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Chapter One


Leaning against the bathroom door frame, I watched Audrey tuck a stray tress of her short blond hair behind her ear.
 

She leaned forward, puckered her lips, then raised the gloss she was holding and spread a thin layer of it across them. Pressing them together, she made a duck-face and admired her handiwork in the mirror. She caught sight of my reflection and shot me a tight smile. “Stop leering,” she muttered, setting the gloss down next to the sink.
 

“I’m not leering. Just watching you.”
 

“Yeah?” she mused, turning her head left and right to make sure she’d applied her blush evenly. “Well it’s creepy. Come on. It’s almost time to go.”
 

I felt a twinge in my gut. It was nearly time to go. We had reservations at Donato’s at seven-thirty. I hadn’t called a cab yet. Partly because I never knew how long it was going to take Audrey to get ready. It had been so long since we’d had an evening out alone.
 

But partly because, well, I guess I expected something. Or maybe just hoped for it.
 

Audrey and I had been married for ten years. We had a good life. Two cars. A house in the exurbs that wasn’t too far from the highway. No dog yet, despite the boy’s constant begging.
 

I was working at my dream job, a financial analyst at a medium sized investment firm. Audrey, finally free of the never-ending, tireless work of rearing two young children, had begun planning the rest of her life. She’d started courses at the local community college to become a paramedic.
 

It wasn’t what I’d envisioned for her. Call me old-fashioned, but I guess I’d always hoped she’d be content being a stay-at-home, two-glasses-of-wine-for-lunch-with-her-girlfriends kind of mom.
 

Don’t get me wrong. I was happy she was pursuing her ambitions. There was no surer path to alcoholism than having not enough to do, if my mom was anything to go by. But I wanted to provide for her. I wanted her to be happy living on my more than ample salary, having dinner ready when I got home and listening to stories about my day once the kids went to bed.
 

Still, it was fine. I guess in my heart of hearts I didn’t really believe she was going to go through with it. She’d always professed a deep dislike for blood and guts and all the other icky things you might see as a first responder. I think I sort of figured she’d get through the first year of her course, maybe year and a half, then realize it wasn’t for her.
 

It was a little selfish of me but who isn’t a little selfish? Sometimes at night I worried about what it would be like if she changed her mind. What would happen if she got used to the work, came to like it even? It was an unsettling thought.
 

As much as I loved Audrey and wanted her to be happy, I kind of wanted to keep her to myself if you know what I mean? We didn’t need the money. We certainly didn’t need the added hassle of trying to schedule twenty-four hour shifts into our already busy lives.
 

But I thought of myself as a good husband. Always supportive, never standing in the way of what she thought she wanted. If I knew Audrey, she’d come to the same conclusion and eventually get tired of the coursework, or if it came to it, the grind and toll a job like that would take. On her and on our family.
 

Anyways, on this particular night, the second week of December, my parents had just left with our kids, Caleb and Winston. Naming him Winston was Audrey’s idea. Trust me, I never would have gone for it if she hadn’t been a post-partum wreck after having Caleb.
 

It was the first time the boys, eight and six, had been away from us for more than a weekend. My parents had decided that they’d had enough of buying plastic crap for Christmas. My mom, now a reformed alcoholic, had read somewhere online about the popularity of giving experiences as gifts rather than, you know, actual gifts.
 

It was another one of those things that rubbed me the wrong way. Like, what the hell? Whatever happened to having a Christmas tree with a bunch of present underneath? Why the hell did everything have to be eco-friendly and trendy?
 

But whatever. Of course Aubrey had loved the idea. She’d fawned all over my mother for suggesting it. When she heard they were planning on taking the boys skiing for a week she’d had some reservations.
 

How would they deal with being away from us for so long?
 

How would my parents deal with having to take care of the kids for such a stretch?
 

What if Winston missed us and got mopey and they had to come home? Would that ruin the gift?
 

But as soon as she’d shared her doubts with me, my mind started cooking up all sorts of crazy ideas. A week alone with my wife? Hell yeah! A week easing back into the people we used to be before the boys came along? Double hell yeah.
 

Audrey and I had a wonderful marriage. She was kind, caring, compassionate. I was what she needed me to be. Authoritative, for one. I took charge. I helped her make decisions because, well, Audrey, like most women, could get a little confused when there were decisions to be made.
 

No, I’m not a misogynist. I just think there are differences between men and women and I think that sometimes we get too caught up in everyone being equal to notice them.
 

But in the last few years things had changed between us a bit. There were no longer diapers to deal with. But they’d been replaced by ferrying the kids to school in the morning, shuttling them to hockey and soccer in the evenings. Normally, by the time everyone got home and the kids got to bed we were both exhausted.
 

So, as these things go, our sex life had suffered a bit. Sometimes a lot. At first I’d let it go. These things come and go in waves, after all.
 

But after a particularly long dry spell, I think it was almost a month, I started to get a little irate. Every time I made an overture Audrey would give some excuse. Headache, period, tiredness…whatever.
 

After a few of these I started getting cranky. Resentment started to creep in. I started masturbating to a bunch of porn. I even signed up for one of those have-an-affair websites, though as soon as I’d created my password and logged in I realized how stupid I was being and deleted my account.
 

The next night I talked to Audrey about how I was feeling. To my surprise, she was incredibly receptive. She felt the same way, that there was distance between us that hadn’t been there before. That we never talked anymore the way we used to. That we never just cuddled.
 

It wasn’t exactly what I’d wanted to hear. Really I was just looking to get my dick wet. But that’s the thing with marriage, right? It’s all about compromise.
 

When we went to bed that night, she wore the silk sleep her mother had bought her as a wedding present.
 

Creepy, I know.
 

We made love and talked until, like, eleven or something before she fell asleep.
 

It was good. We reconnected.
 

Except…not really.
 

See, back when we’d started seeing each other, Audrey had been pretty inexperienced. She’d had sex with one other guy who’d apparently been terrible in the sack. She barely knew how to have an orgasm.
 

I’d had about a dozen girlfriends through high school and college. More in my twenties. I lost count somewhere around twenty-five. Let’s just say I’d been with a lot of women.
 

I really put in the time to awaken Aubrey’s sexuality. Instead of taking her out on dates, I’d take her back to my place, light a bunch of candles, put on some nice music, have a couple of glasses of wine and help her get to know herself.
 

God, I still fantasize about some of those evenings. She was so sweet and innocent. A ripe fruit ready and eager to be plucked, eyes and mind open and willing to discover the pleasure she could experience in bed.
 

There was a string of consecutive evenings where we did this that I’ll never forget. We ditched school and work and just hung out in bed for days. I brought Audrey to climax after blushing climax. What stuck with me was the way she let herself go.
 

She screamed like a banshee when she came, for god’s sake's.
 

It was amazing.
 

Then we got jobs. Had kids. Had a little marriage trouble. No big deal. I like to think of myself as a deal-maker not a deal-breaker. All it took was a little more effort on my part and we were right as rain.
 

We saw a therapist a few times but that was really for Audrey’s benefit. She had a bunch of stuff from her childhood that she needed to work through. I was just there for support. Solid as a rock as always.
 

So after our little talk about the sex thing, we started making love more regularly. I guess you could say Audrey became a little more dutiful, if not more doting.
 

I’d explained to her how important sex was to me and how I couldn’t really get it anywhere else. She could go out with her girlfriends or go see her folks. She always loved talking to people. Her needs could be met that way.
 

It wasn’t like I could just go and fuck someone to satisfy mine. That wasn’t how marriage worked.
 

Her empathy really shocked me. Like I said, she became more receptive to making love more often. That was great.
 

But there was something missing. Something wasn’t the same as it had been before life got in the way. She didn’t scream with me anymore.
 

And that kind of drove a wedge between us. She probably didn’t notice but I did. I wanted more. I wanted a lover who dug her nails into my back when I fucked her. A woman who begged me to make her climax and who teetered on the brink obediently when I didn’t.
 

I know that sounds a little controlling. What can I say? You don’t become a successful person by letting life happen at you. You take it by the horns and fucking wrench it in the direction you want it go. Am I right?
 

I’m right.
 

I have a word for guys that just go with the flow. Loser. And there’s more than enough of those guys in the world to keep a guy like me winning.
 

Anyways, enough of all that.
 

I guess what I’m getting at is that when my parents offered to take the kids, I started concocting a little plan. A little something that would put the spark back into our marriage.
 

Dinners out, sure. Movies? No problem. Long nights talking on the couch? Absolutely. Audrey loved all that shit.
 

But what I really wanted, what drove me to buy the boys skis and make sure all the reservations were made right and that my parents had a backup plan in case they hated skiing, was something different.
 

I wanted to take Audrey back to that place we’d known before life happened. I wanted to romance her again. I wanted to rip her clothes off and make her scream for me again. So she remembered what she’d been missing.
 

I was going to make her love me again. The way I needed to be loved.
 

Which is why I did what I did when she walked up to the bathroom door and tried to press past me.
 

“Hey, hey, what’s the rush?”
 

Audrey’s shoulders sank. She cocked her head to one side and rolled her eyes and put a hand on my chest. Which meant, come on, Norbert. Quit joking around. We’ve got reservations!
 

And normally I would have stepped aside, watched her teeter down the stairs to the first floor in her high heels, followed her down, grabbed my jacket and followed her out the door.
 

Not this time. This time was going to be different.
 

“Come on, Norbert.”
 

Classic.
 

“Come on, what? We’re free, remember?”
 

“We’ve got reservations.” Audrey was getting impatient.
 

And I hate to admit it but I liked that. I liked that she was feeling a little uncomfortable, a little rushed, a little…nervous.
 

I liked being the knight in shinning armour who was going to take over and show her a good time. Women need that. Sometimes.
 

I put a finger under her chin, raised her eyes to meet mine, then bent over her and kissed her gently on the lips.
 

At first she stiffened.
 

And, I have to admit, her reaction got to me. I started think aw, fuck it. Why bother with this? Why not just go out, stuff myself, drink too much wine, then fall asleep and wake up at two in the morning on a rebound?
 

But that’s not what this week was going to be about. This week was going to be about me. About us. This week was going to be about getting the old Norbert and the old Audrey back together again.
 

Pushing my tongue into her mouth, I put my hands on her back and let them glide slowly down and settle on her ass. My cock surged to life as she sucked in a breath, drawing the air out of my lungs.
 

“What are you doing?” she whispered after pulling away from the kiss.
 

I got so hot at the way her cheeks flushed. Suddenly she was the blushing, innocent girl I’d seduced all those years ago. The Audrey I remembered in the dead on night as she lay gently snoring next to me.
 

This was going to happen.
 

I pulled her close again. Leaning closer, I pressed my lips against her neck in a kiss.
 

The tensions fell away from her shoulders. She let out a breath. “Norbert…” she whispered.
 

“How about a little aperitif?”
 

She clicked her tongue and shook her head, looking away. “What about the reservations?”
 

I had her. I could feel it.
 

“The reservations can wait. Take your clothes off and get on the bed.”
 

Moment of truth.
 

Audrey gazed up at me, her mouth open slightly, eyes widening with excitement.
 

My breath caught in my throat. It really could have gone either way.
 

When her eyes narrowed and she shot me a wicked smile, I knew I was in. “Okay mister. But make it quick. I want my dinner this evening.”
 

“I’ll take as long as I need.”
 

Yeah. It was kind of a bold move. I was kind of good at that, too.
 

The smile faded from her lips. For a moment I thought she was slipping away. Then she kicked off her heels, eyes darting down to my chest, then lower to my midriff. “You better make this worth my while,” she whispered.
 

Tugging at my belt, I reached out and slapped her ass. “You know I will.”
 

And just like that, it was on.
 






Chapter Two


My cock was hard by the time I made it to the bedroom.
 

Seeing Audrey sink back onto the bed, still dressed, her legs pressed together as if she were trying preserve her modesty made my blood boil.
 

Yanking my stiff prick out of my trousers, I put a hand on her thigh and split her legs apart. I caught a glimpse of the modest pair of white underwear she was wearing underneath her black stockings. The sight made my cock flex.
 

Now normally at this point –though these points rarely occurred anymore– we would have turned into a fumbling quadropus. Limbs flailing as we tried to remove our clothes, we would have fallen apart, stripping first before we came together.
 

