog of pleasure and desire I realized that what I was doing was wrong. I needed to put my foot down about this. I had to talk to Lorelei first. This was going too far, too fast.
 

But where the hell was Lorelei?
 

“You know,” I started, my voice almost shaking from the effort it took. “I should… we haven’t really talked about this, Lorelei and me and I just… I feel like we should. It’s not that I’m not into it.”
 

Shanice laughed. “Oh I know it’s not that, honey, trust me,” she said. “Why don’t you just relax about Lorelei anyways? I’m sure Reg is taking good care of her inside.”
 

Of course hearing her say that made my cock bounce and harden because it made me wonder what, exactly, was going on inside with Reg and Lorelei.
 

The motion did not go unnoticed by Shanice. Her eyes widened as she stared at my cock, then looked back up at my eyes. “Oh is that what you like?” she asked, one eye raised.
 

Fuck. This did not seem good.
 

“Honey,” she purred, sliding up even closer and wrapping her fist around my cock this time. “I can talk to you like that all night.”
 

Well, I wish I could have been a stronger man. But the way she said it, the promise it held of the stories she could tell of what Reg would do to my wife coupled with the way her hand felt around my dick. I just… it was too much. 
 

You know what I mean, right? Any guy would have had a hard time saying no to that.
 

Shanice started stroking her warm hand up and my bulging shaft, staring at it with a smile. “Tell me Jake, what’s that big black boy done to your pretty little white wife, huh? He fucked that pussy yet?” Shanice asked.
 

Oh fuck. The thought of Reg fucking Lorelei’s pussy ballooned inside my mind again, hardening my cock in her hand.
 

“Oh yes, baby,” Shanice purred. “You really like the thought of that. He done that yet?”
 

I could tell my face had probably turned fifty shades of red by this point. I didn’t want to risk saying anything in case my voice came out as some awkward croak. So I just shook my head in response.
 

“No? He hasn’t fucked her yet, huh? What’s got you all hot and bothered then? You watch him eat her pussy?”
 

I shook my head again but couldn’t get the image of Reg’s mouth making out with Lorelei’s pussy lips, her thighs pressed against his cheeks.
 

“Hasn’t even done that?” Shanice asked, sounding slightly confused. “What’s he been up to while I’ve been gone then? Huh?”
 

It sounded like she really wanted an answer so I swallowed, cleared my throat and tried to ignore the tendrils of pleasure her hand was sending through my cock. “I watched them kiss,” I said quickly and quietly, just to get it out.
 

Shanice guffawed and leaned back without letting go of my cock. The stroking stopped so abruptly it made my balls ache. “Hold on a sec, that’s all you’ve seen? You watched him kiss her and that’s what’s got you this hard?” Shanice asked, her voice filled with disbelief.
 

I nodded, thoroughly embarrassed that I was such a novice to this that something so simple to her would have me so turned on.
 

With her hand still on my cock, Shanice burst out laughing. “Oh honey, you are in for the ride of your life!”
 

It was a little humiliating, to be honest. She did have my dick out and even though I knew she wasn’t laughing at that, it turned me a little sour the fact that she was laughing at all.
 

“You know,” I said, trying to push her hand away, “I think we should probably just stop.”
 

Shanice’s lips puckered into a pout and her eyes filled with regret. “Oh, honey, I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to make you feel bad!” Still, she wouldn’t let go of my cock. “Come on Jake, don’t be a poor sport! I wasn’t laughing at you!”
 

The apology sounded sincere enough but some part of my male pride still had me thinking that I should put my foot down and just stop this right now.
 

Then Shanice started stroking my cock again. She wasn’t choking it anymore, just letting her fingers brush the veins along my shaft sending ripple after ripple of pleasure to my brain.
 

Oh God. Okay. Just… just a minute or two. Then I’ll make her stop.
 

“You like that, huh Jake? You want to hear some more about what Reg is going to do to Lorelei?” she asked. She smiled as my cock thickened in her hand. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
 

Shanice tightened her grip and slid her hand up so that her finger and thumb were just below my glans. She started a stronger stroke. “You know Reg loves to eat pussy, Jake?”
 

Flex.
 

“He likes to eat pussy but, you know, he likes white pussy the best?”
 

Flex. Flex.
 

At the thought of Reg feasting on Lorelei’s dripping snatch.
 

“You haven’t even seen his cock yet, have you Jake? Ha! You have a nice cock but Reg is thick. A couple inches longer than this, too.”
 

I swallowed hard. I knew I should tell her to stop but the truth was that now I couldn’t. Her little descriptions had me cruising just on the verge of an orgasm and I couldn’t, I just couldn’t make her stop.
 

“I bet Lorelei’s pussy’s nice and tight, huh Jake?” she asked, then waited, apparently for an answer.
 

I shook my head.
 

“You’re in for a treat. You know there’s something white boys don’t know about. You can stuff a whole cock into a woman of any size, no matter how big it is.”
 

Oh sweet fuck I was so close! A drop of precum oozed out of the head of my cock. I seethed.
 

“Oh, you’re right on the edge, aren’t you?” Shanice teased.
 

The patio door slid open. Lorelei stepped out, her eyes on the ground as she walked down the steps with a drink in her hand.
 

Time slowed down.
 

As she looked up her mouth fell open. Then her eyes opened wide, a look of shock spreading across her face.
 

“There’s your wife now, Jake,” Shanice whispered, her mouth so close to me I could feel her hot breath on my cheek. “Now come!” Gripping me hard with her fist, she started to pump.
 

I groaned as cum splattered out of my cock, shooting up into the air before slapping back down onto Shanice’s black hand.
 

Lorelei almost jumped back at the sight of it, pressing a hand to her chest in shock.
 

Reg, who was behind her, smiled, then put a hand on her shoulder.
 

My orgasm exploded inside me, my body spasming on the couch as Shanice worked me through it with her hand.
 

As soon as I was on the other side, coasting down the tail of my climax, regret filled me at what I’d done.
 

Lorelei looked too stunned to speak, or to do anything for that matter and the glass she was holding nearly slipped out of her hand. Reg removed it from between her shaking fingers, set it on the steps, then nudged her towards the table where the plates had been set.
 

Being forced to move seemed to shake her from her stupor. Lorelei shook her head, lowered her eyes, mumbled an excuse, then staggered towards the patio door and disappeared into the house.
 

Shanice looked at me and arched her brow. “Oh my,” she whispered, “do you think she’s upset?”
 

Reg walked slowly across the stone patio and came to a stop in front of the couch.
 

Shame burned on my cheeks as he glanced at my midriff, making me realize my cock was still out. I scrambled to stuff it back into my pants, ignoring the cum that had dripped from it and stained my shorts.
 

Reg stared down at me with a look of concern. “Is there something wrong with Lorelei?” he asked.
 

“Uh… I… I guess she’s upset.”
 

“Why?” Reg asked, seeming genuinely confused.
 

“I-I don’t… we didn’t really… “ I lowered my eyes, ashamed to admit my mistake.
 

“Jake, did you… did you and Lorelei talk about this?” he asked, waving a finger between me and Shanice.
 

I shook my head.
 

Reg’s lips tightened and he looked at his wife.
 

“What?” Shanice asked, raising her hands. My cum was still dripping in a gooey, sticky mess from the hand she’d jerked me off with. “Don’t look at me! I just got here!”
 

I stood up, mumbled that I was sorry and pushed past Reg. I needed to make this right.
 






Chapter 11

 


“You’re sorry?”
 

“Yes, I’m sorry!”
 

Lorelei’s face was bright red and her arms were crossed tightly against her chest as she glared at me from across the room. “What in the hell were you thinking?!?” she nearly screamed.
 

It was a good question. “I… I wasn’t thinking,” I said, lowering my eyes.
 

Some of the tension between us seemed to dissipate at this answer. I dared to glance up at her as she sighed and saw that maybe there was a way in.
 

“Baby,” I whispered and moved around he couch.
 

For a moment, Lorelei looked like she was going to push me away but then seemed to change her mind. She let me put an arm around her and I squeezed her shoulder. “Why did you do that?” she asked quietly.
 

The answer was almost too embarrassing to say out loud. For the same reason kids get caught with their hand in the cookie jar? Because they just can’t wait long enough to ask? Something like that anyways.
 

“I’m really really sorry. I thought… I thought that maybe you and Reg were inside, you know, and then I started feeling like it’d be okay if… it was Shanice who started it. She started asking questions and saying you were alright in there and that it would be fine. I shouldn’t have listened to her. I should have stopped her, I know. I know that now. I should have come to ask for your permission. I’m sorry.”
 

It sounded pathetic and I felt a little pathetic grovelling like that but it seemed like that’s what the situation required.
 

It appeared to work. Lorelei unfolded her arms, took a deep breath and her eyes softened. “Yeah. Okay. I can see that.”
 

Wait, what? “You can?”
 

“Yeah,” she answered, nodding, her hair bouncing on her shoulders as she did. “We were gone a long time.”
 

“Oh. Right.”
 

Right.
 

They had been gone a long time. “So, uh, what were you guys doing in there anyways?” I asked with a nervous laugh.
 

Lorelei bit back a smile in a mischievous way that sent a bolt of panic into my gut. “You know,” she said with a little laugh. “Reg was just… he was trying things out.”
 

The air seemed to leave my lungs again at her response. Trying things out? “What kind of things, exactly?”
 

“Well,” Lorelei began, “he fingered me, Jake. He touched my pussy.”
 

I nearly fell over. My jaw fell open and my eyes bugged out and I stared at Lorelei not quite able to believe that she was telling the truth. “Are you serious?” I whispered.
 

She bobbed her head up and down in a nod.
 

“You let him… you let him touch your pussy? I thought… I thought we were supposed to… we were supposed to be doing this together?” Anger tightened around the jealousy and lust that was coursing through me and I clenched my fists.
 

Lorelei’s eyes widened in disbelief and she let out a laugh. “What? You’re not serious, are you? You’re the one that was sitting on the couch getting a… getting a… getting a hand-job!” she finally shouted.
 

My rage seemed suddenly not quite warranted. After all, she was right. I had been on the couch getting a hand-job but still. Something about this didn’t feel right. She should have asked me, or told me what was going on, or something. “Did he make you come?” I sputtered.
 

Great. Great question. Very important.
 

It actually felt like it was very important to me at the time. I’m not sure why.
 

“Did he what?” Lorelei asked. “Why… why do you want to know that?”
 

“I just… it’s… fuck… I don’t know.” My shoulders sagged and I suddenly felt very tired. I sank down onto the back of the couch.
 

Lorelei sighed and put a hand on my shoulder. “Okay. I’m sorry. This all feels like it’s going off the rails. No. He didn’t make me come.”
 

The admission gave me a sudden swell of relief. Somehow it made it easier to think about her and Reg together alone if he hadn’t done that to her. It just felt like a really intimate thing to share.
 

Yes, I realize how hypocritical that might sound but it’s different for guys. Right?
 

I let out a loud sigh. “Look, I fell bad about leaving the Jackson’s place. Dinner was almost ready and, well, do you think that maybe we could… “
 

“Go back?” Lorelei asked enthusiastically.
 

“Yeah.”
 

“Yes. I feel the same way. As soon as I stormed out of there I felt bad about it but I couldn’t bring myself to go back. Plus I’m starving and we don’t have any food here!” she laughed.
 

After going upstairs to change my shorts we headed back, proverbial hats in hand.
 



***

 


“It’s us who should be apologizing!” Reg said, chuckling as he led us through the house and into the backyard again. “We get a little… ahead of ourselves when we meet a new couple sometimes. Especially when they’re new to the scene. The energy’s just so much different, like young love!”
 

Lorelei and I both smiled at him but we both felt sheepish.
 

Shanice was sitting the same way we’d left her, one hand stretched out over the back of the couch outside, legs crossed and leaning to one side. She smiled when she saw us. “You’re back! I told him you’d be back! If you hadn’t come back I would have hauled you back here myself! Now come on, let’s sit down and eat!”
 

She didn’t stand up so much as seem to float up to standing, as graceful as if she were still dancing, then sauntered elegantly across to the table and set down her glass.
 

“I just took the steaks off the grill,” Reg said as he lifted a tray cover revealing perfectly cooked slabs of meat.
 

We ate slowly, chatting about this and that, relaxing more and more with each glass of wine. By the time the sun had gone down the air started to feel a little chill and Reg invited us inside.
 

Lorelei stood up and made to start collecting plates.
 

“No, no! Nonsense, don’t do that!” Reg said, waving a hand.
 

“The maid will get it in the morning,” Shanice explained.
 

We all wandered inside where Reg asked what sort of cocktail we’d like, then put on some Bill Evans at a low volume. We settled on couches and armchairs with Lorelei sitting to one side of me, Shanice on the other and Jake in a large armchair on the other side of the living room.
 