But that’s not what this week was going to be about. This week was going to be about lust, about the kind of raw fucking we used to engage in.
 

So, instead of pushing my pants down around my ankles, I reached between Audrey’s legs, grabbed a hold of the sheer fabric of her nylons and yanked. The force of the tug tore a whole in them.
 

Audrey shrieked. “Norbert!” She gazed down her body, staring between her legs, trying to see the damage I’d done to her new stockings.
 

I knew I had to take the initiative. Instead of apologizing, like a caring husband would, I pressed a palm against her chest, pinning her to the bed. Peeling her underwear away from her sex, I lowered myself onto her, my cock throbbing with need.
 

A moment before I lost sight of it, I caught a glimpse of her bushy snatch.
 

Audrey didn’t shave much anymore. Sometimes she’d surprise me for my birthday by getting a wax. For the most part it was hairy down there.
 

I don’t know, I kind of liked it. It was a good kind of filthy.
 

What really got to me was the glint of light that reflected from the slick that was already coating the hair surrounding her peach.
 

Her pussy was a sloshing mess.
 

Without wasting a moment, I pressed the tip of my cock against her soft lips. Her wiry hairs tickled my glans. Her juices coated the head.
 

She was struggling a bit. As if this were all too raunchy for her. Her legs were flailing on either side of my hips. She had a wild look in her eyes.
 

Just the way I liked her. Hot and ready.
 

Leaning forward, I pressed my weight against her. My shaft plied open the soft folds of her cunt and slipped into her hot sheath.
 

Audrey threw her head back and moaned. She moaned, for god’s sake's. I hadn’t heard a sound like that come out of her in years.
 

I nearly tipped over the edge.
 

But I had a job to do. Settling down on top of her, I started thrusting, stabbing my hard prick into her tight hole, desecrating her sacred place.
 

To my absolute shock and delight, her hands crawled up my back. Her fingers curled into claws and dug into my back like I hadn’t felt in…God, I don’t even know how long. Then, as I started fucking her harder, she started fucking me back.
 

Not in the dutiful, wifely sort of way she usually did. She closed her eyes and seemed to lose herself in the sensation. Her hips rose to meet my thrusts. Her pussy clamped down on my cock, milking me for seed.
 

She was so wet her juices started running down my tightening balls.
 

I was in fucking heaven.
 

When Audrey started grunting, eyes shut tight, her jaw clenched in pleasure, it just made me rut against her harder.
 

I closed my own eyes, savouring the sweet feeling of her body clenching my hard muscle.
 

We found a rhythm. Writhing on the bed together, it felt like we became one again. You know, the way a man and a woman are supposed to after they’re married?
 

Her mouth fell open in a gasp as I drove my muscle deeper. Her head fell back, exposing her neck, her back arching, body rising off the bed.
 

I flexed inside her.
 

Audrey began to pant. “Norbert…Norbert…Norbert…”
 

My name on her lips only added fuel to the fire of my burning lust. The sweet tickle that had been building at the root of my cock swelled to a heavy, tugging ache. My sack tightened up beneath my legs, cum draining from my nuts and pooling in a churning froth at the base of my shaft.
 

Audrey’s hands fell to my ass. She dug her nails into my flexing cheeks. “Norbert,” she whispered again. “I’m going to fucking cum.”
 

The profanity caught me by surprise. It drove me fucking wild. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d heard Audrey swear. She had turned into such a polite soccer mom these last few years.
 

There, squirming beneath me, her nose scrunched up, eyes shut tight, a lusty snarl curling one corner of her mouth, she looked like a woman again. My woman.
 

My little slut.
 

I groaned as a hot splat of ejaculate blasted through my shaft. It erupted from the head of my cock, filling Audrey’s tight channel.
 

Her pussy clamped down on my member. Her jaw fell open.
 

My eyes went wide staring at her beautifully agonized expression. I crested a second wave of pleasure as another shot of my load burst inside her. I imagined the noise she was about to make. The delicious scream she hadn’t dared let loose in years.
 

She nearly did.
 

Her pussy squished around my cock, squirting out dribbles of my deposit laced with her own juices. She drew in a massive breath and…
 

Instead of the scream I wanted, the air left her lungs as a soft exhale. Her mouth closed. Her body fell back against the sheets.
 

It was still amazing, best orgasm I’d had in…years, probably. But not quite what I’d hoped for. Finishing myself off inside her, shivering through the last convulsions of my climax, I eased myself out of her pussy and rolled off to one side.
 

The two of us lay panting, still fully clothed saved for our exposed genitals. It took me a few moments to catch my breath. When I did, I turned to look at her.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. Slowly, she became aware of herself again. The fact that she was lying next to me on the bed. That her legs were still spread, stockings torn, my emission leaking from her. A blush rose to her cheeks. She bit her lip and turned away from, trying to avoid my gaze.
 

I wasn’t having any of that. Putting a hand on her cheek, I turned her to look at me.
 

Her eyes darted to one side, then the other. “Norbert…stop,” she whispered, trying to escape.
 

“Stop what?” I asked, staring straight at her. Oh I knew what she wanted me to stop. She wanted to avoid this closeness, the intimacy that fucking brought. Wanted to pretend we hadn’t just fucked like animals.
 

“You know what,” she said, a forcing a faint smile. She tried to pull away from me again, tried to reach down and cover her exposed sex with her skirt. “I should go change,” she breathed.
 

But I wasn’t letting her off the hook that easy. I leaned over her, pressing my chest against her body so she couldn’t move and lowered my lips to hers in a kiss. It took a little coaxing but eventually she returned my affection.
 

She let me push her tongue into her mouth, even pressed hers against mine. It was far from the usual soft pecks that normally signalled an end to our lovemaking. When I pulled away, she was smiling. Blushing still, but seeming happy about what had happened. She reached up and pressed her palm against my cheek. “I’ve missed you,” she whispered.
 

“I’ve missed you too,” I whispered back. “I’ve missed this.”
 

“What do you mean?” she asked, a frown furrowing her brow. “I thought you were happy with…”
 

I didn’t let her finish. “I am happy. With everything. I’ve just missed…being this naughty every once in a while. You remember what things used to be like between us? Before all this?” I asked, waving my hand toward the perfectly arranged bedroom that was a perfect reflection of our somewhat staid but cheerful life. “Let’s go back this week.”
 

“Back to what?” she asked, a little puzzled.
 

“Back to the way things used to be. A kind of vacation into the past. Forget about the little dream we live in. Let’s get a little…dangerous.”
 

The last word made her raise a brow. She gazed into my eyes, as if searching for what I really meant by what I’d said. After a few seconds, a smile curled one corner of her mouth. A hint of wild abandon rose in her expression, a tantalizing look that meant she was considering the challenge. “What do you mean by dangerous?” she purred.
 

I smiled back at her, my cock already rising at the the possibility that she might accept my offer. “Whatever you want it to mean, baby,” I said, brushing my thumb against her lip. “Naughty. Dirty, even. What do you say?”
 

Audrey began chewing on her lower lip. Her eyes moved side to side.
 

I recognized the teasing look I hadn’t seen in years. It drove me wild. “I’ll tell you what,” I said, nudging her further. “You can make it my Christmas present. You do what I ask this week. You can be my little pet.”
 

Her eyes widened at my bold request.
 

I laughed. “Don’t worry. Nothing crazy. No whips and chains. Just a little fun. Let’s enjoy ourselves. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”
 

Audrey’s smile widened. She lifted her head and kissed my lips. It felt like the most genuine expression of affection I’d received from her in a long time. “Okay cowboy,” she said softly. “Show me what you got.”
 

I grinned.
 

Audrey pressed her hands against my chest and pushed my off. “But first I’m showering and getting changed. And then you’re going to take me to dinner. If you get to boss me around all week I want something out of the deal, too.”
 

This piqued my interest. It was unlike Audrey to think of herself. She was so compassionate, so giving, never selfish. It was an enticing prospect, her thinking of her own needs for once. “You’ve got it, baby. Whatever you want,” I answered.
 

With that, Audrey jumped off the bed and skipped to the en-suite, giggling and holding a hand between her legs to keep herself from dripping all over the carpet. She poked her head through the bathroom door. “And you’re still taking me to Jen’s party on Thursday, don’t forget. You promised.”
 

“Absolutely,” I replied. Hanging out with her annoying friends would be a small price to pay for what I had in mind.
 

I leaned back on the pillow and a wide grin spread across my lips.
 

This was going to be a great week.
 






Chapter Three


Donato’s was a pretty classy place. Not, like, white-gloved waiters classy or anything, but classy enough. They let you taste your wine before pouring you a glass. Always poured from the right and always for the lady first.
 

It was especially delightful because Audrey had changed out of the two piece suit thing she’d been wearing into a black dress I hadn’t seen on her in years. She looked stunning. Like, she turned heads when we walked in.
 

She wore a little pea coat over it against the chill, one that barely went halfway down her thighs. Her legs were as toned as they’d ever been, thanks to years of running and diligently hitting the gym.
 

I swear half the guys in the place craned their necks as we were taken to our seats, much to the irritation of the women they were with.
 

The dress hugged every soft curve of her body, perfectly displaying just how fit she was. Something had changed about the way she carried herself, too. While she would normally hold her purse in both hands in front of her, this time she carried the small clutch she’d brought in just one instead.
 

The heels she was wearing rounded out her ass and caused her chest to push out. She didn’t have huge tits but they were a handful. The bra she’d worn underneath the little dress accentuated them perfectly, drawing the eye to her under-boobs, so to speak.
 

I swear it looked like half those guys were salivating just imagining what it would be like to touch her.
 

And that’s when it happened.
 

It was the strangest feeling at first. I don’t think I’d felt as proud of being able to call myself Audrey’s husband as I felt right then.
 

What’s a better feeling than owning something everyone else craves? I guess I shouldn’t say owning, but you know what I mean.
 

She was mine. I was hers. It felt good seeing her flaunt her bits and enjoying other guys jealous stares.
 

But as the waiter walked us through the dining room and toward the table we’d reserved, that’s exactly what started to happen to me.
 

That pride twisted a little. Like a leaf in the wind, just enough to throw the light on it in a different way. Enough to make me realize there was something lurking underneath.
 

It was hard to put my finger on it at first. It was close to jealousy, that much was certain. But it wasn’t the kind of jealousy that drives you to do crazy things. Not the kind of jealousy that makes you possessive, that grips you and won’t let go and turns the mood sour because you can’t drag yourself out of it.
 

No. This was a whole different beast.
 

I found myself…well, there’s no other way to put than just to say it straight. I found myself aroused by it.
 

This person, this other being that belonged to me, this woman who I’d fallen in love with, married and with whom I’d built a life together, was suddenly cast in a whole new light. A light I’d never seen before.
 

I think I mentioned that Audrey only ever had two other boyfriends.
 

I’d met one in passing and he seemed like kind of a tool. He’d certainly never inspired any jealousy in me. He was, like, an English major or something, minoring in philosophy.
 

Yeah, real party animal, right?
 

But the men that were stealing glances at her at the restaurant were different. They might not have been the richest or most powerful men in the city but they were up there.
 

The parking lot was filled with Mercedes and Lexus SUV’s. Their wives and girlfriends wore pretty things. Bright necklaces that twinkled in the dim light and drew attention to their slender necks.
 

I actually started feeling a little bad about being under dressed. A pang of guilt gripped me as I thought back to the two piece Audrey had been about to wear. It would have looked so frumpy next to the outfits these women were wearing.
 

And with no jewellery, she would have looked…well, plain.
 

A bead of sweat broke on my brow at the bullet I’d dodged. Audrey wasn’t too concerned about her looks but she definitely got uncomfortable when she didn’t fit in. That outfit would have stood out and for all the wrong reasons.
 

“Sir?”
 

The waiter’s polite question shook me from my daydream. He and Audrey were both staring at me, she wearing a funny smile.
 

“Did you want a drink, sweetheart?” she asked, reaching across the table and squeezing my finger.
 

I realized they must have been waiting long enough for my response for things the silence to get a bit awkward. I flashed a quick smile. “Sorry about that, just…daydreaming, I guess. I’ll have a martini. Dirty.”
 

The waiter bowed his head slightly. “Certainly, sir.” Flashing his own tight smile at the two of us, he turned on his heel and left.
 

I stole a glance around the room. Suddenly everything seemed normal. Conversations hummed just below the jazz playing softly over the speakers. No one was staring. No one seemed as interested in Audrey as I thought they’d been when we first walked in.
 

I started wondering if maybe I’d dreamed up the whole situation. But why? Why would I do something like that? And what was that feeling that now completely eluded me?
 

“Norbert? Are you okay?”
 

I smiled at her again at the question. Reaching back, I took her hand in mine and rubbed the back of it with my fingertips. “Of course, sweetheart. I’m fine. Why?” I asked.
 

She cocked her head and narrowed her eyes slightly. “I don’t know. You seemed so far away just then. What were you thinking about?”
 

A bolt of adrenaline shot through me and my mind started to race at her question.
 

Football.
 

Stocks.
 

Getting a new car.
 

Horse racing…
That last one nearly made me laugh out loud. I hadn’t been to a track since before Audrey and I had met.
 

Then it occurred to me. This week was supposed to be different. This week was supposed to be dangerous. Dirty, even. An exploration of what might have been if we hadn’t travelled the path we chose in life.
 

So I decided to do the most dangerous thing I could think of.
 

I decided to tell my wife the truth.
 

I reached across the table with my other hand and picked up both of hers. I gazed into her eyes and smiled at her a little more warmly.
 

A quirky look settled on her expression. Like she didn’t know what was about to happen.
 

My heart skipped a beat.
 

I nearly faltered, nearly fell into an old pattern. Make something up so you don’t have deal with the fallout of what you’re about to say.
 

But no. If this week really was going to be different, it was going to be up to me to make it that way. Audrey wasn’t the kind of person that enjoyed wandering out of her comfort zone.
 

“I was thinking about the way all those men looked at you as we walked in.”
 

Bam.
 

It was out. It had been said.
 

Audrey’s smile faltered, then faded.
 

My heart began to race.
 

“What?” she whispered.
 

Okay, so it might seem like it was nothing. I’m sure there are married couples out there who say things like that to each other all the time.
 

That wasn’t us. We didn’t…share that way. If there was a possibility of a conversation turning awkward or uncomfortable, we generally kept whatever was going to lead it that way, to ourselves.
 

So you see, there was a distinct possibility that what I’d said was going to sour the whole evening. What if it made Audrey self-conscious? So much that she didn’t enjoy her dinner? That would definitely put a wrench in the works for what I had planned for the rest of the evening.
 

But I knew her well enough to know that there was no going back. Even if I said “never mind,” even if she pretended I’d never said it, it would haunt her. It would be a shadow on the evening.
 

So what does every guy do when he knows he’s stepped in it and said something he shouldn’t have? Double down, right?
 

Well, that’s what I did.
 

I squeezed her hands again and smiled a little wider. “You heard me. I was thinking about the way the men were looking at you when you walked in.”
 

The colour drained from her face for a moment before a surge of embarrassment made them glow a bright red. Her eyes darted side to side, doubtless to check if anyone had been listening. Confident that no one had heard what I’d said, she turned to me and glared. “Stop that,” she hissed.
 

Well, that was not the time to back down. If there was going to be any chance at salvaging the evening, I knew I had to follow through. 
 

Her reaction demanded my confidence. My assertiveness. She needed to know that I was in control. That everything was safe and that there was no reason to be embarrassed by what I’d said. Even if someone had overheard. “Don’t be upset with me, Audrey,” I whispered. “And by the way, you look beautiful when you’re embarrassed.”
 

This only made her turn an even brighter red.
 

Of course the waiter chose that moment to return with our drinks. He was obviously an observant fellow because he noticed right away that there was tension between us. Instead of putting his hands behind his back and taking our order, he took a step back and bowed slightly. “Forgive me, I have to see to another table. I’ll be back in just a moment to take your order.” And with that, he was gone.
 

Audrey tried to bury her head inside the giant margarita glass he’d brought. She took a huge swig, eyes still shifty to see if anyone was listening.
 

I took a gulp of my martini, set the glass down in front of me and leaned back in my chair.
 

When Audrey finally surfaced from being submerged in her drink, her cheeks were still bright red. “Look, I know I said we could get a little…crazy this week, or whatever, but can we just have a nice time here?”
 

Somehow her shyness only serve to embolden me. I liked that she was squirming. It felt nice to have the upper hand. In a friendly way, mind you. I wasn’t trying to be mean. “I am having a nice time. I’m just telling you the truth. You asked what I was thinking. That’s what I was thinking. Why don’t you have another sip of your drink?”She gladly accepted the invitation. Bringing the glass to her lips, she took another big swig before setting it back down.
 

It took all of five seconds for the two doses of alcohol to start to work their magic on her petite frame. She opened her eyes and blinked them a few times. She shook her head. Then she let out a soft sigh.
 

Ah. Much better.
 

Audrey was far more suggestible when she was tipsy. She didn’t drink very often so when she did, it usually hit her like a freight train.
 

This was where I wanted her. Buzzing pleasantly, but not inebriated. I moved her glass aside, mine too, then took her hands in mine again. “You look absolutely gorgeous this evening. Do you know that?”
 

This time, instead of trying to hide from what I’d said, a shy smile tickled her lips. She blushed but didn’t turn away. Then she giggled and shook her head. “You really are up to something, aren’t you?” she whispered.
 

I shrugged. The truth was, I wasn’t sure exactly what I was up to. Not yet. But something about our exchange back home and my strange reaction to our entrance to the restaurant had piqued my interest.
 

I was ready to dig and find out what that might be.
 

“Do you still enjoy the attention of other men?” I asked, leaning forward and keeping my voice low so that Audrey wouldn’t get shy that someone might hear.
 

She rolled her eyes and let out an exasperated sigh. “Norbert…” she said, saying my name in a way that meant “knock it off.”
 

But not really. There was no determination in the way she’d said it. Like, maybe she might be amenable to pursuing the idea.
 

“No seriously,” I pressed. “I’m just curious.”
 

She didn’t roll her eyes this time. In fact, she took a few seconds to think about it.
 

This was progress. I liked where this was going. Audrey digging into herself and trying to come up with answers to uncomfortable questions.
 

It excited me for some reason.
 

“You know I would never…”
 

Now this knocked me quite off balance. I’d sort of been expecting another rebuke of the question. Just not quite the one I got.
 

“You’d never…what?” I said, shooting her a funny look.
 

The colour drained from her face again as she realized there was only one way to finish that sentence. The vein in her neck began to throb, a sure sign that her heart had started pounding. “I didn’t mean…”
 

But it was crystal clear to me what she had meant to say.
 

I would never…sleep with another man.
 

As if the logical conclusion of enjoying the attention of other men was to end up in bed with one of them. Even if you were married.
 

It was partly the booze talking. I knew that. But it made the feeling…that feeling I’d experienced when we walked in, come surging back with a vengeance.
 

Jealousy? A little bit, I guess. Who wouldn’t be jealous of their lovely wife contemplating the idea of another man between her legs.
 

But the jealousy was only a platform, a vessel for a for more powerful emotion. A potent lust like I’d never felt before.
 

It made my cock so uncomfortably hard that I had to shift in my seat to rearrange it.
 

“Audrey Novak,” I whispered. “I can’t believe it. What a dirty girl you are. Sitting here with your husband and thinking of cheating on him!”
 

It was meant to be a tease.
 

Audrey looked mortified.
 

At that moment I nearly abandoned my line of inquiry. She looked so uncomfortable, so sheepish and not like herself that a huge pang of guilt gripped me.
 

But there was something so damned sexy about the expression she was wearing. Deer in the headlights meets…terrified but excited…schoolgirl?
 

It was like seeing her at her most innocent. Far more innocent than she’d looked when we’d met, even.
 

I couldn’t let it get away.
 

“You’re thinking about it again, aren’t you?”
 

“No!”
 

Her outburst made some heads turn.
 

I flashed them a smile and mouthed a “sorry,” then mimed bringing a glass to my lips and tilting it back.
 

The man smiled. The woman just went back to her steak.
 

“No!” Audrey repeated, this time in a whisper.
 

“Yes,” I whispered back, goading her toward further discomfort.
 

She shook her head, her eyes wide with disbelief at what I’d just said.
 

We were in uncharted territory here. Stormy seas we’d never ever braved before marriage. It was dirty. It was dangerous. Nothing to do but see if I could push her over the edge.
 

“What a naughty wife you are. I bet you’re over there imagining what it would be like to have another man between your legs.”
 

Gasp!
 

Her hand shot to her chest. Her eyes opened wider still. So wide I thought they were going to pop out.
 

Maybe it was the excitement of teasing her so relentlessly that had me so giddy. Maybe it was the half a martini that had already started to make my head swim. Whatever it was, it had me harder than a god damned iron shank.
 

The thought that a torrent of lascivious ideas were racing through my pretty wife’s mind made me go in for the kill. “Can you imagine? Can you imagine what another man’s cock would feel like inside your tight little pussy?”
 

I swear that I smelt the acrid scent of her arousal waft out from underneath the table.
 

It nearly made me blow.
 

Not only was my wife contemplating exactly what I’d just described, she was obviously excited about it. And as if those two things together weren’t hot enough, she had no idea why.
 

She was putty in my hands in a way she’d never been.
 

Needless to say, dinner was a very short affair.
 






Chapter Four


We didn’t so much stumble into the house and up to the bedroom as fall in.
 

That after I’d spent the entire drive home with my hand between her legs.
 

As I’d suspected at the restaurant, her hot little cunt was absolutely dripping wet. Not only had she not protested when I pulled up her skirt and peeled away her underwear, she’d spread her legs for me!
 

Like, opened them right up in the foot well, like she was a slut I’d hired to do my bidding.
 

She came twice on the way home.
 

I nearly drove us off the road as many times.
 

As she crashed backwards onto the bed, she yanked up her little black dress, exposing her muff, splaying her thighs and baring it for me.
 

I didn’t need more of an invitation. Falling to my knees, I grabbed her ass, hauled her to the edge of the bed and pressed my face against her sex.
 

She tasted delicious. The sharpness of her fluid was laced with a hint of sweet. It was dripping from her like water from a leaky faucet, running down my chin and staining the sheets.
 

I plunged my stiff tongue into her hole.
 

Audrey moaned like she’d never moaned before. “Jesus Norbert!” she hissed through clenched teeth. Her hips rose up off the bed.
 

I stabbed my tongue into her snatch a few more times before sweeping up her slit and slurping her clit into my mouth. I spun a slow circle around it.
 

Audrey shuddered beneath me.
 

Reaching down between my legs, I tugged my belt open as I flicked at her engorged bud.
 

You have to understand that part of the reason this was so hot was that we normally didn’t perform oral sex on each other. Audrey had gone down on my a few times, I think on my birthday, but she preferred missionary more than anything. Or, I should say, she endured missionary.
 

This was a whole new Audrey. This woman, allegedly my wife though I still couldn’t believe it was the same person, was twisting and writhing on the bed. She was panting and moaning like a wanton whore. She looked like a fucking porn star, the way she was acting.
 

My tongue had just started to get sore when I felt the muscles in her pussy clench.
 

The shriek that tore out of her nearly drove me insane with need.
 

As soon as her orgasm had finished I crawled up onto the bed, crawled between her open legs and mounted her like an animal in a rut.
 

My cock slipped into her drenched cunt with a filthy slurp.
 

Audrey shuddered beneath me. She opened her eyes. The look she gave me was like a wildfire burning in the spring. “Fuck me,” she snarled.
 

Ho-ly shit.
 

Driving myself balls deep into her, I strained against the orgasm that was already beginning to quake inside me.
 

This was hot. This was raw. This was dangerous.
 

Leaning forward, I pressed my lips against her ear. “Audrey,” I panted. “I want you to say something for me.”
 

She let out a soft mewl in reply.
 

“I want you to say something and I want you to say it like you mean it,” I grunted, my pelvis crashing against her mound.
 

“Fuck…” she whimpered.
 

Jesus.
 

I could feel another orgasm was starting to tighten her sheath.
 

“I want you to tell me you want another man to fuck you.”
 