“Looks like you picked the right spot!” he said with a chuckle.
 

I looked over at Lorelei as I heard her giggle. Her cheeks were nice and rosy from the wine again and she seemed to be in a good space.
 

Shanice reached over and put her thumb and finger on Lorelei’s chin.
 

I pressed back into the couch as she drew her towards herself in front of me.
 

Lorelei looked relaxed and ready to play and as Shanice tilted her head, she closed her eyes.
 

My cock jumped as the two women’s lips met. It was a slow and sensuous kiss, not at all like the one Lorelei had shared with Reg.
 

Shanice didn’t seem eager or forceful but rather it looked like she just wanted to enjoy the moment and the sensation of Lorelei’s mouth.
 

Their faces were just inches from mine and still it was hard to believe what was going on. It was hard to believe that my rather conservative wife had turned to free love so quickly. And all because of Reg, it seemed.
 

Shanice pulled away from their kiss for a moment, her lips lingering close to Lorelei’s. She trailed a finger down the line of Lorelei’s jaw and smiled. “Mmm, honey,” she purred. “That’s what you taste like. Honey.”
 

Reg started chuckling from across the room which made Lorelei giggle and Shanice smile a little wider.
 

I pretty much just sat there bug-eyed with my cock stiff as a rod wondering, no, praying that I would get in on some of this.
 

Shanice leaned forward and kissed Lorelei again. This time her mouth moved more, her jaw flexing as she pushed her tongue into my wife’s mouth.
 

I could tell by the way she was moving that Lorelei was getting more and more excited with each moment that passed. So much so that when Shanice reached over and pulled away one of the straps of Lorelei’s dress, she didn’t do anything to stop her but rather leaned even deeper into their kiss.
 

I sat completely motionless, glancing at Lorelei as Shanice pulled the other strap gently away. The fabric slipped lower down her chest, hanging from her breasts before Shanice gave it another gentle tug exposing Lorelei’s chest.
 

Shanice pulled away from their kiss again. “Oh yum,” she purred, grazing the underside of one of Lorelei’s breasts with her hand.
 

Lorelei’s chest was rising and falling with each quick breath she took. She was rosy and a little frazzled but not scared. Her nipples were stiff and if anything, it looked like she wanted more.
 

Shanice wasted no time in giving it to her. Leaning even lower and putting her hand in my lap to support herself, Shanice slurped one of Lorelei’s stiff nipples into her mouth and sucked.
 

Her hand moved lower onto my thigh until her fingers once again touched my stiff shaft.
 

With Shanice sucking Lorelei’s tit and pawing at my cock, Lorelei turned to me, her face even more flushed, breathing fast. She looked high and drunk and lost in the swirl of sensation Shanice’s affection brought.
 

I put a hand behind her neck and pulled her into a kiss. Her mouth was wet and hot and her tongue swam around mine in a way I’d never felt before. It was as if something inside her was melting, softening and becoming more pliable with each gentle flick of Shanice tongue on her nipple.The heady musk of her pussy becoming wet drifted up between us.
 

I wished I could plunge my hand between her legs and fuck my fingers up into her but Shanice was in the way.
 

The kiss with Lorelei consumed me so completely that I didn’t notice Shanice had stopped sucking her nipples until I felt her lips wrapping around my cock.
 

I gasped and pulled away from Lorelei, a rush of worry flooding through me that she might get upset again.
 

My stiff shaft sank into Shanice’s mouth making my hips just forward as I groaned. I looked at Lorelei. “I’m… I’m sorry,” I whispered but that’s the best I could do.
 

Lorelei’s eyes darted between Shanice sucking my cock into her mouth and my own. She shook her head, mouthed “it’s okay,” then leaned in and locked her lips to mine in a ferocious kiss.
 

I almost pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Not only was Shanice a pro at sucking cock, it seemed like Lorelei was having a completely different reaction to it now.
 

She was thrusting her tongue into my mouth, her head twisting this way and that as she tried to deepen the kiss. She found my hand with hers and brought it up to her breast, pressing my palm against her soft, hot flesh.
 

I opened my eyes for a moment. There was Reg. Sitting in the chair across the room and smiling with one side of his mouth, watching the show.
 

Shanice popped off my cock. She ran a finger across her lower lip to clean off the spit that had pooled there. She wasn’t the kind of woman to give a really filthy blow it was all class. She pulled Lorelei away from me and leaned in to kiss her too.
 

It was a soft kiss, not nearly as fiery as Lorelei had been with me. It settled her down a bit and as Shanice pulled away from her, she smiled. “You want to give your husband some of that?” Shanice whispered, staring into Lorelei’s blue eyes.
 

As if in a trance, Lorelei nodded and sank her mouth down over my cock. She wrapped her hand around the base and gobbled up the head, sucking on it a few times before pushing more of my shaft into her mouth.
 

Shanice wrapped her fingers around Lorelei’s pony tail and moved her hand up and down in time with each bob. Then, with just a little more insistence, Shanice started taking charge.
 

She gripped Lorelei’s hair a little tighter and started pumping her head a little harder up and down.
 

Lorelei opened her mouth, breaking the tight seal her lips had made around my cock. Some of her hot spit ran down my shaft.
 

For a second I thought she was going to tell Shanice to stop. But then her lips squeezed around me again as she adjusted herself on the couch.
 

I looked down and to the side to see her tits slapping together beneath her chest as Shanice made her fuck me with her mouth.
 

Shanice turned to look at me. “You like that, Jake?” she whispered. “You like feeling me fuck you with your wife’s face?”
 

It was the most perverted, fucked up thing anyone had said to me but my cock got rock hard from hearing it.
 

Lorelei gurgled at my waist.
 

The small part of my mind that had any decency left was thinking that maybe we should give Lorelei a break, maybe I should tell Shanice to take it easy. But the heat around my cock and the wet streaks of spit and bile dripping out of Lorelei’s mouth were too much to resist.
 

As Shanice pumped her even harder, I reached under Lorelei’s chest and grabbed a handful of her tit.
 

“There you go,” Shanice purred, watching me squeezing Lorelei’s breast.
 

My cock was throbbing with each hot pump of Lorelei’s mouth around it and I got even harder as the tip of it touched the back of her throat making her gag.
 

“You’re almost there, aren’t you?” Shanice whispered with a wicked smile. She seemed to be enjoying doing this to me as much as I was.
 

I nodded and my core tightened as my body prepared for release. Heat built up in the very center of me and as Shanice leaned in and gently kissed my lips I felt the molten ball of pleasure inside me explode.
 

“Fuck!” I roared as a hot blast of cum left my cock and filled Lorelei’s sweet mouth.
 

She gagged but did nothing to push herself off. Shanice was really pounding my cock with her mouth but Lorelei didn’t put up any fight.
 

I released spurt after spurt of my hot, white load into her throat until I was completely drained and collapsed back against the couch.
 

Only then did Shanice pull her off.
 

Lorelei came up red-faced and inhaled a massive lungful of air. A thick strand of cum was dangling from her lower lip and a bunch of it was splattered along her cheeks. As she pushed out her tongue more of it oozed out of her mouth landing on her bare thigh with a soft slap.
 

It took her a while to catch her breath but after she did, Shanice leaned in and started licking her face, cleaning off my cum with her tongue.
 

My head was spinning, my face was hot and I was completely spent when Reg loomed up in front of the couch, chuckling. “Mind if I have a turn?” he asked.
 






Chapter 12

 


Of course I glanced at Lorelei first. Shanice had just pulled away from kissing her. Lorelei looked stunned as she absently tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, as if that were going to magically make her look like less of a slut. She looked at me with wide eyes.
 

“You okay?” I asked.
 

She nodded, then looked the other way to where Reg’s cock was bulging beneath his pants.
 

Even my eyes went a little wide. The guy looked huge. Like, at least ten inches and it didn't look like he was even hard.
 

“Come on Jake, you can’t have all the fun!” Reg said with a hearty laugh. He held out a paw to help me up. As I took it, he hauled me off the couch. “You’re welcome to that chair over there,” he said, jerking his thumb back to where he’d been sitting.
 

I staggered across the room my head still spinning from what had just happened and sat down. A powerful energy surged through me as my eyes settled on Reg getting down on his knees in front of the couch.
 

Shanice had eased Lorelei down lower so that she was practically on her back with Reg in between her legs.
 

I was sitting in a way that I could just make out his profile and past that, Lorelei's panties up her dress.
 

Shanice had started paying attention to Lorelei again. Her dark hand was roaming over Lorelei's shapely breasts, kneading them and every once in a while giving her nipples a gentle twist. She would lean in low and kiss her, then trail her lips down Lorelei's chest and lick her creamy flesh.
 

Reg rubbed his hands together and watched for a while. Then, when it seemed like Lorelei was suitable lost in the way Shanice was making her feel, he put his dark hands on her thighs and ever so slowly splayed them apart.
 

I shuddered as I watched Lorelei's initial resistance. She didn't pull away from Shanice or tell Reg to stop. But I saw in the way the muscles flexed in her legs that she was apprehensive. I held my breath.
 

Reg worked her like a pro. Rather than just use his sheer brawn to open her delicious thighs wider, he rubbed his hands up and down the insides of her legs, warming up the skin and warming Lorelei up to the idea that he was getting in there whether she liked it or not.
 

The moment I saw her resolve falter and watched her legs fall apart to reveal the damp spot that had formed on her panties was one I'll never forget.
 

"Relax, baby," Shanice whispered above her, staring into Lorelei's eyes. Her hands played with Lorelei's breasts again. "You are not gonna know what hit you by the time he's done."
 

Lorelei let out a nervous giggle but didn't resist any more.
 

I dug my claws into the arms of the chair as Reg leaned forward. It all seemed so surreal. Just a few days ago we were a totally normal couple living in the burbs watching our thirties float by with life just sort of happening at us.
 

And now? Now it felt like we were this completely new couple embarking on this exciting sexual adventure. It felt like we were more in control of things, somehow.
 

Reg gave the space between Lorelei’s legs a sniff, closing his eyes to savour the sweet smell of her pussy before puckering his lips and pressing them against the damp fabric in a kiss.
 

A moment later he leaned back, hooked his fingers under the elastic of her underwear and yanked them down her legs and over her feet with a swift tug.
 

Lorelei’s reluctance returned and she pressed her legs together. As Shanice leaned away from her again I saw that her cheeks were burning a bright shade of red.
 

“It’s alright, baby,” Reg whispered, running a hand along her smooth leg. He lifted up both her legs with one hand around her ankles and there was no more hiding for Lorelei no matter how she tried.
 

As her feet rose up into the air my eyes settled on the fleshy lips of her soft, bald slit. The two flaps of skin were so engorged from how turned on she was that they had split open and a clear thick syrup was pulsing out of her hole.
 

Reg leaned lower. He stuck out his very pink tongue and licked the underside of her thigh before lowering his head even more until he was just an inch or so from her pussy.
 

“Oh shit, baby,” he said, then turned to me. “How in the hell did a guy like you end up with a fine ass pussy like this?” he rumbled. He smiled as Lorelei laughed but not in a joking way. Reg turned to Shanice. “Baby you’ve got to come see this.”
 

Shanice took her hands away from Lorelei’s breasts and got up off the couch, her lithe legs flexing as she rose. She peered around as Reg held Lorelei’s legs to one side. “Isn’t that beautiful?” Reg asked quietly.
 

Shanice put a hand on his head, leaned down and pressed her lips against his. They kissed for a long time. “You honor that pussy, baby,” Shanice whispered, then mounted the couch again.
 

Reg turned his full attention back to Lorelei’s slit. He reached up with his other hand and grabbed her calf then split her legs apart.
 

The sticky sounds of her pussy pulling even farther apart filled the room.
 

My cock was throbbing again and I reached down to relieve myself. I knew there was no way I could sit here watching this and not touch my cock. Besides, it felt like we were close enough with these guys that they wouldn’t mind.
 

Reg guided Lorelei’s long legs down onto his shoulders and leaned in.
 

Shanice kissed Lorelei’s mouth and kneaded her tit.
 

Reg stuck out his tongue.
 

Lorelei shuddered from the feeling of his hot breath on her pussy.
 

Craning his neck, Reg swept a long line up Lorelei’s slit collecting the hot juice that had stained her underwear and finishing the motion with a quick flick at the top of her pussy, catching her clit.
 

Lorelei gasped and wriggled on the couch. She did a little dance with her hips and moaned into Shanice’s mouth.
 

Shanice pulled away from their kiss again, smiling. “See? I told you.” She let Lorelei work herself up onto her shoulders and watch Reg between her legs.
 

This time, Reg put his hands on Lorelei’s ass and pushed it up off the couch, as if it were some sacred goblet he was about to drink from. He pushed his lips firmly against Lorelei’s pussy forming a tight seal. His tongue started moving against her, flexing his jaw.
 