Her eyes shot open.
 

I pulled away, still thrusting.
 

There was fear in her eyes. Dangerous, uncontrollable, lust-driven fear.
 

“Say it!” I hissed, my sack tightening between my legs.
 

“I…I…I…” she panted.
 

“Say it!” I demanded again.
 

Her pussy clamped down on my cock. She threw her head back.
 

No!
 

Fuck!
 

The moment was starting to slip away.
 

My own lust made me courageous. Reaching behind her head, I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked. “Say it,” I growled.
 

“I want to fuck another man!” she shrieked.
 

The world seemed to melt. My brain shrank to the size of a peanut, my vision tunnelling. It was like watching a movie of the universe exploding in reverse.
 

All that energy, all that heat, sucked right down between my legs before blowing back up again.
 

A wad of spunk shot through my shaft and blasted into her belly. I threw my head back and roared as a climax took me.
 

Audrey’s legs flailed around my thighs.
 

Another gob of my ejaculate exploded inside her, a second wave of orgasm crashing over me as it did.
 

Then Audrey wrapped her legs around me and locked her ankles at my ass. She pulled me closer with a strength I didn’t know she possessed.
 

Her pussy gripping me still, she drove me into the dark depths of her cunt, her head rolling from side to side as I slathered her insides with the rest of my load.
 

If there’s a heaven I imagine that what I felt right then was the feeling you get when you arrive. It was the most sublime climax I’d ever experienced.
 

And from the looks and sounds of it, the best Audrey had ever had, too.
 

I fell onto her, our bodies twisted together in a sweaty, panting mess.
 

My pleasure receded like the tide being pulled back out to sea.
 

I rolled off of her after we’d both caught our breath. And I’ll admit this freely, I had a hard time looking into her eyes at first. Even when I heard her turn her head to look at me.
 

I think…I think I might have been a little scared of what I was going to see there. But curiosity got the better of me.
 

Her eyes were open wide and curious. She gazed at me as if through a dream. She parted lips. Her tongue slipped out and slid from one corner of her mouth to the other, moistening them. When she spoke, it was in a whisper. “Norbert Novak.”
 

Even the way she said my name sounded dirty. “What is it, sweetheart?” I whispered back. The innocence was absent from her expression. The woman I was married to was back. But it seemed like a layer had been added by her indulgence of my little fantasy. She seemed…stronger, perhaps? Maybe more confident?
 

Her eyes moved slowly, as if she were searching my expression for something. She remained quiet for what turned into an awkwardly length silence.
 

I don’t normally get uncomfortable, certainly never around Audrey. But I have to say that the way she was studying me made me squirm a bit. I cracked a smile, trying to break the ice that seemed to have formed between us. “Can’t figure out what to say?” I said, chuckling and nudging her arm.
 

Audrey didn’t respond. Not a smile back, not a shrug. Nothing. Just that same probing stare.
 

Until I couldn’t keep my own forced smile on my face. “Baby,” I said, cuddling closer to her, “come on, say something. You’re killing me just staring at me like that.”
 

Audrey lifted herself and propped herself up on her elbow. “How long have you been thinking about this?” she asked, studying my reaction.
 

I smiled, or rather, I’m afraid it was more of a smirk. “Honestly it just kind of occurred to me when we walked into that restaurant. You were so sexy in that dress. You’ve got an amazing body. I was…I don’t know, proud that you were my wife, I guess.”
 

A smile curled one corner of her mouth. “That’s sweet, Norbert,” she said, before leaning forward and kissing me on the cheek. When she pulled away the smile was gone, replaced by a concerned frown. “Are you happy?” she asked.
 

All the magical and slightly unnerving tension that had built between us by her silence, disappeared. “Baby, what?” I asked.
 

“Are you happy with our marriage?”
 

“Sweetheart of course I’m happy I didn’t mean to…”
 

“No,” she said, shaking her head and putting a hand on my arm. “I mean really.”
 

God how I wanted to roll my eyes. We’d just made the most explosive love we’d ever experienced and Audrey had to go and turn that into a discussion about our emotions. “I really am,” I replied, putting on my most studied and careful tone. I knew that if I played my cards right I could get out of a lengthy conversation about how we felt about each other. Maybe the rest of the week could just be a bunch more sex.
 

Ha!
 

“Sweetheart, I promise you that I am. What just happened has nothing to do with…”
 

“But in a perfect world I’d be a different sort of woman.”
 

The statement stunned me stopped me mid-sentence. I was normally fairly quick-witted in these situations. I just hadn’t expected that kind of opening. Audrey just didn’t say things like that. “Absolutely not.”
 

She didn’t blink at my response. Just tilted her head to one side and thought about it. “See, Norbert, I don’t really believe you, that’s the thing.”
 

I’m pretty sure I heard the foundation on which we’d built our marriage crack at that moment.
 

See, Audrey and I had a good thing going. We’d constructed a sturdy relationship on solid footing. We each knew our place in this house. I think we both knew we had little secrets that we kept from each other. Private rooms we didn’t invite the other person into. This felt a bit like Audrey pushing one of those doors open and peeking in.
 

And that was kind of…thrilling. It seemed like a way of getting to know each other all over again.
 

So maybe I should have politely closed that door, told her she was crazy for thinking I wanted something different.
 

But that danger was still whispering in my ear.
 

What if I didn’t just let her into my world, the real world inside my head. What if I invited her in and let her see everything that I’d hidden there? Would she balk at what a pervert I could be? Would she run away? Would it ruin us? Or would it make us stronger in the end?
 

I sighed. I was suddenly feeling strangely shy about my cock still hanging out of my pants. Reaching down, I tucked it into my underwear.
 

Audrey’s gaze followed my hand. “What’s that for?” she asked.
 

I shrugged and shot her an awkward grin, though I couldn’t hold her stare for very long. “I don’t know,” I muttered. “Just feeling a little too exposed, I guess.”
 

“Because you’re thinking of telling me the truth?” Audrey asked, her expression still plain.
 

This was another jarring juxtaposition. I think I could always tell when Audrey wasn’t being one hundred percent honest with me. You know those little lies we tell each other in a marriage? To keep from hurting the other person maybe? Or maybe because it’s just too complicated a problem to unravel with dinner on the stove and the kids screaming? She did a lot of that.
 

This, the way she was speaking to me now, was nothing like the voice she used in those moments. This was as if Audrey had taken off her wife-mom-homemaker mask and was just being herself.
 

“What’s gotten into you?” I asked with another half-smirk.
 

This time Audrey shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “You know how I went for lunch with Jen the other day?”
 

I vaguely remembered her telling me something like that. I nodded in reply.
 

“Well she told me not to tell anyone but I’m pretty sure she knew I was going to tell you. And even if she didn’t, it doesn’t matter. You see her once a year at their barbecue, right? You’ll probably have forgotten by then.”
 

I kept nodding, though my interest in whatever it was Jen had said, was quickly waning.
 

“Jen’s having an affair.”
 

It might have been the plain way she’d stated it. Or the slight smile that followed. The revelation floored me. Not because I cared about Jen, I barely remembered who she was. But because, for Audrey, or at least the Audrey I knew, finding out her friend was cheating on her husband would have been devastating. “Oh my God,” I said, feigning concern, thinking that was what she would expect in my reaction.
 

Audrey snorted and rolled her eyes. “Oh Norbert, puh-lease,” she said, shaking her head. “You really expect me to believe you’re shocked by something like that?”
 

This tilted me further off balance. Her candour was unprecedented. She’d normally take a cue from my reaction and follow my lead. We’d play our little game, have the conversations you’re supposed to have about a situation like that, then retreat back to our private rooms and close the doors.
 

Obviously this time was going to be different.
 

I couldn’t keep the discomfort from creeping onto my face. “Uh…what do you mean?” I muttered.
 

Audrey sighed. Her eyes wandered around the room. She thought for a long time, another awkward silence stretching between us as she did. “You know sometimes I sit here when you’re at work. After I’ve brought the laundry up from the basement. When I’m done folding it and don’t feel like delivering it to the dressers, I just sit here and think.”
 

Okay. This was definitely not and Audrey I’d ever met before. But the opening was clear. I waited what felt like an appropriate amount of time before asking. “What do you think about?”
 

I didn’t finish the sentence with sweetheart or baby or dear, like I normally would have. Only then did it occur to me how condescending those sounded. How calling her those names after a question like that was probably what drove her back into her private room in our shared house.
 

“I think about us a lot,” she said quietly after a while. “I think about our marriage and how it started and where it’s going. Yesterday I thought about Jen. How she goes out and has sex with another man when her husband’s at work. How…how terrible I’d feel if I did something like that.”
 

Oh. Okay. So that’s where this was going. The admission was a relief, I guess. But it seemed like a preface to her putting a stop to the little fantasy we’d just played out. Which was fine. It’s not like I’d really thought the whole thing through. It was just a fun little sex game. “I’m glad to hear you say that.”
 

“I’d feel terrible lying to you, Norbert.”
 

“I’m glad to hear that, too,” I answered. “Look I was just…”
 

“But I’ve thought about it, you know?”
 

My nuts tightened up at what she’d said. My voice caught in my throat and for a moment I couldn’t breathe. “What?” I finally managed to whisper.
 

Audrey nodded, her eyes locked on mine. “I have. It always makes me feel guilty but sometimes in the middle of the day I sit here and wonder about it between folding laundry and going down to start dinner.”
 

My heart began to hammer inside my chest. It felt like my eyes were open so wide they might fall out of their sockets. I managed to collect my thoughts and cobble together a reply. “Honey that’s…okay…I mean we’re all allowed to…think about things. I don’t think any less of you for it.”
 

Audrey smiled faintly. “You’re the only man I’ve ever had sex with,” she whispered.
 

I scowled. “I thought…I thought that…” Hadn’t she told me that Jim or John, or whatever that English major’s name had been…hadn’t they…
 

She shook her head, as if reading my mind. “John and I fooled around. I mean I touched his cock and everything. Masturbated him until he came. But we never…you know, sealed the deal.”
 

The vision of Audrey’s hand wrapped into a filthy little fist around John’s member sent a bolt of excitement racing through my veins. My vision blurred, the room began to spin a bit. Hearing Audrey say those things had turned the little fantasy we’d just played out into something far more uncomfortable and far more real. “Why are you telling me this?” I managed to whisper. My mouth was so dry I could barely speak.
 

Audrey shrugged again. “Because when I was thinking the other day it occurred to me that this is it.”
 

I waited. When she didn’t offer anything else, I decided to nudge her further. “What is it?”
 

“This,” she said, waving her hand around the room. “We have a beautiful life here. We’re so happy, right? But…but sometimes…”
 

Suddenly the clock ticking in the hallway sound a whole lot louder. Seconds ticked by. Then a minute. And Audrey just sat there, me hanging on by my fingernails, my whole body tensed at what she was going to say next. “Sometimes?” I offered.
 

Her wandering eyes came back to rest on mine again. “Sometimes I wonder what it would be like to have another man inside me.”
 

Pow.
 

My head really started to spin. Like those old Batman shows when someone got punched, you remember those? “Sweetie I wasn’t…I mean, that was just…we were just playing there. I didn’t really mean that…”
 

I really couldn’t find the words to finish the sentence. Lust and jealousy and…God, what was that other feeling twisted up in there? Greed? Hunger? Rage?
 

A little dirty talk about Audrey getting fucked by someone else was one thing. But this? This was…dangerous. In a very real way.
 

“I guess what I’m saying is I could never bring myself to do something like that, to cheat on you. But…”
 

My gut was so tight it was starting to hurt.
 

“But if you let me…”
 

My ears began to ring. This wasn’t really happening, was it? Was Audrey asking for permission? “Are you serious?”
 

“I’m only asking because of what you said. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you that excited about sex. And the way you grabbed my hair? Norbert…that was…I loved that.”
 

Um, really?
 

I think I might have gone into momentary shock from it all. I could barely breathe. When my mind started to clear, I began to shake my head. “Honey this is a lot to take in.”
 

A gentle smile formed on her lips. “Yeah, I guess it would be.”
 

Again, not at all what I thought she was going to say. “You’re asking me to let you sleep with another man?”
 

Audrey chewed on her lip for a moment before replying. “Yeah,” she said, nodding. “I guess I am.”
 






Chapter Five


I’m not sure how long I sat there trying to process what she’d said. I barely noticed her slip off the bed and onto her knees. I only “came to,” so to speak, when she put a hand on my thigh and swung my legs off the bed.
 

I sat up, staring down into her bright blue eyes. “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice barely a breath.
 

Instead of answering right away, Audrey reached into my underwear and pulled out my cock.
 

It was only then that I realized it was half-hard again.
 

She ran her nail down the underside of my shaft.
 

I sat bolt upright at her gentle teasing as her finger traced the outline of my balls. By the time her finger scraped back up and touched my glans, I was sporting a raging erection.
 

“I always wonder about women that do this,” she whispered, her eyes dancing between my flexing shaft and mine. “Women who give their husband’s blowjobs. Like when they’re on their period or something. I’ve always wondered what they get from it?”
 

My head hadn’t stopped spinning. Not only was this completely out of character for Audrey. It seemed like it was not her at all. This was an entirely different woman, kneeling in front of me and musing about what pleasure giving head might possibly bring.
 

I was speechless. All I could do was shake my head as I stared at her. Not a state I was accustomed to being in.
 

Audrey’s fingers wrapped into a fist around the base of my cock. After licking her lips, she slipped the head of it into her mouth with a soft but filthy slurp. Her eyes wandered from side to side as she sat there with the bulbous head of my cock filling her mouth. As if she were trying out a new flavour of ice cream and still not entirely sure whether she liked it.
 

I shuddered as her tongue swept from side to side along my glans. My hands curled to fists, bunching the sheets as pleasure crackled up my spine. “Jeeesus,” I whispered.
 

Audrey popped off of me with lewd slop. A trickle of her spittle clung to her lip. She reached up and wiped it away with the back of her hand. “Was I doing it right?”
 

I’m not sure if she was acting that innocent on purpose but her wide eyes and the tender way she’d asked the question were straight out of a porn vid that was about to get very, very nasty.
 

I smirked, though it was in disbelief at what a little vixen she was being. “That felt amazing,” I whispered.
 

Another smile began to form at the corners of her mouth. Before it had time to widen, she slipped my cock head past her lips again. This time, though, her cheeks hollowed as she began to suck, all the while staring up at me lovingly, like she was watching for my approval.
 

After unclenching a fist, I pressed my palm, damp with perspiration, against her cheek. “Fuck that feels so good,” I said.
 

Audrey seemed pleased by the reaction. Stretching her neck, she lowered her mouth over my shaft, until about half of my cock was inside her tight lips.
 

It was another rush of heaven. I groaned and threw my head back.
 

Audrey began riding my cock with her mouth. Her tongue flitted from side to side, slipped around my cock head, then pressed against the underside of my shaft as she plunged down onto me again.
 

As her tempo increased, I started to feel the cum begin churning inside my nuts. Her soft mouth elicited another lewd groan from me. I flexed inside her mouth. A drip of pre-cum must have leaked out of me because Audrey scowled and popped off of my cock. She squeezed her tongue between her pursed lips, as if trying to clean it off. “Ew,” she muttered. “That’s not very tasty.”
 

An awkward laugh bubbled out of me. I was so close to the edge, however, that it was almost painful. Reaching around behind her head, I tried to pull her mouth back over me.
 

Audrey shook her head. “Not tonight,” she whispered. “I think I need to do this in baby steps.”
 

Whatever. That was fine by me. But I needed to finish. “Can you…would you mind…”
 

Audrey looked up at me with her innocent face again. “You want me to use my hand?” she whispered.
 

“Oh God yes,” I groaned in reply.
 

The hand wrapped around the base of my shaft rose up, squeezing my cock as it did. She stopped just below my head. “Here?” she asked.
 

I pulled her up a little further, so the ring formed by her finger and thumb was around my glans. “Here,” I whispered. “Like this.” Guiding her hand, I showed her how to pump in exactly the right place.
 

My cock hardened in her grip.
 

“Fuck,” I grunted through clenched teeth. “You’re going to make me come baby!”
 

Her eyes seemed to widen. It was hard to tell through the haze of bliss my brain was swimming in, but I swear I thought I saw an excitement in her gaze that I hadn’t before.
 

She kept her gaze on my muscle, on the very tip. The little gasp she emitted when she saw the first drop of my seed spurt out was followed by a precious little giggle.
 

Holy fuck. She was enjoying this!
 

My body tightened against the climax that rushed through it. Unable to tear my eyes away from Audrey’s handiwork, I watched the first splash of my hot semen come rushing out of the head of my organ. It burst into the air like a blossoming flower before falling in fat splats on Audrey’s tiny little hand.
 

She gasped and her eyes widened at the filthy sight. She kept pumping though. Her fist rising and falling in even strokes, choking my essence out of me, the whole while she stared at the sticky goo as it erupted out of me.
 

A second wave of climax was followed by a third, then a fourth. Once the pleasure of them began to wane, the familiar and almost painful tightness rose from my nuts. I shuddered, then put a hand on her wrist to stop her pumping. “Sorry, baby,” I whispered. “It got a little tender.”
 

Audrey continued to stare at the way my emission had coated the back of her hand. As if unable to get enough of the lewd sight, she squeezed her forefinger and thumb around my cock, milking another dribble of seed from me.
 

“Ah!” I moaned at how tender my dick felt. I had to pull her hand away.
 

She glanced up at me, then back at the creamy substance coating her skin.
 

My nostrils flared as I watched her bring it up to her mouth. For a blissful moment of depraved excitement I thought she was going to taste me.
 

She sniffed that air instead, then shook her head. “You know that I’ve never even seen what this looks like?”
 

“What?” I whispered.
 

“I only did it in the dark with John. And that time…with you…” she shook her head. “I’ve never even seen what cum looks like.”
 

Her lewd pronouncement only sharpened my excitement. My shock came out as another awkward laugh.
 

Audrey cocked her head to one side and frowned. “What?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “I just…I can’t believe…” I said, finishing the sentence with another chuckle.
 

“You can’t believe it’s me?” she asked, as if reading my mind again. “I can’t really either.” She looked around for something to wipe her hand on.
 

When she glanced up at me wearing a devilish grin, my chest tightened again.
 

Reaching between her legs, she yanked her underwear down. Stepping out of it, she brought it up to her hand and used it to wipe my jizz. Standing over me, she turned the fabric around, studying the dark stains my cum had made. “Do you like it? Do you like it when I’m like this?” she asked quietly.
 

I mean, come on. What guy is going to say no to a thing like that? Not me. “Baby, I love it,” I admitted.
 

This seemed to please her because she smiled with one corner of her mouth. “Norbert,” she whispered. “That’s so filthy.”
 

“I like you filthy,” I blurted, before I’d really thought about what I was going to say.
 

Audrey smirked. “Okay. Let’s have a filthy week and see how it fits.”
 

I thought I’d died and gone to heaven.
 






Chapter Six


My sleep was somewhat tortured that night. I kept waking up in a sweat after having the most depraved dreams. Or nightmares, I guess, depending on how you looked at it.
 

They were surreal, almost impressionistic visions of Audrey doing all sorts of horrible, wonderful things. I never really saw any of the guys in them. Not that I cared. They were all just headless props, torsos and legs and cocks.
 

Cocks stuffed into Audrey. Thighs spread her slender legs. Palms pawing at her soft breasts. Hips driving against her, plowing hard muscles into her furry muff.
 

And they always ended right before the money shots. I would wake up with a gasp. My cock would be stiff between my legs. Sleep wouldn’t come again unless I pumped myself to release.
 

At first I scuttled off to the bathroom so as not to wake her. But by the third time I was kind of hoping I would wake her. So I could tell her what I’d dreamed about and, hopefully, get a hand settling myself down.
 

She slept right through the bed shaking. Even slept through the needy groan that accompanied my climax.
 

I’d fallen back into a turbulent sleep only to be awoken an hour or so later. By Audrey curling up to me, her chin on my chest, her hand gliding down between my legs.
 

She was wearing the most angelic smile. “Good morning,” she whispered.
 

“Good morning,” I replied, my voice groggy and tired-sounding.
 

“Did you have a good sleep?” she asked.
 

“I…not really,” I admitted.
 

To my surprise, this caused her to giggle. “Bad dreams?” she asked.
 

What in the hell? My wife didn’t seem like my wife anymore. She’d been transformed into a giggling little succubus, pawing at my cock, her eyes glistening with mischief.
 

“Uh…they were…different,” I answered.
 

“Good different?” she asked, the warmth of her breath tickling my chest. “Or bad different?”
 

You have to understand it was just so unlike her. Audrey didn’t do playful. Dutiful, sure. Cheerful, certainly. But this was…downright wicked.
 

“What has gotten into you?” I couldn’t help but ask.
 

Audrey responded with a playful frown. “I thought you said you like this?” she asked.
 

“I do. I do! Don’t get me wrong. It’s just so unlike you.”
 

She shrugged. “I had a lot of fun last night. I’ve never…” She paused, contemplating what to say next. “I’ve never felt quite so much like myself. You know how I said that I sit here and think sometimes?”
 

“Uh-huh.”
 

“Well sometimes I think about the way we are with each other. How we don’t always say what’s on our mind. How we act being married but don’t let the other person in all the way. You know what I mean?”
 

It was uncanny how close it was to my own appraisal of our marriage. “I think I know exactly what you mean,” I replied. “I think I sometimes feel the same way.”
 

This seemed to please her because she smiled at me. “Let’s forget about all that this week. Let’s just be ourselves. Let’s be honest with each other.”
 

My eyes widened. This was…wonderful. An amazing way to start the day. I was a little doubtful about how much honesty she wanted, given my proclivity for dirty thoughts. But I was more than willing to give it a shot. “That sounds amazing,” I whispered.
 

Audrey smiled a little wider, her eyes wandering around my face, studying my expression. “So tell me what you want right now,” she said.
 

Um. Well, okay.
 

Here goes nothing.
 

“I want to fuck you again.”
 

Audrey burst into a fit of giggles. Her hand, which she’d worked between my legs to cup my balls, squeezed a bit.
 

The pain of her grabbing my balls was laced with heat and her tender touch. My body tightened, relaxing only when she let go.
 

“Oh shoot, sorry,” she said, still giggling. She gazed into my eyes. “So is it really true, what they say about guys?” she asked.
 

“What do they say?”
 

“That all they think about is sex?”
 

I smirked. “How much honesty are you after here?” I teased.
 

“All of it,” she said. She was serious but still smiling slightly.
 

“We think about it a lot. At least I do.”
 

She looked side to side as she thought of her next question. “So how often would you have sex? If it were totally up to you?”
 

I turned away from her, feeling a little shy. We were married but I couldn’t remember ever having such a frank conversation. “I don’t know. Couple of times a day?”
 

The tip of Audrey’s finger trailed along my cock, making it bounce. “Really?”
 

“Really.”
 

“Why haven’t you ever told me that?” she asked.
 

I suppressed a groan. Being this open was tiring work. And I’d just woken up. “I mean, I don’t know. We have a pretty good thing going. You seem…happy with our arrangement. Are you?”
 

“I am,” she replied. “But sometimes I…” She bit her lower lip, still gazing into my eyes. “It’s kind of hard saying these things, isn’t it?”
 

I laughed. It was incredibly refreshing seeing this side of her. “It is.”
 

“Can I tell you something?” she asked, her voice quieter.
 

“Of course.”
 

“Sometimes I want it.”
 

I raised an eyebrow. “You do?”
 

“I do. Sometimes, on nights when we’re not…you know, not the usual nights, I want it. I want it but I can’t bring myself to say it.”
 

It was a startling admission. One which seemed best met with humour, so things didn’t get too heavy. Though thinking of all the times she might have been laying next to me, hungry for sex and not said anything, did put a bit of a weight on my chest. “Audrey Novak. You little slut,” I whispered, fake-glaring at her.
 

For a moment I thought she was going to get offended. Relief swept through me when she fell onto her back, hands over her mouth to cover her giggles.
 

Seeing my chance, I rolled over onto her and spread her thighs apart with my knee.
 

She gasped, giggled some more, and covered her eyes. “Norbert!” she squealed.
 