Lorelei’s mouth fell open in a silent moan as her eyes rolled back into her head. Her head fell back, her back arching, her breasts protruding up into the air as she was still on her elbows.
 

A mewling, sighing moan escaped her as her body started to shake and spasm.
 

I stroked my cock to the accompaniment of the sloppy sounds of big, black Reg feasting on my wife’s cunt.
 

With each suckle and lick Lorelei’s pleasure seemed to grow. Her body shook a little more. She cried a little louder, her voice higher, some unknown vowel, her capacity for speech apparently totally out of her control.
 

Reg squeezed her ass every once in a while as he continued to work her pussy over with his mouth. Drool mixed with Lorelei’s hot juice dripped down his chin and onto the couch.
 

After a few more minutes of this Lorelei’s shaking became constant. She was like a quivering wet mess of flesh perched on the pedestal of Reg’s dark hands. She opened her eyes and her head came up. As she stared at what he was doing to her pussy, her mouth twisted into an agonized shape.
 

A long, low moan turned into short, rhythmic sobs as she came close. She looked at Shanice, her eyes imploring, as if she might get the answers of how to deal with this new level of pleasure she’d never known.
 

Shanice ran a finger along her forehead, catching some stray strands of hair that were in Lorelei’s eyes. “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered, smiling at my wife. “You’re going to be just fine.”
 

Then, as her body started shaking even harder, Lorelei turned her attention back to Reg. Her thighs started shuddering around his cheeks. Tears ran down her cheeks. The silence in the room was ripped apart by her ferocious scream.
 

Lorelei fell back onto the couch, writhing and flailing as Reg continued to eat her out. He showed no mercy and in fact, in the most violent part of her climax took even more of her pussy into his mouth, sucking it and slapping at it with his tongue.
 

Even I got a little worried and stopped pumping my cock when Lorelei went completely still. Had she fainted? Had she passed out from him making her come so hard?
 

Reg lowered her ass gently onto the couch.
 

Shanice touched her cheek, looked at her husband with a wide small, then gave Lorelei a gentle slap.
 

That was enough to startle her awake. She looked disoriented for a moment, then propped herself back up onto her shoulders as she realized where she was.
 

“You alright, honey?” Shanice asked, smiling at Lorelei.
 

Lorelei’s only answer was a nod. Her expression had changed, somewhat. She looked slightly bewildered by what had happened but there was a purpose in her stare, an intent that hadn’t been there before. She locked onto Reg and her eyes raked down his body to his midriff, settling on the outline of his thick cock.
 

Reg let out a slow, rolling chuckle. Then, to both our amazement, he rose up off his knees until he was standing in front of the couch. “You know, I think it might be best if we call it a night for now,” he said.
 

Lorelei’s bewilderment immediately transformed into remorse. Her cheeks sank as she stared up at her new dark lover and she looked like she was about to cry.
 

I was a little bewildered myself, sitting there with my cock in my hand. I thought that was just the beginning of the show and I’d been saving myself.
 

“But… but why?” Lorelei asked, sounding like a kid who’d just been told she wasn’t having any ice cream that day.
 

Shanice smiled at her and touched her palm to her cheek again. “I think he’s right,” she said, firmly. “You just fainted there. Sometimes when you’re not used to new things you’ve just got to take it slow.”
 

Feeling more than a little awkward, I stuffed my cock back into my underwear and zipped up my pants.
 

Shanice helped Lorelei up and helped her get dressed. Then both of them walked us to the door.
 

Lorelei and I were both stunned.
 

Shanice shook her head and tilted it to one side. “Guys, this isn’t over!” she said cheerfully. “You go home and talk things through. Then we can see if you’re up for more. We’ve got no friends here so we’re free every night!”
 

We said our goodbye’s, then Lorelei and I walked back to our house. She was all over me before we even closed the door.
 






Chapter 13

 


Of course I wanted her to yank my cock out and go down on me.
 

Lorelei had other ideas. She launched herself at my mouth, kissing me like she was trying to fuck my mouth with her tongue. I’d never felt her kiss that passionately before.
 

I kept expecting her to drop down to her knees to suck me off again but instead, she put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down.
 

I opened my eyes as I sank to my knees in front of her.
 

Lorelei spread her legs open and put one foot up on the second stair. “Please?” she begged, her eyes imploring me to kiss her pussy. “I want to feel that again.”
 

Well, hell, I loved going down and her pussy looked so fucking tasty all split apart and mussed up after Reg. I shuffled in under her, tilted my head back but not before getting a giant whiff of the stinging scent of her snatch.
 

A blast of dopamine flooded my brain at the first acrid taste of her salty snatch. I plunged my tongue into the warm succour of her wet peach. Lancing her pussy brought a fresh rush of her clear hot cum trailing down my tongue and into my throat.
 

I looked up.
 

Lorelei seemed to be enjoying herself, though not nearly as much as she had with Reg. What was more remarkable about her, however, was the wild-eyed almost manic stare she was wearing. She brought her hands up, fists tightening in the hair on either side of my head. One corner of her mouth seemed to curl up in a what looked like a snarl.
 

Or maybe it was my imagination.
 

As she yanked me up against her cunt, her hips started bucking back and forth so that she was practically using my tongue like a dildo and the rest of my face as her fuck-mat.
 

The muscles in my jaw started burning but I desperately wanted to show Lorelei a fraction of the good time she’d had with Reg. I kept my tongue as stiff as a pole as she shoved it in and out of her hot pussy.
 

Just when I thought I could take no more, Lorelei let out a sharp shriek and threw her head back. Gush after gush of her hot cum spurted out of her, flooding my mouth and throat, the excess exploding out of the sides of my mouth and running down my shirt.
 

My tongue faltered as Lorelei shuddered above me causing her to pull me even closer to her pussy. She used my face to wipe up the last bits of her orgasm before letting me go and sinking down into my lap.
 

As I sat there panting, boozy-eyed Lorelei fumbled with my belt, pushed my pants down and looked down to watch my cock spring out. She looked drunk and tired and a little bit like she was going to do me out of a sense of duty but I didn’t care.
 

“Wow,” I whispered. “I can’t believe this is you.”
 

Lorelei smiled, her head lolling from one side to the other. “I can’t believe this is me, either,” she whispered. Rising up onto her knees, she reached down and grabbed my cock and pointed it between her legs.
 

She guided herself down slowly until I felt the heat from her pussy kiss the hard head of my cock. A trickle of her juice dripped out of her and ran down the length of my shaft. Lorelei relaxed her thighs, her hot sheath sliding onto me with a soft, wet slurp.
 

I groaned and hardened inside her as she started to ride. She didn’t bounce up and down, just ground her hips against me. She put an arm up on each of my shoulders and stared into my eyes.
 

“Remember, no coming inside me, okay?” Her lips twisted into a devious smile, as if she were daring me to do it anyways.
 

It was pretty disappointing hearing that because I longed to feel her tight walls squeezing against me as I shot my load up into her. “What? Why not?”
 

Lorelei didn’t stop her gentle swaying as she replied. “I forgot my pill, remember? I told you that.”
 

Fuck. I’d totally forgotten. But yeah. The last thing we needed now was another mouth to feed. I resigned myself to pulling out.
 

Lorelei rode slow. She settled all of her weight onto me so that I got as deep into her as I’d ever been. She stared into my eyes and smiled each time she felt me harden in her.
 

I was amazed that when I pulled the straps of her dress over her shoulder she didn’t pick them back up. She let the fabric fall away, exposing her beautiful, creamy tit.
 

I glanced at her nervously, then lowered my mouth to it. To my surprise, instead of pushing me away, Lorelei picked it up and pushed the nipple into my mouth.
 

I rolled my tongue over the hot, hard nub, closing my eyes to better feel each of the tiny crevices I crawled across.
 

Lorelei held her breast in place for me to suck on.
 

As my nuts tightened up and I felt like I was getting close, I let it fall out of my mouth with a wet slop. “Baby,” I whispered, “I’m almost there.”
 

Lorelei smiled again. Giving me three final strokes with her pussy, she came off.
 

I grimaced at the bracing sensation of cold air swirling around my hot cock. 
 

She reached down between us and wrapped her fingers around my shaft. As I looked down she even pulled her dress away so I could see her pumping my cock.
 

The muscles in her hand flexed as she massaged up and down my hard shaft.
 

My face tightened into a strained expression as I felt my orgasm well up. I sucked in a breath.
 

At that moment, Lorelei seemed to lose her balance and along with it, her grip on my cock. She fell backward and just managed to catch herself on the step.
 

I moaned as the first wave of pleasure from the climax sucked back down whatever hole it had come from. A thick gush of cum oozed out of the tip of my cock.
 

I don’t know why I didn’t reach up and just finish myself off. I was so shocked at what had happened that I just didn’t think of it. We both sat there staring at the cum pouring out of my dick, mesmerized.
 

When it was over, I still felt completely on edge, like I hadn’t had an orgasm at all. I looked up at Lorelei with pleading eyes. “Can you… can you finish me off?”
 

She tilted her head and frowned. “Finish you off? You just… “
 

I shook my head. “No, I didn’t. It didn’t, I don’t know… it wasn’t like the usual kind of… “
 

Lorelei sighed. “Honey I’m sorry. I am so tired right now.” It looked like her eyelids were going to droop shut.
 

With the almost painful feeling of an unreleased climax holding me tight between my legs, we plodded up the stairs to bed.
 

It felt like forever before Lorelei fell asleep, despite how tired she was. She kept tossing and turning.
 

I lay there perfectly still, pretending to sleep but really staring at the wall. When it finally felt like she had gone under, I reached down oh-so-softly so as not to wake her.
 

I came with barely a touch leaving a sticky cold puddle in my underwear to fall asleep in.
 






Chapter 14

 


“Should we invite the Jackson’s over tonight?”
 

I blinked against the sharp light of day and the sound of Lorelei’s excited voice. “What time is it?” I asked.
 

“Seven-thirty. But I can’t sleep any longer. Do you want to get up?”
 

What the fuck?!? “I thought we were on staycation?” I said.
 

“Yeah, but like I said I can’t sleep any more and doing things without you is boring. Want to get up?”
 

“Do I have a choice?” I asked.
 

“Not really. No,” Lorelei replied, smiling. “Need some help waking up?”
 

Before I could react she reached down into my underwear and tightened her hand around my half-stiff cock. I gasped, a little shocked at her forwardness, but didn’t complain.
 

Lorelei gave my cock a few quick pumps before tearing off the sheets and crawling down between my legs. As she pulled my underwear down, something caught her eye. “What are these stains?” she asked.
 

“What? What stains?” I said, knowing full well what she was talking about. Why the hell she had noticed this now, I had no idea.
 

“These white stains,” she said, turning my underwear inside out and revealing the stains from where I’d come inside them the night before.
 

I sighed. Now this was more like the old Lorelei. It was kind of a relief, actually, after everything that had happened to know that there was still some part of her that was unchanged. “I had to… you know.” I made a motion like I was masturbating with my hand.
 

Lorelei scowled. “What? Why?”
 

“Lorelei, come on!” I pleaded. She was still holding my cock and I was on the cusp of getting a blow job. I really didn’t want the fact that I’d wacked off the night before to fuck that up. “I told you. It was… it didn’t finish, like, the usual way last night. I… I jerked off.”
 

Lorelei let out and exasperated sigh along with a little harrumph and, of course, let go of my cock.
 

“Wait, what?!? No, come on!” It came out sounding so whiny if I’d been Lorelei I probably would have slapped me in the face.
 

She just sat there with that look of consternation on her face.
 

“What?” I asked, toning down the whine.
 

“I don’t know,” she began, then looked away. “I feel like if you do that then I’m… I’m not enough for you or something.”
 

Oh for fuck’s sake! “Lori that’s totally not it! I swear! I was just really tensed up and I needed to get it out of my system, I promise!”
 

She seemed unappeased.
 

“Okay, look. If you don’t want me doing that, then fine.”
 

Lorelei’s eyebrows shot up. “Fine?” she asked.
 

“Fine,” I replied.
 

“You mean you’d not do it for me?”
 

I will admit to a moment of hesitation. I mean obviously there was always the option of lying about it and stroking one out late at night. I didn’t want to do that, though. I didn’t want to be sneaking around and lying to Lorelei about whether I was jerking off or not.
 

Also this seemed to genuinely excite her, the fact that I would stop masturbating if she asked me to. “Sure,” I said, sounding decidedly unsure.
 

The smile re-formed on Lorelei’s lips as she reached out and touched my cock again.
 

Any worry I might have had about the promise I’d just made washed away as the heat of her palm enveloped my throbbing shaft. I got that stare on, the tunnel vision where nothing exists but the lips that are about to wrap around your cock.
 

Lorelei lowered her mouth down to my cock. She spent even more time staring at it this time, like she was inspecting it. “It’s such a funny muscle, isn’t it?” she asked.
 