“You wanted me to be honest, right?” I said, lowering my weight onto her and pressing my cock against her soft petals. They were deliciously drenched in her juices. “Maybe we should have the kind of relationship where I take my wife every time I feel the urge?” I growled.
 

Audrey let her legs fall farther part and raised her hips slightly to meet me. “Maybe,” she said, eyebrow raised. “Is that what you want?”
 

Heat surged through me at her reply. I couldn’t have conjured up a more perfect reaction myself. Drawing my knees up to mount her higher, I speared my cock into her flesh.
 

Her mouth fell open and she drew in a sharp breath.
 

My cock sank into her molten core. “I want you,” I said, before pressing my lips against hers.
 

The enthusiasm with which she met my thrusts stoked a fire inside me.
 

Her pussy was dripping and searing hot. It clenched around me like her fist had the night before, the velvety flesh already coaxing my load from my nuts.
 

Her lips curled into a pleasurable pained snarl. “Oh, Norbert,” she whispered. Her nipples had tightened into hard pink tips. Lowering myself over her chest, I slurped one into my mouth and suckled like I was feeding.
 

Audrey moaned. Her nails dug into the skin on my back.
 

The pain twisted through my arousal, sharpening it.
 

Soon Audrey’s pelvis was slamming against me, her sheath gripping my cock, begging for my seed.
 

The sensation was delicious but I was already so close to the edge and we’d only just started. “Fuck, baby,” I seethed. “Slow down or I’m going to finish.”
 

Audrey’s eyes shot open. Her mouth was open and she was panting. “I’m almost there,” she breathed.
 

I closed my eyes so that I wasn’t staring at her tits slapping against each other on her chest. A finger of pleasure wormed up my spine, tickling the base of my brain. I thought of a cute cat video I’d seen on the internet a few days earlier. Anything to stay the rush of dopamine that was threatening to push me over the edge of release.
 

“Norbert.” Her breath tickled my cheek.
 

I opened my eyes to stare into hers.
 

“Norbert say that thing again,” she pleaded. “Tell me you’re thinking about it.”
 

I drew in a sharp breath. All of the images from my dreams collided in my mind at once, forming a filthy tableau of Audrey being defiled by another man. “I want…I want…I want to see another man’s cock inside you.”
 

A scream tore through her as she came. Her pussy clutched at me, the wet muscles hurling me over the edge of my own climax. I erupted inside her, slathering her walls with what seed I had left.
 

We sailed through our orgasms together. As they waned, we kept fucking, slowing down to tease out the ends of our pleasure.
 

Audrey kept the taut muscles of her pussy flexed around my cock, gazing into my eyes, her fingers wandering through my hair.
 

As we gradually became ourselves again, the jolt of excitement that had rocked through me at her suggestion was replaced by something closer to terror.
 

I’d never known this sort of intimacy with Audrey. I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt it with anyone else, for that matter. But I couldn’t help but worry that the fantasy I’d introduced had lodged itself in her mind. Was she really serious about this? Did she really want to know a man other than me?
 

By the time I finally slipped out of her and rolled onto my side, my insides were tight and heavy with worry. I tried to maintain a pleasant expression. It seemed like it would be childish to start talking about the jealousy twisting through me. I’d been the one who suggested this. I guess I just didn’t think through how her reaction to my suggestion would make me feel.
 

Audrey kissed my shoulder. “We’re supposed to be being honest with each other, remember?” she said.
 

I scowled. “What do you mean?”
 

She smiled softly and walked two fingers along my chest until they came to my lips. “I can tell something’s bothering you. I’m pretty sure I know what it is.”
 

I sighed. It seemed that openness could be difficult in more than just one way. On the one hand I wanted to share how I was feeling with her. On the other, I was a little scared about exposing myself in that way. It didn’t really fit with the image I wanted Audrey to have of me.
 

“Norbert,” she whispered.
 

Our eyes met. The look she gave me melted my heart. 
 

“Come on. Please?”
 

I had to look away, unable to hold her gaze as I dredged up how I really felt by what she’d said. “I…it hurts a little bit.” I could barely believe I’d said it out loud. It wasn’t like me.
 

“Wow.” The word was barely a breath. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say anything like that,” she whispered. “You mean it hurts to think about me with another man?”
 

The question was like a fist closing around my heart. “Yes.”
 

To my surprise, she cuddled up closer to me and put a hand on my chest. “I love you, Norbert. I told you I’d never do anything like that. Not unless you let me.”
 

It was an unsettling thing to hear. Somewhat reassuring, I guess. But the strange fantasy that had presented itself the night before had been just that. I don’t think I was really expecting Audrey to take it seriously. To consider it an actual possibility.
 

My mind began to wander to all sorts of dark places. Was she unhappy with our relationship? Was I not good enough in bed? I was a little embarrassed by that second one. I’d always thought of myself as a good lover. I always took care of her, made sure she had an orgasm. Was I not enough?
 

Audrey chuckled next to me.
 

Turning to look at her, I found her smiling in the crook of my arm.
 

“You know this has nothing to do with you, right?” she asked softly.
 

“How did you know that’s what I was thinking?”
 

She laughed at this. “You’re so tense all of a sudden. I’ve known you for ten years, remember? I love our life. This isn’t about anything you’re doing wrong. I’m just curious.”
 

Right. Curious what it would be like to fuck another man.
 

The thought made me cringe inwardly.
 

Audrey sighed. “I don’t even know how we’d go about it.”
 

This squeezed my intestines again. She really was contemplating this.
 

“Like, how would we find a guy to fuck me?”
 

The four-letter word was like a knife in the side. Hearing Audrey talk about sex like that, about someone fucking her, not making love the way we did, it did things to me. Strange things.
 

My cock lurched, even though I’d just come. At the same time another rush of adrenaline shot through me. Partially fuelled by jealousy, certainly. But there was something else there. Heat.
 

Audrey’s eyes shot down my body, to where she’d seen the motion between my legs. She bit her lower lip as she looked up at me again. “Yeah? You like that?” she asked, putting on her vixen voice again. “You like thinking of another man fucking me?”
 

My organ flopped again, like a fish out of water struggling for air.
 

Audrey chuckled and shook her head. “Wow. That’s crazy. That really gets to you, huh?” She gazed into my eyes with stare full of mischief. Wicked, almost. “I’d really be a slut then, huh?” she went on. “Innocent soccer mom spreading her legs for another man? Just so she could know what that felt like? A cock that wasn’t her husband’s inside her?”
 

My hard-on roared to life.
 

A wild look filled Audrey’s wide eyes. She bit her lip again. “Norbert?” she said, her voice breathless as she reached down and gripped my muscle. “Can I ask you for something?”
 

Fresh excitement raced through me. Good God, what was she going to come up with next? It was a struggle to keep my hands from shaking at what she might say. “I guess it depends what you want?” I said, trying to dismiss my discomfort with a chuckle.
 

“Can you…go down there.” She glanced between her legs.
 

Hearing the request brought a wave of relief along with a swelling excitement between my own legs. At least she hadn’t asked if she could go and get filled by a stranger’s cock that very day. It took a moment for me to remember that I’d just recently…deposited inside her, so to speak. “Sweetie, of course but…” Once again I found it impossible to utter the words. It was a dirty thing she was asking me to do.
 

Her eyes fell slightly.
 

I felt like a total jerk. I could probably count the number of times Audrey had made a sexual request on the fingers of one hand. Here she was opening up, sharing her needs with me and instead of jumping at the chance to meet them, I was worried about being grossed out. And after the deliciously filthy hand job she’d given me.
 

Steeling myself, I took a deep breath and smiled at her. “Of course I will, baby.”
 

Her eyes lit up again.
 

Crawling down her body and between her legs set my nerves tingling. Sure it was a little gross. But wasn’t that what I wanted? A dirtier sex life? Something more dangerous? It was hardly fair to ask that of her and not be able to reciprocate.
 

A glance up revealed an excited Audrey staring down at me.
 

I think I’d been in that position three times since we’d been married. I’d been damn near pass-out drunk for two of them. It was thrilling being completely sober and laying eyes on my wife’s sweet pussy.
 

I pressed two thumbs against her outer lips and stretched them apart. Her wiry pubic hair tickled my palms. As I parted her, a dollop of my cum dribbled out of her. The rivulet followed the folds of her slit, then oozed lower coating the rim of her ass hole before dripping onto the bed.
 

“Oh my gosh!” Audrey gasped. She pressed a hand between her legs, trying to cover herself. “I forgot that…”
 

But by that point I was awestruck at the sight of her snatch. I peeled her hand away and pressed a finger against my lips. “Shush. Don’t worry about it.”
 

Audrey shot me a puzzled look. But she let me take her hand away. She didn’t protest when I lowered my mouth between her legs. She sucked in a breath as I stuck my tongue out and pressed the tip of it against her engorged clit.
 

Beneath the sharply acidic taste of her secretions, lingered a far darker, headier musk of my own ejaculate. Glancing up at her again, I raised a hand, middle finger extended, and pressed the tip into her hot hole.
 

The muscles in her butt flexed and she closed around the digit.
 

“Relax, baby,” I whispered.
 

Audrey did her best. Putting a hand on the inside of either thigh, she spread herself apart. Her neck was still craned as she stared down her body trying to see what I was doing.
 

I smiled, reached up and propped the pillow behind her head. “You like watching?” I asked.
 

She responded with a quick nod.
 

I sealed my lips against her sex. Sucking her tender clit into my mouth, I swept my tongue around it. When I pushed my finger deeper into her, more of my emission drained from her cunt, running down the back of my hand.
 

“Oh my God, Norbert,” she said, her voice shaking. Her face twisted in delighted agony.
 

I pulled my finger out and pressed it back in, fucking her sweet place with it. At the same time I started spinning quick circles around her clit, every so often sucking on it.
 

Audrey’s thighs began to shake next to my cheeks. She began to mewl and whine, spreading herself wider, back arching up off the bed.
 

I don’t think I’d ever seen her in so much heat. My cock was throbbing between my legs, squeezed between my body and the bed. I was desperate for release. But I was even more desperate to bring Audrey to a thundering climax.
 

Each time she seemed close, I slowed the gentle sweeping of my tongue. I’d pull my finger out and tease her by running it up and down the entrance to her snatch.
 

Her pubic hairs had worked up my nose. A few times I got close to sneezing from the tickle but each time managed to pull myself back before I did.
 

After edging her four or five times, watching her nipples harden and her mouth fall open, I could smell how close she was. She was drenched.
 

Suddenly Audrey’s hands shot out from her legs. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me so that my mouth was trapped against her sex. The wild look in her eye had turned absolutely animal. “Make me fucking come!” she begged.
 

I stuffed a second finger into her and started fucking her quickly with my hand. Suckling her clit, I teased it with the tip of my tongue.
 

Audrey screamed. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers. Grabbing fistfuls of my hair, she started rubbing my mouth up and down her slit, using me like I was a toy.
 

For some reason I found that incredibly hot. I’d never felt…well, dominated like that by a woman. Knowing I’d pushed Audrey to that place with just my mouth and a few fingers was incredibly arousing.
 

A soft squirt sounded from her pussy, followed by the rush of something hot and wet down my arm.
 

My eyes widened as I realized I’d just made her ejaculate.
 

She became a shuddering, shivering mess of flesh as waves of orgasm rocked through her again and again and again.
 

When it finally ended, she let go of my hair and collapsed onto her back on the bead, panting, sweating and struggling to catch her breath.
 

I stayed between her legs staring at her still clenching pussy. It was a mesmerizing sight I knew I wouldn’t soon forget.
 

A moment later Audrey propped herself up on her elbows and stared down her body at me. She started laughing, softly at first. But the laugh quickly became hearty, almost maniacal. She closed her eyes and shook her head, like she couldn’t believe what we’d just done. “Come on,” she said, swinging her legs over my head and standing up next to the bed. “Let’s go get breakfast.”
 






Chapter Seven


“What about him?” Audrey gazed over my shoulder, a pile of waffles topped with such a mountain of whip creamed in front of her. The plate was so big it nearly obscured my view of her completely.
 

“What?” I said, whipping my head around to see who she meant.
 

“Don’t do that!” Audrey hissed. She started giggling and kicked my shin under the table.
 

“Ow!” I yelped, drawing the attention of some of the other patrons. I reached down and rubbed the sore spot on my leg. “You don’t do that,” I grumbled.
 

“Sorry,” Audrey said. She pushed her bottom lip out in an apologetic pout. She stole another look over my shoulder. “Okay. He’s not watching. But be discreet,” she whispered. “In case he turns around.”
 

My heart was already pounding. The whole walk to the restaurant, Audrey been pointing at guys on the sidewalk and asking “what about him?”
 

The constant questions had driven me nuts. I had no idea if she was joking and had stopped asking. I’m not sure why. We were supposed to be being honest with each other, I know. But I guess I couldn’t really believe that Audrey was serious about this.
 

The tension of not knowing me was driving me crazy. But not in an entirely bad way. See, something had obviously changed between us. My little fantasy and our intimate conversation seemed to have unlocked, or rather unleashed, a side of Audrey I’d never known. I hadn’t even known it existed.
 

It was driving me more than a little wild thinking that, beneath the innocent exterior of my sweet soccer-mom wife, was a wicked little vixen. Wasn’t that every guys fantasy? The obliging wife who tolerates sex, dispenses it in well-measure doses suddenly becoming a fiend? Completely sex-obsessed?
 

It was certainly turning my crank. I hadn’t been able to get rid of my erection since we left the house. It made for a lot of awkward positions and hands in my lap to keep it covered.
 

I stole a quick glance back at this newest guy she’d spied. Another jolt of adrenaline ripped through me at the sight of him. He was nothing like I’d expected.
 

He had a snake tattooed on his thick neck. His head was shaved. His exposed forearms were so ripped it looked like they were perpetually flexed.
 

Blood surged into my cock at the thought of him between sweet Audrey’s legs.
 

“Are you fucking serious?” I glared, turning back around to stare her down.
 

But Audrey had acquired a taste for this adventure. She threw her head back and giggled for a bit before levelling me with her gaze. “I bet he has a huge cock,” she said, mouthing the last two words so no one would hear.
 

My eyes went wide. My head started to spin.
 

Audrey’s foot came up between my legs. She’d taken her shoe off and I felt her big toe nudge against the head of my aching cock.
 

I shot up to sit straighter in my seat.
 

“I bet it’s ugly, too,” Audrey said, glancing at him again. The way her eyes wandered up and down his body made my blood boil. Audrey set about cheerfully munching on her breakfast.
 

I could barely find my appetite. I poked at my eggs and bacon, took a bite of my toast. But nothing tasted good. All I could think of was the game Audrey was getting such a thrill from playing. I was sweating like a pig from trying to figure out whether she was for real about this or not.
 

I settled up after we’d finished our breakfast. It was a relief stepping out into the crisp December air.
 

Audrey grabbed my arm and hugged it, closing her eyes and smiling. “Want to walk back home, too?” she asked.
 

I loved the idea. The air would give me a chance to clear my head. And maybe if I asked the right questions, I could get to the bottom of whether Audrey meant business.
 

We walked along in silence for a while. Audrey seemed content just enjoying the time together. It had been ages since we’d had this kind of freedom, just the two of us with no worries or cares or mad dashes for school or evening activities. It was great.
 

We were about fifteen minutes away from the house when Audrey looked up at me, smiling. “Whatcha’ thinking about?”
 

I snorted out a laugh and shook my head. “What do you think I’m thinking about?”
 

Audrey giggled. “Hmm, let me guess,” she said, pressing a finger to her chin and squeezing her eyes shut tight. “You’re wondering whether I really want to be a slut, aren’t you? Or whether this is all just a joke? Is that it?”
 

I shook my head and rolled my eyes at the way she was teasing me. She was suddenly unstoppable. She seemed to be enjoying being on top, too.
 

I mean, I always tried to listen to her opinion and stuff. But at the end of the day we both knew that I was the one who made the decisions. The way she was behaving had sort of flipped that dynamic on it’s head.
 

And you know what? It wasn’t all that bad.
 

It wasn’t easy for me to let go. I think it helped that I really did trust her. I was almost totally certain she would never do anything I didn’t want her to. The tiny bit of doubt that remained was just there because, well, can we ever really trust someone fully?
 

I think it was also adding heat to the whole situation.
 

Audrey stopped and put her hands on my shoulders, turning me to face her. She looked up with smiling eyes and a wide grin. “I think I forgot that you could be this fun,” she said.
 

“Really?” I asked, one eye raised.
 

Audrey shrugged. She took a deep breath. “I wish we’d done this a long time ago.”
 

My chest tightened. “Done…what, exactly?” I couldn’t help but wonder if she wished she’d brought this up, her desire to be with another man. I wasn’t sure how I would feel about it if that were the case.
 

“Just this. Taken more time for just the two of us. Your parents are right there. I’m sure they would have taken the kids for a weekend if we’d asked. It doesn’t have to be for a whole week. I like getting to know you again.”
 

It was sweet and it warmed my heart hearing her say it.
 

The sun broke out through a gap in the clouds.
 

“So, if you meant what you said this morning I take it you want to take me back home and fuck me again?”
 

The question stabbed into me. I still wasn’t used to hearing Audrey have such a filthy mouth. “I don’t want to…abuse your hospitality,” I answered.
 

Audrey laughed at this. In a way I’d remembered her laughing before life happened. “Hey,” she said, grabbing my hand and giving it a squeeze. She turned and we started walking again. “We’re trying to have a filthy week, remember?”
 

I couldn’t believe it. She was grinning from ear to ear. She seemed to be genuinely interested in having sex again.
 

What a great fucking Christmas present.
 

We were almost at home when she stopped and turned to look at me again. “So do you think you could actually go through with it?” she asked.
 

My heart skipped a beat. “You mean…”
 

She nodded. “Yeah. That’s what I mean.”
 

I chuckled, once again trying to dismiss my discomfort with the laughter. “I don’t know, Audrey. That’s…a pretty serious ask.”
 

“But it kind of turns you on, right?”
 

“I mean, I guess. Yes. It does. In my mind. In my fantasy. Real life can be a lot different.”
 

Audrey nodded thoughtfully at what I’d said. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I’d never really thought of it that way.” She stayed quiet the rest of the way home.
 

Which gave me time to think. Think about everything we’d been through. Think about how much I loved her and how much she meant to me. She’d made so many sacrifices for the two of us.
 

She’d stayed home with the kids those first few years. Always been there for me when I needed her. Had never complained when I had to work late because I was gunning for a promotion. Hell, I don’t think she’d ever asked me for anything.
 

I’d given us a good life. But that thought really stuck with me. I couldn’t really think of a time when Audrey had done anything for herself.
 

I mulled that over the rest of the way home. If this was really something she wanted, to experience sex with another man, how fucking big of me would it be to give it to her? It would be the ultimate gift. It didn’t hurt that I found the idea kind of sexy, too. But if I did go through with it, it wasn’t going to be about me. It was going to be about Audrey. She deserved it.
 

Needless to say I was racked with doubt, too. I’d heard here and there about people having open relationships. So obviously it was possible. But the thing was, I always sort of looked down on the guys in them.
 

You know, that traditional macho shit. Like, what kind of guy would let his wife sleep with another man? Even though I found the idea kind of exciting, there was some primal part of my mind that just seemed like jealousy and possessiveness were hard-wired. You had to protect what was yours. Your home. Your wife. You didn’t let another man into your bed, for fuck’s sake's.
 

I don’t know if I can put my finger on what finally tipped me over. Maybe it was how happy Audrey seemed. Maybe it was this new and wonderful energy between us. Maybe it was just me wanting to see how big of a guy I could be about this. I always like a challenge.
 

When she walked up the porch steps, I stayed behind. “Hey,” I said.
 

She turned and looked at me with a funny expression. She tilted her head to one side.
 

“You really want to do this?” I asked.
 

The funny expression turned to a funny smile. She shook her head. “Are you serious?” she whispered.
 

I took a deep breath. My blood pressure must have been off the charts, heart pounding in my chest. “If you’re serious…” I said, then watched her to see if she was.
 

Her smile faded. Her eyes went wide like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “I’m serious,” she said, nodding quickly.
 

My insides went tight. But it was too late to pull out now. Audrey looked like she was falling in love with me all over again. It was the most beautiful thing I’d seen in years. “Okay. Let’s do it then. You have my permission.”
 

Her mouth fell open. A second later she launched herself off the steps, crashing into me, arms wrapping around my neck. When she looked up at me, she had tears in her eyes. “I love you, Norbert,” she said, choking back tears.
 

I was terrified of what I’d done. But it had been an eternity since I’d seen Audrey that genuinely happy. I was committed.
 

I guess now all we needed was to find someone for her to…
My chest tightened at the thought. The blood drained from my face. What the hell had I just done?
 






Chapter Eight


Audrey made gentle love to me that afternoon. It was a departure from the scorching hot sex we’d unearthed the day before, but a welcome one.
 

I was glad for it. Truth be told, an unease had settled within me the moment we stepped into the house. My self-confidence felt shaken after what I’d agreed to. I couldn’t help but run the scenario over and over in my mind. 
 

What would it feel like if this actually happened? What would I feel like as I watched her leave the house the day it did? Just imagining it nearly tore my insides out. Would I really be able to follow through? Would I be able to let her go knowing that she was leaving to be with another man?
 

I couldn’t answer those questions. I guess it’s just one of those things you have to live through to know whether you’ll come out the other end unscathed. That got me thinking, too. What if I didn’t come out unscathed? What if this broke us, broke what we had together, in a way we couldn’t fix?
 

Audrey must have sensed my apprehension. Lying next to me on the bed, she trailed her fingers up and down my chest. “You’re worried about it aren’t you?” she whispered.
 

The old Norbert, the one that was always in control, always in charge and always making decisions, wanted to scoff and say “What, are you kidding?” Somehow I knew she’d see right through that. Once again, I decided to be honest and tell the truth. “Terrified,” I answered.
 

She sighed. “I know it’s not going to be easy. I’ve thought about that a lot, too. I don’t know if I could do it.”
 

“If you could do what?” I asked.
 

She smiled. “Let you have sex with someone else. Not that you want too, right?” she said, her smile twisting as she teased me.
 

I shrugged. “Never say never.” I won’t lie. I’d thought about sex with other women in the time we’d been together. Not that I ever would have acted on it. I wasn’t like that. I’d get some flirting in at a Christmas party every now and again, but I never followed through. I think, like Audrey, the guilt of cheating on her would just weigh too heavily on me. Besides, we had a good life. What would be the point in risking that for a brief sexual thrill?
 

“You still remember about Jen’s party tomorrow, right?”
 

The question stirred me from my thoughts. I was glad at the change of topic, though. My thoughts were starting to get a bit…weighty. And as much as I’d not been looking forward to hanging out with Jen, it would be a nice distraction. Having drinks with a bunch of strangers instead of dealing with all this. “Yeah,” I said. “For sure.”
 

Audrey bit her lip and sighed. “I can’t believe she’s cheating on Howard. I feel like I should…I don’t know, feel worse about it or something,” she mused.
 

“Why don’t you?”
 

“I don’t know,” Audrey replied. “It’s her life. He’s always away. I always got the feeling that they weren’t very close. You know how some marriages are? More of a business partnership than a loving relationship?”
 

I knew all about that. Hell, half the guys I worked with had arrangements like that. They cheated. But they always went home to their wives and took care of things. I wondered if Howard slept around on his business trips. I barely knew him but he seemed like the type that might.
 

“Maybe Jen got wind of something he did? Maybe this is her revenge?” I suggested.
 

Audrey shook her head. “I don’t think so. She’s not really the jealous type. You’re probably right though. Who knows maybe he even knows about it? People are doing all kinds of crazy things in their relationships these days.”
 

“Like telling their wives they can sleep with other men?” I asked quietly, smiling and trying to be light-hearted about it.
 

Audrey returned the smile. “Yeah,” she said, chuckling softly. “Just like that.”
 

We curled up on the couch and watched a movie that night. When it was over we trudged upstairs, both of us exhausted, brushed our teeth and went to bed.
 

I was pretty spent and Audrey fell asleep almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.
 