I smirked half-heartedly. What I really wanted was for her to get on with it now that she’d wound me up so much.
 

Lorelei opened her mouth and was just about to sink down onto my girth when she glanced up. “You said we could invite the Jackson’s over tonight, right?”
 

It was such a strange moment to ask a strange question. I really needed her back on track so I smiled and said “of course.”
 

Lorelei smiled back, one corner of her mouth a little higher than the other, then plopped herself onto my cock and started to suck.
 

I sucked in air through my teeth at the sensation of Lorelei’s hot, tight mouth sucking my cock. Shanice’s guidance the night before seemed to have inspired Lorelei’s hidden porn star to come out.
 

This was nothing like the polite sucking blow job she’d given me in the hall that one night. Almost immediately she started bobbing up and down, her pony tail bouncing in a very alluring way. Each time she pulled off was accompanied by a quite filthy sucking sound that made me harden right up.
 

Lorelei lifted her eyes, still fucking me with her mouth. Seeing my excitement seemed to inspire her to double her effort.
 

With her next lunge I felt the tip of my cock touch the back of her throat. The same way I had the night before. The deeper my cock got into her mouth, the lower her hand slid down my shaft until it was right at the base touching my balls.
 

Lorelei was relentless, spearing my cock into her mouth, every once in a while making a guttural gagging sound.
 

My face twisted up in anguish as I approached the explosion that was about to happen between my legs. “Fuck,” I grunted, “I’m gonna come!”
 

And with the expertise of a seasoned whore, Lorelei looked right up into my baby blue eyes as she buried the entire length of my cock inside her mouth. Then, in a move even a seasoned whore might not have known, she reached up with her other hand, closed it around my nuts and gave them a gentle twist.
 

As the first gush of semen erupted inside her mouth, I felt like there was a fucking column of pure white light supporting my body, instead of my spine. It was the most intense and transcendental orgasm.
 

Pulse after pulse of my hot nut retched up out of my cock, slathering the back of Lorelei’s throat before she swallowed it down. As she swallowed I could feel the muscles in her neck working the head of my cock, coaxing even more cum out of my nuts.
 

I groaned as the feeling started to fade, the heat that had seared through my body slithering back into the dark hole from which it had come.
 

As my cock started flagging inside Lorelei’s mouth she resumed her ferocious sucking, as if trying to stiffen me up again. She sucked me so long it actually started to hurt and I had to reach down and touch her shoulder to guide her off.
 

She came off me right away and to my surprise still had a mouthful of my cum. Staring at me with a lewd grin she rolled it around on her tongue. A tear shaped drop oozed out of her mouth, ran down her chin and dripped down onto her breast.
 

That was so fucking hot. I must have reacted in some way because Lorelei raised an eye. She looked down at her tits, pursed her lips, then spat the big glob of cum out of her mouth. She looked back up at me, mouth open, tiny drops of semen still clinging to her lips and chin. “You like that, huh?”
 

I could not stop staring at her messy tit, slack-jawed and wide-eyed. It was such a filthy thing to do, let me cum in her mouth then spit it onto her own breast, so unlike my Lorelei! I nodded, wondering whether she was drunk to be acting like this or what?
 

To my utter astonishment, instead of bursting into giggles and running off to the bathroom, Lorelei crawled over until her breast was above my mouth. Cupping it with her hand, she leaned forward and shoved it into my mouth. “Somebody’s got to clean up this mess,” she whispered.
 

What in the fuck?!?
 

I mean, don’t get me wrong it was delightful in the lewdest way. But still. It was fucked. This did not seem like my wife.
 

At first I nearly gagged as the first slow drips of cum rolled down Lorelei’s breast and touched my lips. Just like Lorelei wasn’t really into crazy sex, I was not into anything this crazy. I’d definitely never tasted my own cum.
 

But now that she was above me so dominating and apparently turned on by what she was doing, I though what the hell? You only live once.
 

Opening my mouth a little wider I let the still-warm sauce ooze inside. The first acrid sting of semen on my tongue made me gag. I’d never tasted it before and had no idea what it tasted like.
 

The taste and smell of it burned up into my nose the more of it dripped onto my tongue. I thought I’d never be able to swallow it and I almost pushed Lorelei off.
 

Then, as it started to drain down into the back of my throat, something very foreign but very primal happened in my mind.
 

This was so not the picture I had of myself or of Lorelei or of us, for that matter. And something about that made the moment extremely hot. It felt like I’d been trapped by some Amazonian who did not doubt for a moment the fact that she was the boss.
 

And I fucking loved it.
 

I started to suck on Lorelei’s breast, licking all the rest of my own spunk off of her and wishing there was more.
 

Her nipple got so hard that I thought she was going to come from just that. Before I knew it I was hard again and Lorelei was swinging her leg over me to mount my cock.
 

She fucked hard and fast, like an animal in heat and with a wild look in her eyes. She didn’t look at me for most of it which was even hotter. It was like she was using my body like her fuck doll the same way she’d used my face the night before.
 

Only when I heaved my hips up to get even deeper inside her did she seem to notice I was there and that it was me, her husband.
 

“Don’t come inside me remember?” she asked in between gasps and pants.
 

Great.
 

So, I calmed myself down and tried to relax.
 

Lorelei’s pussy leaking all over me and her body riding me like I was a bucking bronco didn’t make it too easy.
 

It was a relief when I finally felt her pussy start to squeeze my cock. She shrieked, the same way she’d shrieked the night before and came, hard and fast.
 

My suddenly unashamed Lorelei shuddered on top of me, then kind of shook her body like she was trying to shake the orgasm out.
 

Then she stopped.
 

She put her hands on my chest and leaned over me breathing hard. She’d brought me so close that I knew just a few more wiggles would send me over and I desperately wanted to feel that again.
 

“Baby, I’m almost there. Do you mind?” I asked.
 

Lorelei cracked a grin, then squeezed my cock with her dripping snatch. Then she pulled herself off with a loud slurp and reached down with her hand.
 

She’d squirted so much my cock was slick with her juice. As she pumped my body tightened up and a few moments later we were both watching the few spurts of cum my body had left splatter over her hand and my stomach.
 

As I lay recovering with Lorelei’s hand still around my cock I noticed there was something even more different about her. It wasn’t just how carefree she was about sex. There was something in her eyes now. A wild and hungry look. She looked… unsatisfied.
 

“Lorelei,” I said, smiling. “You alright?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“You’re looking a little… crazy over there.”
 

She laughed, let go of my cock and looked down at her naked body. It was as if the real Lorelei were re-inhabiting her own skin after being absent.
 

What the hell was going on?
 

“I’m fine!” she laughed. “Totally fine!” But as she crawled off the bed and staggered towards the bathroom, the laugh took on a sort of maniacal note that mirrored the look I’d seen in her eyes.
 

Thankfully the door to the bathroom slamming shut made me come to my senses. “What the hell are you talking about?” I muttered to myself.
 

I was being crazy. Lorelei wasn’t being maniacal or not herself. She was a person who had changed a bit because of some crazy stuff that had happened. Sure, it had happened in a short time but that didn’t mean anything. There was no point in driving myself crazy thinking about it or wondering why it was happening.
 

We were just two consenting adults having a good time.
 

I laughed at myself, then closed my eyes and laced my fingers together behind my head. That’s how Lorelei found me when she came back.
 

Freshly showered, hair dried and make-up done, Lorelei looked especially radiant in stark contrast to my naked, sleepy ass. “Come on!” she said, yanking the pillow out from behind my head. “Let’s get this day started! I want to go to breakfast!”
 

“Great idea!” I said, leaping out of bed and bounding for the bathroom.
 

“After that we can swing by the Jackson’s and see if they want to come over tonight!”
 

My smile faded a tiny bit. Man, she really was into those Jacksons, huh?”
 






Chapter 15

 


We went to breakfast. It felt a little hurried, or rather, Lorelei made it feel that way. She kept her sunglasses on, which was strange because she never did that but she said the sun from outside was too bright.
 

We ate in near silence and after I’d payed Lorelei practically raced out to the car. When we pulled into the driveway, she was out the door before the car had even stopped walking towards the Jackson’s house.
 

Reg answered the door without his shirt on. He was wearing sunglasses and orange swimming shorts and flip flops. As soon as he saw us his mouth turned up in a big grin. “Well if it isn’t Jake and Lorelei!” he said, his voice booming over us and out onto the street.
 

For some reason I had the thought to turn around and look back. I just caught sight of Mrs. Gibbons peeling back the window shade across the street. She smacked it back into place as soon as she saw me look back.
 

Glancing at Lorelei, I found her eyeing Reg with a wide smile. Looking closer I realized she wasn’t looking at him, his eyes, at all. She was staring at his hard, dark chest.
 

He had no hair and his pecs and his abs looked like he crushed dumbbells for breakfast at the gym. The guy was cut.
 

I looked away sheepishly as I realized he had caught me staring. Thankfully, Lorelei spoke up.
 

“Hey Reg,” she said, her voice sunny and sweet.
 

“Hey,” Reg replied.
 

“We were just wondering if you and Shanice wanted to come by for dinner tonight? We want to get you back for last night.” Lorelei’s voice faltered slightly as she spoke, making me realize she was nervous talking to Reg.
 

Which was funny because she never got like that.
 

“Hmm,” Reg replied, furrowing his brow and rubbing his chin. “Let me check with the missus. Come in. Come on in.”
 

As he turned to let us step inside, Lorelei fluttered by him, then I squeezed past his large frame. I caught a whiff of his oakey musk.
 

“Shanice!” Reg called out.
 

Shanice “mmm-hmm’d” back from somewhere inside the house.
 

“Baby what do we have going on tonight, anything? The Winters’ want to know if we can come over to their place for dinner?”
 

Shanice appeared at the top of the stairs looking just as glorious as she had the night before. She floated down, the long, white sheer scarf she was wearing making it look even more like she was walking on a cloud. She greeted us with a warm smile. She looked over at Lorelei, then back at me. “Oh you can’t fool me,” she said, turning her head to Lorelei again with a smile sly.
 

Lorelei looked genuinely confused. “Fool you?” she asked.
 

“I know what it is you want, honey,” Shanice said, pointing a finger at Lorelei.
 

“What?”
 

“You want some more of that black lovin’, huh?”
 

The question made both of us turn red.
 

A low, easy chuckle rolled out of Reg. “Come on, baby,” he said, “no need to be like that. You made them embarrassed.”
 

Lorelei let out a nervous giggle beside me, drawing my attention.
 

I bit the inside of my cheek as I realized she’d turned her eyes down and was no longer staring at Reg’s chest but rather at the outline of his cock in his trunks.
 

“What?” Shanice asked. “Doesn’t look like it’s too much of a secret to me,” she said pointing at Lorelei with a laugh. “Besides, I’m not being mean. Just telling it like it is.” Shanice stepped between me and Lorelei and put an arm around her shoulder. “You want to see that big dick, don’t you honey?” she whispered.
 

I gasped.
 

Sure, last night had been fun and wild but the last thing I expected was for Lorelei to come racing over here and for Shanice to be so forward in pointing out that my wife wanted her husband’s cock. It was all a little much.
 

“You know guys, I think maybe we should just get out of your hair and let you have some time to decide,” I said with a nervous chuckle. “Lorelei just kind of bolted over here. We didn’t really even have time to talk about the invite so… “
 

Shanice waved away my worry. “Oh hush. Nothing wrong with it, Jake. It’s the natural order of things.”
 

Natural order of things?
 

What was that supposed to mean?
 

“It’s one of the… “ she paused, as if searching for the word, then, apparently having found it, carried on. “ …difficulties of being married to this man.” She cast Reg a sly smile.
 

“Oh, I wouldn’t call it a difficulty!” Reg boomed, pressing his hand against his stomach and tilting his head back in a laugh.
 

Lorelei giggled along nervously but I swear her eyes never once left his dick.
 

I was starting to sweat a little bit and not because it was hot. Their house was air-conditioned. No, I will admit that I was starting to get a little worried about Lorelei.
 

Last night had been fun. This whole crazy adventure had been fun but her racing over here like that was strange. Her standing there staring at Reg’s dick without looking up was stranger still. I really just wanted to get her home and talk to her about it.
 

Shanice stepped away from Lorelei and walked around behind her husband. She hooked her fingers under the elastic of his shorts and yanked them down.
 

Reg’s massive cock flopped out, unfurling like a thick, black rubber hose.
 

A shudder shook me and I swallowed as I saw Lorelei’s mouth fall open as she gaped at how well-endowed he was.
 

It wasn’t that I was jealous. I wasn’t the jealous type. Also I had no penis-envy or anything like that. It’s just that when a guy pulls out a cock like that in front of your wife. Well, shit… Any guy would have felt a little put out.
 

Lorelei was mesmerized. Her big, blue eyes were open wide staring at the dark python and, I am sure, thinking the one thing there was to think in the situation. How would it ever be able to fit inside.
 

“Go on,” Shanice whispered from behind Reg. “Don’t be shy.”
 

The light coming through the window changed as a cloud passed by overhead. It was an absolutely surreal moment. There we were, in the middle of the morning, staring at Reg’s handsome dark cock.
 

And there I was, feeling very conflicted about what emotion I should allow myself to feel. I wondered for a moment if I shouldn’t be a little more threatened by what was happening. After all, Lorelei was acting quite weird and the Jackson’s were being so forward about everything.
 

I didn’t really have time to contemplate it any more because, without once looking up, Lorelei sank down onto her knees in front of Reg and picked up the head of his cock with both hands.
 

The scene was opposite of the night before. Her dainty, alabaster palms were now the chalice holding his dark gift. She brought it up, inspecting it the same way she had mine. “It’s so big.” Her voice was filled with wonder and awe.
 

As she lifted the cock head up higher, positioning it just inches from her lips, she turned to look at me and smiled in such a sweet but wicked way.
 

I looked up to see Shanice grinning at me, half-hiding behind Reg’s massive frame. She winked, then turned to look at Lorelei. Taking the base of Reg’s hardening cock in hand, she eased him closer to Lorelei and pressed the tip of it against her lips.
 

Lorelei looked nervously from Shanice to me and up to Reg, then back to me again. Something had spooked her, it seemed, and now she looked uncertain and confused, even worried about what to do.
 

Once again I felt like we were at a special moment in our relationship, Lorelei and I. This was so taboo and so unlike anything she would have ever done before and here she was looking to me for guidance, asking me what she should do next.
 

Probably the hottest thing about it was the power that I felt from her submission. I took a deep breath and nodded at her. “It’s okay. Go ahead,” I whispered.
 

Lorelei’s chest heaved with excitement as she turned her full attention back to Reg’s now stiff cock. Popping her mouth open she stuck out her tongue as Reg stepped forward again.
 

With Shanice still holding onto him it looked like it was Shanice that was feeding my wife her husband’s cock.
 

How fucked up is that?
 

Though it stretched her mouth quite a bit, Lorelei took about a third of his thick shaft in.
 

Shanice let go of her husband, walked around him and came towards me.
 

I was mesmerized, staring at Lorelei as she started pumping and choking on the cock, gurgling noises emanating from her throat as she turned her filthy on.
 

Shanice stood next to me.
 

For a moment I hoped that she’d take me out and maybe give me a hand job while I watched but I felt a little shy about asking so I just stood there and gaped.
 

“I guess you two talked about it and decided everything was alright, huh? You gave her the go-ahead?” Shanice asked with a smile.
 

The question took my mind off of Lorelei trying to force more of Reg’s black cock into her throat.
 

We hadn’t really talked about it. We’d been too busy fucking. And I hadn’t really given any sort of go-head. “It’s sort of implied, I think,” I answered so as not to leave the question hanging.
 

“Oh,” she said, her smile widening a little. “That’s alright.”
 

It was a weird exchange but I forgot about it almost immediately. I turned my attention back to the gurgling sounds of Lorelei choking on cock.
 

Reg was staring down at her, one hand on the small of his back, the other at the base of his shaft. “What do you say, Reg?” he asked, turning up to look at me. “You ready to see your wife take another man’s cock?” He punctuated the question with his characteristic grin.
 

It was a sobering and terrifying thing to hear. While I’d fantasized about that very thing, hearing it said out loud, as Reg had done, brought a whole new element to it.
 

This was for real. We weren’t fucking around any more, so to speak. He was really asking if he could put his cock into my wife.
 

I nodded, my mouth hanging open a little in disbelief at what I was about to let him do.
 

Reg smiled and Shanice gave an approving nod beside me. Reaching down, he put his finger on Lorelei’s chin and gently pushed her away, removing his cock from her mouth.
 

Lorelei slumped down onto her haunches, panting with her tongue hanging out. She looked like a lap dog that had run too hard.
 

And she could not take her eyes off of Reg’s cock. She reached up and tried to wrap her hand around it, even leaned forward licking her lips like she wanted it back in her mouth.
 

Reg let out a low chuckle as he helped her up to her feet. “I know, baby, I know,” he said quietly.
 

I wondered what it was he knew, exactly? Did he know what that look in her eyes meant? Did he know why Lorelei was acting so funny, like the only thing she could think about was having him in her mouth again?
 

I turned to Shanice, hoping she might provide some explanation without being prompted.
 

Reg took Lorelei by the arm and led her towards the stairs.
 

I moved to follow but Shanice put her hand on my arm and held me back. “Say, Jake?” she said.
 

“Huh?”
 

Shanice looked at me with a sort of placating smile. “Can I ask you something before we go up?”
 

“Uh, sure. What is it?” I was getting pretty impatient. I could already hear Lorelei moaning quietly up the stairs and I didn’t want to miss any of what was happening.
 

“Have you ever heard the expression ‘once you’ve had black… ‘”
A shudder rushed down my spine, prompting me to burst into a nervous laugh.
 

Shanice gave me a puzzled look.
 

“You’re… you’re joking, right?” I asked.
 

“Joking?” Shanice replied. “About what?”
 

“About that saying. You don’t really expect me to believe it’s true, do you?”
 

Shanice’s smile returned and she shrugged. “I’m just saying, Reg has had a funny effect on the some of the couples we’ve shared, particularly the women.”
 

Lorelei’s moans grew louder from the upstairs. I looked towards the staircase. All I really wanted to do was run up there and see what was going on. Yet, something compelled me to stay and finish talking to Shanice. “Funny, how?” I asked.
 

Shanice’s eyes roamed around the room, as if searching for the right way to explain what she meant. “Some of the women, well, they got quite attached to Reg. He has that way about him, you know?”
 

I sort of knew what she meant. He was a big, dominating man. I knew a lot of women liked that. I also knew that Lorelei and I were solid. This was definitely a crazy new thing but there was no way either of us were going to let that come between us.
 

I was absolutely certain of that. I almost resented Shanice for suggesting it. “Look,” I began, then got distracted by another loud moan. “I’m pretty sure everything’s going to be alright. I… I think we should just go up and join them, if that’s all you have to say, that is.”
 

Shanice smiled and nodded. “Sure, Jake. No problem. Let’s go.” She stood up and led the way, the sheer white scarf sailing in the air behind her.
 

I jumped up and followed her up the stairs. My cock hardened to full stiffness as we stepped into the bedroom to find Lorelei lying on the bed, legs splayed.
 

Reg was licking her pussy again.
 

I stood there, paralyzed, as her lithe calves trailed up and down the sides of his arms.
 

Reg ate her out until she screamed through another mind-shattering orgasm. Then he got up, took his shorts off and crawled onto the bed.
 






Chapter 16

 


Lorelei’s post-climactic exhaustion was short-lived. As Reg pushed her thighs apart and crawled between her legs she seemed to get a second wind. She looked down her body, her eyes widening at the sight of his massive pole flexing and bouncing between her legs.
 

“You want to be a little closer?” Shanice asked, taking me by the hand.
 

I was too stunned to reply. I let her lead me towards the bed.
 

Reg acted as if we weren’t even there, all his attention focused on preparing Lorelei’s glorious body for his hard muscle.
 

To my surprise, Lorelei didn’t really react to me standing next to her, either. I chalked it up to being lost in the moment. I couldn’t imagine what she was going through. Going from being downright repressed to letting a near stranger fuck her was huge.
 

As much as I wanted this to be about us, I didn’t want to pull her out of her own experience. So I just stood and stared instead.
 

Reg pressed the head of his cock against the top of Lorelei’s slit.
 

Her back arched and her legs splayed even wider, her body readying for him.
 

He rubbed his shaft along her clit a few times, then gave it a slap making juice seep from her snatch.
 

I was aching to touch myself. What a lewd thing to be watching! My wife was about to let this big, dark monster inside her. Somewhere only I’d ever been since we got married.
 

Nonetheless, I remembered my promise to Lorelei. I wasn’t sure if masturbating in this kind of situation was off-limits, too or whether it would be alright. Just in case I decided to err on the side of caution. I didn’t want anything spoiling the mood or upsetting her.
 

As Reg slid his cock up and down on her slit, riding up onto her stomach, I got to see just how far he would fit inside her.
 

I have to say I felt a little sorry for him. There was no way that whole cock was going to fit into Lorelei’s pussy. He’d be fucking her with only about half of it at most.
 

I always felt a little bit bad for guys with dicks that big. I couldn’t imagine it was easy to find a woman who would take the whole thing. I’d talked to a lot of women who swore they didn’t like a big cock like that because of how uncomfortable it was. I was pretty sure Lorelei would feel the same way.
 

Finally, after he’d worked her up to an almost fevered state, Reg slipped the head of his cock down between her legs. Working it with his hand he peeled apart her dripping outer lips and gave her the first taste of what he would feel like.
 

Lorelei reached down with her hands and spread her lips revealing the pale, pink flesh tunnel that led to her insides. Her expression was strained. “Please?” she whimpered, begging him to push himself inside.
 

I guess for a moment there I felt a little shiver of fear run through me as I remembered Shanice’s warning, or whatever it was. Mostly because I’d never seen Lorelei quite so eager about anything sexual in my life.
 

But as Reg began pressing the head of his cock past her outer lips the worry was pushed out of my mind by a powerful pulse of lust.
 

Lorelei’s thighs quivered as the bulbous head slipped into her pussy, stretching her out.
 

My breath stopped as I watched his dark muscle slip into her. I knew we were crossing a threshold we could never cross back. Even though we were in this together, we were breaking a vow, a promise to each other that we’d made.
 

The sound of Lorelei’s pained mewl as Reg’s thick shaft stretched her pussy out grounded me back in the room.
 

It seemed as if every muscle in her body were flexed. Her toned calves were flexed; her toes were pointing straight down and she’d reached up and grabbed Reg by the shoulders as if to guide him inside.
 

I watched in awed horror as inch after inch of his hard, black cock squeezed into her until her body bucked and he had to stop.
 

This was what I was talking about. He was barely half inside her with a good five or six inches of his cock still out. I supposed he’d just have to deal with that.
 

Instead, Reg gave a quick thrust with his hips.
 

Lorelei grimaced and cried out. Her hands pressed against his chest. “Stop!” she whimpered. “I can’t… that’s all I can take.”
 

That’s all I can take.
 

I’ll never forget the way those words sounded coming out of her mouth. The same way I’ll never forget what happened next.
 

I turned to Shanice, hoping for I don’t even know what. Some reassurance, maybe, that Reg wouldn’t get too violent with her? I don’t know.
 

Shanice smiled knowingly and nodded. She touched my arm and that felt like reassurance enough.
 

By the time I turned to look at the bed again, Reg had lifted Lorelei up onto his laugh and was sitting back on his haunches with her suspended above him, his cock still inside her cunt.
 

“Baby, you’d be surprised what you can take,” he growled, smiling at Lorelei.
 

Lorelei’s body was shaking, seemingly floating above Reg as he held her effortlessly in the air. She cast me a terrified, helpless glance.
 

The thought occurred to me that she might want me to intervene, to stop what was about to happen. I opened my mouth to say something and felt Shanice touch my arm again.
 

“It’s alright,” she whispered. “She’ll be alright.”
 

As Reg began sliding her down his hard pole, the juices drooling out of her pussy easing the way, Lorelei began clawing at the sheets with her feet like she was trying to run away. Her eyes opened even wider as inch after dark inch of his cock pushed into her cunt.
 

“It’s okay, baby,” Reg growled. “It’s all okay.”
 

I saw in her eyes the moment Reg pierced past the tightest part of her pussy with a wet squish.She drew in an enormous breath and suddenly relaxed, then let it out in a guttural moan.
 

My heart pounded against my ribs as I saw Reg’s cock get sucked up into the deepest part of my wife.
 

As her thighs settled onto his lap Lorelei pressed her hands against his chest again. She was breathing fast. Her nipples were rock hard. Her thighs shook against his legs. She looked into his eyes. “I didn’t know,” she whispered, nearly weeping. “I just… I didn’t know,” she said again, shaking her head.
 

Didn’t know? Didn’t know what? I looked at Shanice but she only smiled again.
 

Reg didn’t say a word. Putting a hand behind Lorelei’s back, he leaned over her, lowering her onto the bed, his cock still stuffed deep inside her.
 

Lorelei stared into his eyes, like he had just told her the secret of the universe and life itself.
 

I watched as his haunches flexed. He eased himself out of her slowly. His cock was covered in a thick, white cream. Then, in a rough rut, he slammed himself deep inside her again.
 

Lorelei cried out. Her hands crawled onto his back, her fingers clawing at his dark skin.
 

Reg pulled out and slammed into her again. And again. And again.
 

Each rough pump was noisier than the last as Lorelei’s pussy squished and his balls slapped against her ass.
 

My head started to spin as a cocktail of emotions roiled inside me. How was it so beautiful to see his dark seeding muscle thrusting into her deepest parts? How on earth had she taken him all in?
 

I’d seen what his cock looked like on her stomach and I couldn’t believe there was that much room inside her. There was no way I’d ever been that deep in her. She had certainly never made the face she was making now when I’d fucked her. Ever.
 

As Reg upped the tempo Lorelei matched his rhythm, her legs opening as he pounded into her to let him in.
 

A shiver of panic rushed through me as a thought skittered through my mind. I turned to Shanice, eyes wide. “I… she… he can’t finish inside her,” I said, touching her arm.
 

Shanice frowned. “What?” she asked. “Why?”
 

My heart sped up as I glanced over at them fucking. They were staring into each other’s eyes even as his body slammed against hers, his chest pressed against her tits.
 

“She… I think she missed a pill or something, I… “
Shanice smiled and put a hand over mine on her arm. “Oh, it’ll be alright. I’m sure it’ll be fine,” she said.
 

What? I couldn’t believe she could say that, be so nonchalant about it! Was she really going to let… 
 

Oh God.
 

The thought started at the base of my brain and seeped down my spine. It would have been terrifying if it hadn’t been so hot. I think it was the danger of it that got to me.
 

Looking back at Lorelei I saw that she was completely lost in the moment. Their bodies were a tangle of undulating black and white flesh. I knew that she wouldn’t remember. I don’t know how I knew but I did.
 

She was too far gone, maybe. Maybe I saw it in her eyes. She was lost in the coupling in a way she’d never been, disconnected from her mind, it seemed like.
 

Why didn’t I step up? Why didn’t I say something? I couldn’t. No, really. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to, I knew I should. I just actually couldn’t move.
 

Watching the two of them driving each other towards orgasm made my cock swell.
 

She hadn’t allowed me to come inside her the last few times. It didn’t seem like she cared at all that Reg was about to do just that. She was just a bitch in heat now, the feeling of his massive cock having disarmed her and robbed her of choice, it seemed like.
 

Lorelei began scrambling beneath him, clawing at him, jutting her hips against his groin in a furious fuck. Her mouth twisted and her eyelids fluttered and I saw the moment she started to come.
 

She screamed again.
 

His body slammed against her in hot, sweaty slaps.
 

Between his legs I saw her pussy clenching at his cock.
 

Reg grunted. His ass flexed and his nuts tightened up.
 

Lorelei started coming down off the other end of her orgasm. She seemed to come to. She seemed to notice me staring at her. Then she looked up at Reg. Something connected inside her mind.
 

Relief flooded through me. Okay. It was going to be alright. She was going to tell him to get off and not come inside.
 

Lorelei opened her mouth and looked up into his eyes. The shadow of a smile flickered across her mouth. She bit her lip. As her body bucked with his thrusts, she spoke. “I… I want it inside.”
 

The panic returned in a heartbeat. My eyes went wide.
 

It was too late.
 

Reg started to cum.
 

His whole body flexed above her as he piled his cock as it deep as it could get. His balls flattened against her ass. He held himself there giving me the perfect view of the base of his shaft.
 

The dark muscle squeezed, then released, squeezed and released.
 

A deeply satisfied smile spread across Lorelei’s lips and she closed her eyes.
 

A heavy silence filled the room.
 

Then, having spilled his load in the deepest part of her, Reg returned to his fuck. He yanked his cock out and fucked it back inside.
 

My imagination ran wild as I saw the first trickle of his cum ooze out from between his dark cock and her raw pussy lips.
 

Reg barely seemed human to me anymore. He was just a flesh machine that, having delivered its potent load of seed was now forcing it in even deeper, towards her womb.
 

Lorelei’s legs wrapped around his trunk in a gesture of submission and acceptance, like she never wanted him to leave.
 

My cock ached. My head was pounding. My heart was still throbbing in my chest.
 

Reg slowed down. He leaned over her and kissed her on the lips. Then, pulling slowly, he unsheathed himself giving me a full view of his cock dripping in fresh cum and pussy juice.
 

Reg stood up and off the bed.
 

Lorelei, exhausted, lay there with her legs splayed open looking completely wrecked.
 

He took a deep breath and for a moment I thought he was going to beat his chest. 
 

Nothing can compare to what I felt in that moment. It was so clear who the alpha was in the room. Reg walked over with a confident strut.
 

“Honey?” Shanice said to him.
 

Reg looked at her and raised an eye. “What is it dear?” he asked.
 

“Well, Jake says Lorelei might have missed one of her pills.”
 

Reg nodded sagely, as if it were no big deal that he might have just impregnated another man’s wife. “Well,” he said scooping up his shorts and heading towards the bathroom, “I’m going to take a shower. Maybe you can show our friend how to take care of that?” he said. He flashed me a grin before disappearing into the hall.
 

Shanice took me by the arm.
 

I barely felt myself start to walk. She helped me down onto my knees in front of the bed, then helped Lorelei move down.
 

Lorelei seemed so out of it I thought she was going to pass out again.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her engorged pussy lips, messy with Reg’s freshly milked cum. It was seeping out of her closing hole, too.
 

“The best way,” Shanice explained next to me, “is to use your mouth.”
 

Lust ripped through me at the suggestion. I put my hands on Lorelei’s legs.
 

She spread herself wider, looked down her body and smiled.
 

I closed my eyes and leaned close.
 






Chapter 17

 


I touched her soft pussy lips with my tongue. A split second later the taste of Reg’s hot spunk filled my senses. It was so much sweeter than mine, though it had a bitter edge at the end of the taste.
 

My cock hardened as I began to lick it up from the outside of her pussy. Once I’d cleaned her pink lips the real job began.
 

I braced myself, swallowed hard and pushed my tongue into her cunt. The tip of it dipped into the pool of seed swimming inside her.
 

I hadn’t noticed by Shanice had moved to the side of the bed. She had a hand on Lorelei’s arm and was helping her up. “It helps if you sit,” she said.
 

The life returned to Lorelei’s eyes as she looked down at me pressed against her pussy. Her smile grew wider as she touched her palm to my cheek.
 

It was terrifying how unconcerned she was about the huge load of semen in her belly. And yet I was hard as a rock from what I’d just witnessed and from her reaction.
 

“You’ve got to push a little, honey,” Shanice said, coaching Lorelei along.
 

Lorelei squeezed her pussy, gripping my tongue.
 

At first I felt a trickle of cum ran out of her. Then, with a wet fart, a deluge of cum exploded into my mouth. I gulped down the first oyster-like glob. More of Reg poured out of my wife.
 

As Lorelei watched me slurping up the mess he’d made inside her that look, the crazy look from before, returned to her eyes.
 

I sucked glob after glob of still-hot jizz from Lorelei’s pussy until all I could taste was the sharp acid of Lorelei’s walls.
 

Shanice helped her back down onto the bed.
 

Lorelei rolled onto her side.
 

“You two would probably like some time alone, wouldn’t you?” Shanice asked quietly. She didn’t wait for either of us to answer, just walked across the room and closed the door.
 

Still reeling from everything that had just happened, I crawled around the bed, then crept up onto it so I could be next to Lorelei. I looked into her smiling eyes as she pressed her hand against my cheek.
 

“Are you mad?” she whispered.
 

“No.”
 

She gazed into my eyes for a while. “I couldn’t help myself. I… I needed to feel it. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”
 

Her confession crushed me as much as it turned me on. Knowing that I could never do for her what Reg had just done was incredibly painful and incredibly hot. “Do you think it’s going to be okay?” I asked.
 

Lorelei giggled. “I’m sure it’ll be fine. Oh Jake,” she whispered, closing her eyes. “Thank-you. Thank-you for this. I’m so happy your mine. I could never imagine doing anything like this with anyone else.
 

Her words cut into me like a warm knife. The ache in my cock drew my attention down between my legs. “Do you think… do you think we can… “ Even after everything that had happened I couldn’t bring myself to finish the question.
 

Do you think we can fuck?
 

I felt a little selfish asking for it but I was so hot and so hard I couldn’t imagine not getting off.
 

“Oh, hon,” Lorelei replied, reaching down and squeezing the head of my cock. “I’m so sore right now I don’t think I could.”
 

My heart sank. I didn’t want to start a fight but honestly this would not do. I couldn’t just walk around feeling like this all day. “Well, do you mind if I… you know.”
 

Lorelei’s expression softened. “Oh Jake, of course not!”
 

Thank fuck she said that. If she’d told me I couldn’t I don’t know what I would have done. I didn’t want her to feel bad but I needed to get off.
 

I had my cock out and started stroking myself as soon as the words were out of her mouth. It felt so good, such a relief, to be touching myself. My eyes roamed down Lorelei’s curves as a hot ball of climax swelled my nuts.
 

“Here,” Lorelei whispered, reaching down between my legs. Her hand closed around my sack sending me careening over the edge climax.
 

As I groaned and pumped my cock gush after hot gush of seed spilled from me landing impotently on the sheets. Straining against the rush of pleasure I saw Lorelei smile.
 

The orgasm dragged on and on as Lorelei squeezed every last drop out of me with her hand. Even when I was done she kept stroking my balls as I held onto my cock.
 

When one final shudder rushed through me I had to move her hand away because it had actually started to hurt, her touching me there.
 

“Mmm,” Lorelei purred. “That was nice.” She closed her eyes and her body went still.
 

Nice?
 

I didn’t understand what was so nice about it. An after-orgasm sobriety settled on my mind and  I started having second, then third thoughts about everything.
 

This was, no doubt, the hottest thing we’d ever done. Lorelei seemed sexually liberated in a way I never could have hoped for just one short week ago. But what price had we paid for that?
 

As I played over the memory of what she’d looked like letting Reg come inside her I wondered if I’d ever be able to make it stop? Would I be a walking zombie, forever doomed to thinking about the fact that my wife had eagerly taken another man’s cum into her after rejecting mine?
 

Would Lorelei ever be the same? The memory of the word’s she’d said when he first sank into her drifted into my mind.
 

I didn’t know. I just didn’t know.
 

It was clear now what she’d been talking about. She’d never known that anyone could make her feel that way.
 

A dark fear loomed inside me. How could someone discover something like that and not want more? Could they? Would Lorelei ever come back to being just with me? Or would the memory of Reg that deep inside her haunt her and push her back into his arms?
 

I drifted off to sleep beside her with all of that running through my head. I woke up to Shanice’s gentle touch on my arm. She was smiling down at me and shaking me awake.
 

“Jake? Hi. Did you have a nice nap?”
 

I rubbed my eyes and peered out the window wondering what time it was. “Where’s Lorelei?” I asked, not finding her next to me.
 

Shanice smiled in that sweet way she had. “Well, we had a bit of a change of plans. We decided to invite some people over for a party. I hope you don’t mind? Lorelei said it would be fine. We’ll come over to your place another day though, alright?”
 

“Uh, sure. I guess that’s fine. Where is she?”
 

“Oh she’s downstairs. Don’t worry, she’s fine. She’s a real social butterfly!” Shanice giggled in a way that made me cringe.
 

Social butterfly? That didn’t sound like my Lorelei.
 

“Come on. Let’s get you up. You can freshen up in the bathroom then join us downstairs.”
 

I scrambled up off the bed and staggered out into the hall towards the bathroom.
 

The sounds of a raucous party floated up the stairs. I heard Lorelei’s high-pitched laugh rise up among a wave of low voices.
 

I rushed to the bathroom, threw some cold water on my face, then hurried down the stairs with Shanice following me.
 

The place was packed.
 

“I thought you said you didn’t have any friends here?” I asked, searching the room for Lorelei. There were so many people there and nearly all of them were black. I relaxed somewhat at the sight of a few women in the crowd. However most of the people there were men.
 

I spotted Lorelei standing with a drink in her hand surrounded by three rather large guys. She was smiling and laughing and every once in a while she would touch her neck and look away shyly.
 

“Well what do you know!” Reg’s unmistakable baritone boomed from across the room.
 

The voices hushed and suddenly all eyes were on me.
 

“It’s our sleepy friend!” he exclaimed. He walked over, drink in hand and slapped a big hand on my shoulder.
 

I did my best not to wince at the bolt of pain. It was all very confusing. I didn’t want to be a spoil-sport but what I really wanted to do was just take Lorelei and go home. I felt like we needed some time together to, I don’t know, straighten things out, I guess.
 

“What can I get you?” Reg asked.
 

“Uh, red wine, I guess?”
 

He nodded at Shanice and she walked off into the kitchen, presumably to fix my drink.
 

The din rose as people started chatting again.
 

My eyes rose to meet Reg’s and I forced a smile. “Quite a crowd,” I muttered, glancing back to where Lorelei was standing.
 

“You feeling alright, friend?” Reg asked.
 

The question seemed genuine and kind enough and made me feel a little bad. Bad because even though I’d been the one to push Lorelei into his arms, I had started having some ill-will towards him for what he’d done. “I’m fine,” I muttered, forcing another smile.
 

Reg frowned. “Hmm. Doesn’t seem like you are. You want to talk?”
 

It made me realize that I did want to talk. Not necessarily to Reg, though he would probably do. I was having a hard time parsing everything that had happened and maybe just saying some stuff out loud would help.
 

“Come on,” he said before I had a chance to answer. He led me through the crowd and into a room lined with bookshelves and closed the door. He took a seat in one of the chairs by the window and invited me to do the same. “You’re having a hard time with what happened, aren’t you?” he asked. His smile had disappeared.
 

My face flushed with embarrassment because he’d hit the nail on the head. “Kind of, I guess.”
 

Reg nodded and set his drink down. “Relax. It happens to everyone.”
 

“It does?”
 

“Sure thing. You’ve just gone through a big thing. You watched your wife take another man. That’s not something you can just forget about the same day.”
 

It was so reassuring hearing Reg, experienced as he was in this whole swinging thing, say that to me. “Do you ever feel like that?”
 

Reg shrugged. “Not anymore.”
 

“But you did? Like, when you guys first started doing this?” I asked.
 

“Sure, I guess,” Reg replied. “You feeling jealous?”
 

I thought about the question for a while. “Yeah. I think that’s part of it.”
 

“Yup,” Reg said, nodding. “Totally normal.”
 

I was feeling better with each reassurance. “It is, huh?”
 

“Sure. With a sweet little pussy like that, hell, I’d want to keep it all to myself too!” Reg said, then burst into a roaring laugh. He picked up his drink and took a sip. “Thing is, you’ve got to decide whether you’re man enough to do it again.”
 

Fear gripped my insides. “What do you mean?”
 

“Not everyone can, you know,” Reg explained. “Some guys try it once and never go back. That’s alright. You can do that right now. You can take your wife home and tell her that’s that and with each passing day the memory of this will fade. You’ll be back to normal in no time!” Reg said, grinning.
 

Seemed like there was a catch. “Or?” I asked.
 

“Or, you can stay and see how far down the rabbit hole you want to go. How much you can take.”
 

My cock started to harden at what seemed like a dare. “How do you mean?” I asked.
 

“Well, most of the folks you see out there will be gone after dinner. The ones that stay, well, they’re into the same kind of lifestyle. I bet if you stick around you’ll get to see Lorelei do all sorts of things you never thought she’d do. How does that sound?”
 

How did that sound?
 

It sounded terrifying, for one thing. It sounded like he’d just opened the gates to hell and asked me if I wanted to take a peek inside. But here’s the thing with terrible propositions like that. Isn’t there always a part of you that wants to see how bad things can get?
 

My imagination started racing as I imagined all the filthy thing Reg and his gang could coax Lorelei into doing. How much power did he have over her? How much of a slut would she become for him? And for me, I guess. That was kind of the point.
 

“Does she know about this?” I asked.
 

Reg chuckled softly. “Trust me, Lorelei will be just fine. She’s out there having a great time. She was drawn to those guys like a moth to a flame as soon as they walked into the room.”
 

His words sent a stab of jealousy through me. “So you told her? You told her what would happen if we stayed?” I asked.
 

Reg shook his head. “Lorelei knows already. She’s a natural at this. She can’t wait to see what’s next. You saw what she did when I was fucking her. Couldn’t bring herself to ask me to pull out.”
 

His easy-going attitude about how loose Lorelei had become was unsettling. “What if I say no? What if we go home?”
 

Reg shrugged. “Then we can just be good neighbors who smile and wave at each other from down the street. No harm done. You can just live your life as if none of this ever happened.”
 

I was having a hard time coming up with what to do. I wished I could bring Lorelei in and talk to her about it but Reg seemed adamant that her mind was already made up. Not only that but he didn’t seem open to the idea of pulling her away from the party.
 

I suppose I could have demanded it, told him that I had to talk to my wife. Trouble was, I think a part of me was scared about what she was going to say. More accurately, I was scared that she might say “no.”
 

Which should have been fine. We’d had a good time and there was no reason to keep going “down the rabbit hole,” as Reg had said.
 

I sat ruminating over what to do, trying to weigh all sides and mostly think with my head instead of my cock.
 

But the cock found a way to be heard.
 

“Okay,” I said quietly after much thought. “We’ll stay.”
 

Reg smiled and stood up. “Don’t worry friend,” he said, grinning and opening the door, letting the noise of the party into the room. “No matter how deep the hole goes, I’m sure you’ll find your way out.”
 






Chapter 18

 


Reg was a master at the barbecue. The guests could barely stop gushing about well the steaks were cooked.
 

I was way too nervous to eat. I kept skulking around the corners of the house and the yard trying to find a moment to be alone with Lorelei. But every time I thought I had her to myself someone would come and join us and start chatting her up.
 

She’d get engrossed in the conversation and seemingly forget that I was there and would get led off to chat with a different group.
 

As the crowd thinned the number of women went down until there were only two left. Shanice and Lorelei.
 

There were still plenty of men, probably half a dozen not including Reg, all of them black. As the sun set the smell of marijuana rose up over the yard.
 

Lorelei had been fed a steady stream of cocktails so that once the crowd had been whittled down she was tipsy but not smashed.
 

As we moved inside to get away from the chill in the evening air, she was surrounded by three or four guys, all of them well-built and very large.
 

Reg opened the door to the basement and I watched as, one by one, the guests disappeared down the stairs, including Lorelei.
 

Shanice was the last one and she turned to me and smiled. “Well? You’ve made your choice. Are you ready to see who your wife really is?” she asked.
 

It seemed like a dramatic way of phrasing the question. This wasn’t supposed to be some reckoning, was it? Just a friendly little party with a few of the Jackson’s friends.
 

Right?
 

Steadying myself against the nerves that were rattling my insides, I walked through the door and descended into the darkened basement. With each step down my eyes adjusted to the light. Reaching the foot of the stairs, I took in the scene that was already unfolding, my hands shaking nervously.
 

Lorelei as in the center of the room. Someone had already managed to take her clothes, or maybe she’d removed them herself, who knows? One of the men was behind her kissing her neck, his dark hands gripping her breasts and kneading them.
 

The other guys were all standing around in a circle. Some of them had their shirts off. One of them was already completely naked, stroking his thick cock to life.
 

Reg stood behind them in the shadows, arms crossed and smiling.
 

I couldn’t be sure if he was watching me or them or Lorelei or what, but he seemed pleased by what was happening.
 

Shanice came up behind me. “You should take a seat,” she said, pointing to a single chair in the corner. “This might take a while.”
 

Her words made me shiver. What had I done by staying? How could I have signed Lorelei up for this, not to mention myself, without even talking to her?
 

Watching her sway against the dark body behind her, her eyes closed and her nipples rigid from his wandering hands, I felt my cock press against my pants. I moved through the darkness and sat down quietly in the corner of the room.
 

“Y’all brought your condoms, right?” Reg asked, stepping out from the shadows and sounding a lot more familiar with his friends than he had with us.
 

The group of men burst into laughter.
 

Lorelei, seemingly oblivious to what was being talked about, smiled.
 

The circle of men tightened around her, forcing me to shift the chair to get a better view.
 

As Lorelei swayed in her dream-like trance, the man behind her lowered her down until she was on her knees.
 

I caught a glimpse of his cock. It was big. Not as big as Reg, but big enough.
 

He put his hand down between her legs and started to rub her pussy. A grin spread across his face. “Bitch is wet already,” he said, making a few of the other men chuckle again.
 

Lorelei dropped forward onto her hands. With the way her back was arched and her ass was sticking up into the air she really did look like an animal in heat. With her mouth hanging open she started swaying back and forth, sliding her slick pussy along the guy’s hand.
 

Another guy stepped up in front of her holding his cock up.
 

Before he could get it into her mouth, the one behind her reached around and pushed his finger in.
 

Lorelei stuck out her tongue and started sucking the dark finger until he pulled it out with a wet pop. The sound made her open her eyes just in time to see cock in front of her get shoved deep into her mouth.
 

Her eyes bulged as the hard dick moved into her throat.
 

The guy behind her, still rubbing her pussy, took his wet finger and pressed it against her ass.
 

A shiver of regret raced through me. This was nothing like the sex she’d had with Reg. He’d fucked her hard, for sure, but these guys were doing something totally different. They were just going to use her like a fuck doll.
 

Shame swelled inside me even as my cock grew fully stiff.
 

The guy with the cock in her mouth put a hand on either side of her head and started thrusting his hips back and forth sending his cock deep into her throat.
 

Back guy pressed the tip of his wet finger against her tight back hole, twisted and pushed it inside her ass. The hand he had between her legs started moving side to side faster and faster flicking at her soaked, swollen clit.
 

Lorelei’s thighs started shaking as a climax swelled inside her. She started moaning, each moan spilling over the hard flesh of black cock rutting into the back of her throat.
 

As her climax ripped through her, the guy popped the cock out of her mouth. With a few quick strokes he started nutting, spilling a hot, thick, creamy load onto Lorelei’s pretty face.
 

To lost in her own pleasure to care, she took it, her mouth hanging open as she moaned through the orgasm, cum dripping onto her tongue.
 

I shuddered at the terror of what was happening to my wife and yet, I was riveted to the chair. I couldn’t move. All I could do was stare and try to ignore my own straining cock.
 

As soon as her climax had passed, Lorelei looked like she was going to collapse. She was swaying back and forth on all fours and looked like all she wanted was to lie down.
 

The boys were having none of that.
 

The guy that had been flicking her off got on his back and crawled under her. He paused between her legs, sucked her clit into his mouth.
 

Lorelei was suddenly reanimated, her back arching all over again revealing the tight, brown hole that led into her ass.
 

After a few more sucks, the guy beneath her crawled up higher, sucking her tits into his mouth this time.
 

Lorelei moaned as a third dude took up position behind her, stroking himself hard.
 

Oh God. Oh God. I didn’t know if I could watch this. It felt like my stomach had no bottom and my whole body was sinking into the dark hole inside.
 

The guy under her crawled the last foot or so up, until his stiff cock was pointed at her dripping wet puss. He took his cock in hand, gave her a few light taps, then lifted his hips driving up into her cunt.
 

Lorelei gasped, then groaned but quickly sank down onto his thick meat and started to ride.
 

The guy behind her stepped in, spreading his legs so he could get above her, pointing his cock down.
 

I sat there shaking my head thinking no, no, no, no…
But did I do anything? Not a thing. Maybe I couldn’t. I don’t know. Maybe that’s just a lie I tell myself now. Maybe I didn’t want to. Maybe I wanted to see just how far Lorelei could go.
 

The guy beneath her steadied her, putting his hands on her ass so she couldn’t move and fucking his cock up into her instead.
 

Lorelei looked back. Her eyes went wide as she realized what was happening. “I don’t… I mean I’ve never… “ She looked suddenly so scared and so helpless.
 

“Relax baby,” the guy beneath her said. “You be a-ight.”
 

My eyes popped open wide as the pink tip of the guy’s cock touched Lorelei’s tight ass hole.
 

Lorelei gasped and started to struggle a bit but then settled down.
 

The guy underneath her was still fucking her but Lorelei kept looking back, like she wanted to see what it would look like, some guy’s black cock disappearing inside her ass.
 

The guy spat on his hand, then worked it over the head of his cock. Bringing it down onto Lorelei’s ass hole, he stepped forward.
 

A moan erupted from Lorelei as his cock sank deep into her ass.
 

Suddenly there were two cocks fucking her.
 

I was just about to stand up and say enough was enough when I saw her reaction.
 

Her eyes had rolled back and her mouth was open and she looked like she was about to ascend into heaven as one cock pumped into her pussy, the other into her ass.
 

“Oh my sweet holy fuck!” she shouted.
 

The guys all burst out laughing at her reaction.
 

Lorelei didn’t miss a beat. Reaching back with one hand she grabbed the guy who was in her ass by his and yanked him deeper inside.
 

He gave her ass a good, loud slap, then drilled in balls deep.
 

Lorelei shouted.
 

Another cock got stuffed into her mouth.
 

My head started spinning. I felt drunk.
 

The mass of bodies at the center of the room seemed to blur into a single shape. A dark ring of flesh with a pure, innocent white form at its center.
 

Unable to help myself, I reached down and grabbed my cock. This was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and I knew I just couldn’t keep my promise to Lorelei. I had to yank it out.
 

My eyes focused just as the guy with the cock inside his mouth started to come. He thrust his hips towards her face, let out a grunt, then started shaking his cock with his hand.
 

The muscles in Lorelei’s throat worked hard as she swallowed blast after blast of his hot load.
 

When he finally stepped back, drained and spent, he shook his cock above her open mouth, letting the last few drops of his seed drip onto her filthy tongue.
 

The guy in her ass was starting to grunt and groan above her.
 

I pumped my cock as I watched him pile into her, his dark hands on her creamy ass.
 

Underneath, the guy fucking her pussy was going just as hard as the guy in her ass.
 

My stomach tightened at the realization that I was about to witness Lorelei's pussy getting filled with cum. Not just that, though. I wasn't going to do a thing about it.
 

The guy beneath her slowed down, the way guys slow down to stretch things out. He let out a loud shout and his body started moving again, his cock pulsing as it retched cum into her snatch.
 

The guy above her came a few seconds later. Fucking her dark hole hard, he shot his hot load deep into her, burying his cock as he did.
 

I remember climbing up towards a climax. I remember in between my legs feeling tight. I remember the tickle of cum pooling at the base of my cock.
 

Then, as I watched yet another dark figure step behind Lorelei, everything went black.
 






Chapter 19

 


I woke up in a panic the next morning and immediately reached out for Lorelei. A calm washed over me at the comforting sensation of my hand touching her soft skin.
 

She stirred in the bed beside me and I pulled back not wanting to wake her up.
 

The memories of what had happened at the Jackson’s place the night before flooded into my mind. Snapshots of Lorelei with cocks and fingers shoved into her holes raced through my head, twisting my guts and hardening my cock.
 

It was hard to believe what had happened. It was even more difficult to live with the idea that I’d let it happen.
 

Did she remember? Did she regret it?
 

As she rolled over onto her side I saw that her lips were stretched in a faint smile. She opened her eyes and the smile stretched wider still.
 

“Hi,” I whispered.
 

“Hi,” she replied.
 

I waited for a moment wondering when the reality of what she’d done would sink in and change her mood. Seconds ticked by. Then a minute. Then two. Nothing. Nothing at all.
 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked.
 

“Like what?” I whispered.
 

“Like that. Like something’s wrong.”
 

What the hell was she playing at? Was she just going to pretend that none of it had gone down?
 

More importantly, if she was going to do that, was I going to let her get away with it?
 

No. I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. I could never live with something like that happening and us not bringing it up. I had to say something. “How are you feeling?”
 

Her expression and her eyes softened and she reached out and put her hand on my cheek. “You mean about yesterday?” she asked.
 

“Yeah,” I replied.
 

“Good, I guess.”
 

Really? That was going to be it? Good, she guessed?
 

A scowl darkened her eyes. “Wait, are you feeling bad?”
 

I cleared my throat. “Umm… “
 

Um, what?
 

How could I possibly say yes? After what I’d let happen to her how could I possibly tell her I regretted it? How selfish was that?
 

Maybe I could live without bringing it up?
 

“Jake, what’s wrong?” Lorelei said, peeling herself off the bed and resting her head on her hand.
 

I couldn’t resist a glance at her breasts hanging down to one side of her body.
 

She caught me and rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Just can’t get enough, huh?” she said with a smile.
 

Yeah. I kind of felt like an addict.
 

Okay. Just say it. You have to.
 

“Are you having second thoughts about what happened with Reg?” Lorelei asked, concern spreading across her face.
 

I shook my head and sighed.
 

“Then what is it?”
 

“It’s just… I… what you did with all those other guys… “
Another pang of remorse hit me as I remembered everything I’d seen.
 

Lorelei frowned. “Other guys?” she asked.
 

Wait, what?
 

“Lori, come on,” I pleaded. The last thing I needed was to have to drag it out of her, spell out for her exactly what she’d done.
 

Lorelei let out a guffaw. “Come on, what? What are you talking about?”
 

What the fuck?!?
 

This was shaping up to be even worse than I’d thought. Had Reg slipped something into her drink? Is that why he didn’t want me talking to her? Had I given him permission to use my wife like a slut not knowing she was fucking drugged?
 

Anger and bitterness rose up into my throat but I choked them back. “Lorelei, what do you remember, exactly? From last night? From the party?”
 

Lorelei looked at me with disbelief. “Are you serious?”
 

“Am I serious? Of course I’m serious! What do you remember?”
 

Her lips stretched into a thin, irritated line. “Jake, I wasn’t going to bring this up. This is the last day of our staycation. I just wanted to have a good time not spend the whole day arguing about this.”
 

Good time?
 

How could she be so laid back about all this. It had to be because she didn’t remember. There was no other reasonable explanation! “Lorelei, I want you to think back. Just… just take your time.”
 

Lorelei let out an exasperated sigh and shook her head. “Jake. You were fucking loaded last night. I wasn’t going to say anything because whatever, it can happen to anyone but it was honestly kind of embarrassing! You were stumbling around acting like a total drunk! That’s why we brought you home and put you to bed! How do you think we ended up here?”
 

Time seemed to stop. Was it possible? I didn’t feel hungover. I mean, I felt a little woozy and my head was kind of sore but I just thought it had been the terrible sleep I got after watching what had happened to Lorelei.
 

I looked at her, stunned.
 

“Look. If you don’t believe me then go ask Reg. I bet they’re in the backyard cleaning up the mess you made. Do you remember how you trashed that table? They had to order pizza for half their guests because of you!”
 

I shook my head. No. This couldn’t be right. It had seemed so real. And yet… it didn’t seem like she was lying. “Did we go down to the basement?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.
 

“The basement? Jake, you couldn’t have walked down a set of stairs to save your life last night. Reg practically carried you here.”
 

Oh fuck… 
“Then what?” I asked, breathless.
 

“What do you mean ‘then what?’”
 

“What did you do? Did you stay? Did you stay at the party?”
 

I saw, or maybe I thought I saw, Lorelei make the slightest pause before answering. Did she look away for a moment? Or did I imagine that? “No,” she said, sounding dead certain. “I said goodnight and came straight home to make sure you were alright.”
 

Un-fucking-believable.
 

“I told you, if you don’t believe me then go ask Reg.”
 

Reg. Yes, Reg. He would tell me what had happened. I took one last look at Lorelei. Her face was as serious and certain as it had been for the whole conversation. I swung my legs out over the edge of the bed and headed for the door in my boxers.
 

“Hey! Aren’t you going to put some clothes on?” Lorelei called out after me.
 

I just waved the question away and stumbled down the stairs. There was no time for that. Adrenaline was rushing through my whole body and all I wanted was the truth.
 

After fumbling with the deadbolt in the door, I staggered out onto the street, shielding my eyes against the bright, midday sunlight.
 

Something was strange. I didn’t usually sleep this late. I turned and looked down the street to see Shanice on her knees in the front yard pulling up weeds. I ran towards her.
 

Shanice looked to the side as I approached. She smiled, pulled the large, round sunglasses off of her nose and stood up with all the elegance and grace of a prima ballerina. “Well hello there!” she said, eyeing me up and down.
 

I looked down to find that I was still in my boxers, standing in the middle of the sidewalk. “Uh, sorry,” I muttered.
 

“No problem. That was some party last night. You must be exhausted!” Shanice said, then burst into a loud laugh and threw her head back.
 

I wondered what the hell she was laughing at. If it really was the fact that I’d been so drunk off my ass that I couldn’t even walk myself home, that was fine. If it was something else, not so much.
 

“Where’s Reg?” I asked, unable to muster even a smile back.
 

Shanice smirked. “Well. Nice to see you to. He’s out back.”
 

I felt bad for being kind of a jerk to her but there was only one thing on my mind. I had to know the truth and for some reason it felt like Reg was the only one that I trusted. I ran into the backyard.
 

He was sitting in one of the reclining chairs with a drink in his hand, reading a book. As I approached, he looked up.
 

“Well, Jake! Good to see you up and about!”
 

“W-what?” I stammered. “Why? I mean why do you say that?” I was breathing quickly and sounded panicked.
 

I just had to know.
 

Right. Fucking. Now.
 

Reg shook his head and chuckled. “That was quite some party last night, that’s why!”
 

I sank to my knees by his chair, my face imploring him for a straight answer. “Reg, please,” I whispered. “I’ve got to know. What happened last night?”
 

That slow, easy chuckle rolled out of Reg as he looked down at me and smiled. “You had a little too much to drink is what happened,” he said.
 

The terror gripping my chest relaxed, if only slightly. “That’s it?” I said, practically panting. “That’s all? Nothing else? Nothing with… nothing with Lorelei?”
 

The soft clack of high heels on stonework made me turn to see Lorelei walking towards us around the side of the house.
 

She looked just like I remembered her before all of this, before Reg and Shanice had moved here and before she had become so… so wild.
 

She smiled at me in the sweetest way and in that moment I wanted to take it all back. I wanted to take back every filthy thing I’d let her do. I wanted to take back the way I’d pushed her into this. I wanted her back. I wanted us back.
 

The old us.
 

Lorelei walked around me and, to my absolute horror, sat down on Reg’s lap, then put an arm around his neck. “What are you two talking about?” she asked.
 

Reg smiled at her and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. “Oh Jake was just wondering what happened at the party last night. After he, uh, left.”
 

Lorelei and Reg both laughed.
 

“What did you tell him?” Lorelei asked, casting a sly, teasing glance at me.
 

“Haven’t told him anything yet.”
 

“Maybe we should keep him guessing?” Lorelei added. “He doesn’t believe me that he blacked out.”
 

Reg chuckled again.
 

“What’s so funny?” Lorelei asked, puzzled.
 

Reg narrowed an eye. “Blacked out.”
 

Lorelei shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Men. You’re all the same. All just boys in big bodies.”
 

What the fuck were these two playing at? I had to know! Why were they doing this to me?!? “Reg, pleeease. I need to know. What happened last night.”
 

Reg looked at me with a benevolent smile, then turned his attention back to Lorelei. “You two want to come inside?” he asked.
 

Lorelei frowned. “Oh, we wouldn’t want to be a bother.”
 

Reg licked his lips then bit down on the lower one. “Oh, it would be no bother at all, trust me. No bother at all.” His eyes raked down Lorelei’s plush curves before he turned to look at me. “What do you say Jake? Just one more time?”
 

I looked Lorelei. She was already eyeing Reg’s midriff where a distinct bulge had swollen the white fabric of his shorts. Her mouth was hanging open slightly and her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.
 

The memory of what I’d seen, or what I thought I had shot through my mind. My cock lurched. I clawed at the need, now slipping away, the need to know the truth about last night.
 

I had to know. I had to.
 

I looked at Lorelei again. She looked back. Her eyes had gone a little wild and her breathing was heavy making her cleavage rise and fall in the most alluring way. “It’s up to you, Jake,” she whispered.
 

Reg smiled.
 

My shoulders slumped. I’d find out. I’d find out for sure. I’d drag it out of them if I had to. I swore to myself I would.
 

But for now…
Just one last time…
I nodded.
 

Reg grinned, lifted Lorelei up and carried her into the house.
 

“Say. You alright?”
 

I looked up at the deep, booming voice coming from across the fence. There was a man standing there staring at me. He had broad, muscled shoulders big, burly palms and kind eyes. He was black as night.
 

“I’m fine,” I whispered, glancing at Reg’s house.
 

“Oh. Is this your house? We’re new here. Moving in next week.”
 

Something inside me crumbled. “No. I live a few doors down.”
 

“Oh, well, we’ll be neighbors anyways!” the man called out, waving to me and disappearing behind the fence.
 

I managed a weak smile but it was too late. He was gone. Dragging myself to my feet, I shuffled towards the house.
 

Just one last time.
 

Then I’d take back my wife.
 

Just one last time…

THE END
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Also by Jason Lenov


Jessie Gets a Job: A Hotwife Story


Scott chooses the wrong time to mention money problems to his spendy wife.

A drunken night alone leads to a chance discovery of how to make easy money online.

Jess' reaction to his "joke" suggestion of selling her underwear online, is unexpected.

As she plunges down the rabbit hole of online sex work, Scott's paranoia grows, along with his arousal.

Will the two ever make it out? Or is their marriage doomed to crumble?


Helping Mrs. Masters: A Hotwife Story


Sam Jones returns to his old home for a house-sitting gig.

His neighbour, Laura Masters, is just as attractive as he remembers her.

When she asks for a favour, Sam discovers a side of her that he never knew existed and something about himself, too.

His fantasy becomes and obsession. Will Sam ever be the same again?


For Better or For Worse: A Hotwife Romance


Luke Sikorski has a beautiful wife and a life he loves.

Revealing his desire to see his wife with another man upsets the balance, sending the couple on a roller coaster ride.

When Katarina's former lover reveals her lascivious past, Luke is shaken but more aroused than ever.

Will the two be able to find a new understanding and keep their vows?


Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.

cover.jpeg
A ' \ N
| \ FI |

Thirteenth Line Publications

3 EENREEREEREV