I lay next to her for a long time, staring at the ceiling in the darkness and mulling things over. I didn’t really come to any conclusions but when I woke up the next morning I felt better. I think I managed to convince myself that the probability of Audrey actually hooking up with someone was pretty slim. Besides her circle of girlfriends, she didn’t have much of a social network. I knew she wasn’t going to get online and look for someone there. I reassured myself that this would all probably blow over as soon as the kids were back. If it did happen, it would be in the distant future.
 

We spent the morning reading the paper and puttering around on our tablets. After a relaxed brunch we came home, had a nap, then started getting ready for Jen’s party.
 

It was that party that threw us both a curve ball when we got there.
 

First of all it wasn’t populated by the usual suspects. I’d thought that maybe Lisa, Annie from a few doors over and Jill from the Zoomba class Audrey went to, would be there with their husbands. They were plain-Jane, buttoned down moms that would never be into any kind of funny business.
 

None of them were there.
 

It turned out that Jen, through her new friend had fallen into a different kind of crowd. We walked into the house to the sounds of chest-thumping house music instead of the usual smooth jazz that Jen listened to.
 

When Jen saw us from across the room, her eyes lit up. She threw her hands over her head, swinging in time to the rhythm, a martini glass perched precariously on the ends of her fingers.
 

She was lit. That much was clear. Dancing her way across the room, pushing through throngs of strangers, she stumbled and nearly fell when she reached us. “Hey girlfriend!” she called out to Audrey through the din. She was slurring her speech already.
 

Audrey scowled at her. She looked around the room, trying to find a familiar face in the crowd. “Jen what’s going on? Who are these people?”
 

One group, standing in the living room, looked like they’d just come straight from a chop shop after stealing some cars. They had thick arms and necks, just like the guy in the breakfast place the day before. They wore gold chains around their necks. All of them had thin lines of closely trimmed bears on their chin that just looked…skeezy.
 

Not the kind of guys Audrey or Jen or any of those girls normally hung out with.
 

“And where’s Howard?” Audrey added, turning back to Jen.
 

“Gone!” Jen said, grinning. “Last minute business trip. So I, uh, sent out a few more invitations after he left two days ago.” She swung her glass toward the cluster of people in the living room.
 

“Okay,” Audrey said, sounding pretty skeptical of her friend. “So who are these guys?”
 

Jen was still beaming. “See that guy? The one in the white t-shirt with the little gold earring?” she asked.
 

“Uh-huh,” Audrey replied, turning to look at the guy Jen was pointing at.
 

“That’s him,” Jen said, leaning closer and flashing a devilish grin.
 

Audrey shot me a worried look before turning back to look at Jen.
 

Thankfully Jen seemed too drunk to notice Audrey’s concern. Teetering on her high heels, her lanky legs barely covered by the mini she was wearing, she eyed her new “friend” with a dopey smile. “Want to meet him?” she asked, turning back to face us.
 

Worry shot through me at her question. A glance at Audrey revealed that she was feeling pretty uncomfortable about the whole thing. I was just about to step in and say we were going to get a drink first when Audrey put a hand on my arm. “That sounds like fun,” she replied, forcing herself to smile at Jen.
 

“Great!” Jen threw her hands up and started dancing her way through the hall, toward the group of guys standing in the living room.
 

My heart had kicked into high gear. When I turned to confront Audrey about what the hell she was doing, she took a deep breath. Her tight smile softened as she put pressed her slightly damp palm against my cheek. “Wish me luck?” she said, as softly as she could to still be heard over the thud of the bass.
 

It took me a moment to figure out what she was talking about. My blood ran cold when I realized she wasn’t just going over there with Jen to meet Mr. Thick. She was going over to…start her little game.
 

I clutched her wrist as she tried to step away. “Audrey,” I said through clenched teeth. “What are you doing?”
 

“Hey, hey,” she answered, leaning up and kissing me on the lips. “It’s okay.” She shook her head and smiled again. “It’s okay. Nothing’s going to happen. It’s okay.” She gave my arm another reassuring squeeze. “I just want to…see how it feels.”
 

See how it fucking feels?!?
 

I was ready to tear out of there with Audrey in tow. “See how what feels?” The question came out an ominous sounding growl.
 

“What it feels like to talk to another guy. I’ll be there the whole time. Why don’t you get us some drinks. I’ll be right there. When we get home we can…talk about it. You can tell you how it made you feel? What do you think, Norbert? Do you think you can handle this?”
 

If it hadn’t been for the ground work that had been laid in the days leading up to the party I would have laughed at her, told her she was crazy if she thought I was going to let her do this and dragged her out of there.
 

But I sensed that there was something beneath Audrey’s calm reassurance. Something I don’t think I’d ever seen in my wife. Confidence. She needed me to trust her on this, no matter how hard that might be.
 

Taking a deep breath myself, I let go of her wrist and took a step back. “Just…be careful, okay?” I blushed in embarrassment at what I’d said. Careful? That was my advice? Like, what did that even mean? Don’t let him bend you over a couch and fuck your brains out in front of all these people.
 

My cock had become uncomfortable rigid. Thankfully I was still wearing my overcoat. My nerves were shot. My hands were shaking. But despite all that, I nodded at Audrey. A final reassurance that she had my blessing to go.
 

“Thank-you.” She mouthed the words.
 

I don’t know how I can compare watching her leave to anything that had ever come before. She was still mine. Of course she was. I knew she was. But damn it if it didn’t seem like she was taking a piece of me with her as she walked away.
 

Heads turned as she strutted across the room. When she reached the group, Jen put an arm around her and introduced her to all the guys standing around. Mr. Thick barely glance at her but the other three couldn’t tear their eyes away.
 

A cold shiver raced through me at the sight. My wife being ogled by a bunch of meat-heads. I knew full well what was going on in their minds. As the room started to spin I knew I couldn’t keep standing there.
 

Tearing my eyes away from the scene, I walked to the kitchen and up to the counter littered with half-empty bottles of booze. My hands were shaking so badly I could barely manage to pour the drinks into glasses. I jumped and spun around when someone’s hand fell on my shoulder.
 

“Wow, easy there!” A skinny blonde with a button nose and high cheeks giggled at me. She covered her mouth. “I’m Cindy!” she said, reaching out to shake my hand.
 

“Hey Cindy,” I muttered. I set one of the drinks I was carrying down, wiping my hand on the back of my coat. “I’m, uh…I’m kind of…” I stopped in mid-sentence. I had just been about to tell Cindy that I was with someone, that I needed to go and get her her drink.
 

Just as I was about to say it, the thought struck me that that might not be such a good idea. Chances were that Audrey didn’t go over there and tell everyone that she was here with her husband. That would have added a layer of complication to the whole game and Audrey didn’t do complicated very well.
 

If word got around that she was there with me, I could only imagine the smirks I’d get from the guys that were probably hitting on her this very second. They didn’t seem like the sort of guys that would back down from trying to bag her just because her husband was there.
 

Most likely if they found out, I’d end up humiliated somehow, at best. So I put on my game face and tried my best to make small talk with Cindy.
 

Cindy was a little tipsy herself and feeling chatty. It didn’t take long for me to get her life story. Hairdresser. Divorced. In the same Zoomba class as Jen. And kind of on the prowl.
 

As the minutes ticked by with me trying to keep up with Cindy’s polite banter, I began feeling more and more uneasy. Where was Audrey? What was she doing? Was she still talking to those guys or had she come up at a dead end?
 

Finally, after about the longest ten minutes of my life, I managed to excuse myself for a trip to the bathroom. Forgetting about the drinks, I told Cindy I’d be back and worked my way back into the living room.
 

I nearly had a heart attack when Audrey was nowhere to be seen.
 






Chapter Nine


My vision tunnelled and my palms began to sweat. I started pawing my way through the crowd, desperate to find Audrey, or Jen, or anyone that could tell me where they were.
 

Hours seemed like minutes. My head filled with the most terrible, depraved visions of what Audrey might be doing. What if she’d decided to go through with it? What if right that very moment she was upstairs in one of the bedrooms on the second floor, fulfilling her fantasy. The fantasy I’d given her permission to pursue?
 

I nearly passed out from the tension. My cock, however, would not relent. Each thought of Audrey on her back with her legs splayed sent fresh lust rushing through it. It got so bad it started aching. I was like a kid who’d lost his bearings in a department store.
 

When I finally caught sight of Jen walking in through the sliding door that led to the backyard I nearly toppled a few people over trying to get to her. As I raced up, I put my hands on her shoulders and almost shook her. “Where’s Audrey?” I gasped, breathless.
 

Jen seemed confused for a moment, then her eyes opened wide. “What’s got you so wound up?” She was slurring even worse than when we’d walked in.
 

“I just need to know where Audrey went. Was she with you?” I did my best to relax my jaw as I spoke, so I didn’t seem like a psychopath that was about to go on a rampage.
 

Jen jerked her head toward the sliding door. “She’s out back with the boys.” Her lips twisted into a sneer. “And I’d get out there if I were you. That’s a hungry pack of wolves I left her alone with.” She finished the sentence with a drunken giggle.
 

Pushing past her, I bolted for the door. I was about to slide it open when I realized what a scene I’d make, bursting out onto the patio and probably screaming Audrey’s name.
 

Fucking chill out, Norbert. Play it cool.
 

I nearly started laughing at myself. I’d spent a good part of my career negotiating trades where the stakes were so high I would have lost my job if I’d made a misstep. I’d let myself get wound up without taking a step back to think this through. I could do this. I’d given her my blessing.
 

I could either pull my shit together and deal with my own emotions, or turn into a jealous, nervous wreck that went back on his word. It was a sobering thought and helped me collect myself.
 

Pressing my nose against the glass, I peered out onto the patio.
 

There she was. Giggling, drink in hand, and someone else’s jacket over her shoulders. His.
 

He was standing in front of her with his back to me. A wall of thick muscle. Broad shoulders covered by nothing more than a tight white t-shirt. Gold chain around his neck.
 

The other two guys from the living room were standing a few feet away smoking cigarettes.
 

My insides got heavy as I watched Audrey flirt. She looked as happy as I’d ever seen her. An energy was emanating off her, maybe from his attention? Maybe from how naughty she was being? It didn’t matter. She would always be my wife, the mother of my children. But she’d undergone a transformation. She was a sexual being again.
 

When our eyes met her chest rose. She only held my gaze for a second, not long enough for the guy to notice. Then she went straight back to laughing at whatever it was he was saying. But her posture changed.
 

She shifted her weight to one foot. She kept her chest raised. The jacket fell open revealing the cleft of her cleavage in the “V” of the dress she was wearing. She took a sip of her drink.
 

My heart was pounding and my cock was hard as a rock as I began to imagine Audrey doing far naughtier things with this guy. It was terrible but it was beautiful, too. If that makes any sense.
 

When she shuddered and nodded toward the door, I made myself scarce. Slinking back into the crowd, I watched as he led her in, a hand on the small of her back.
 

Her eyes darted around the room, doubtless trying to see if I was there somewhere.
 

I knew what I had to do. It took a good half hour before he left her, walking to the back of the house and into the bathroom. As soon as he closed the door I made my move.
 

I worked my way through the crowd and came up behind Audrey. I touched her arm and turned her around gently.
 

“There you are,” she said. The smell of sugar and alcohol wafted off her breath. She was smiling and she looked beautiful.
 

The house music had softened and the lights dimmed.
 

“Are you having a good time?” I asked.
 

“I am,” she replied. “Are you?”
 

“Terrible,” I said with a grin.
 

She tilted her head and arched her eyebrows. “I’d…I’d kiss you but…”
 

That stabbed me in the heart. My wife couldn’t kiss me because she was working on…doing God knows what with this other guy. It nearly broke me. “Hey listen, I think I’m going to leave.”
 

Audrey’s smile faded, replaced with worry. “You are?” she asked quietly.
 

“But I want you to stay.”
 

Her eyes brightened again. “You do?” she asked, her voice brimming with excitement.
 

I had to dredge the words up and out of my throat but I managed. “I do. Just…maybe don’t…” My throat tightened and I couldn’t utter another word.
 

Audrey nodded. She seemed to understand what I meant. “Are you sure you want to go?” she asked.
 

I looked around the room. “Yeah. You do your thing. I don’t know anyone else here and if Cindy finds me again I might have to throw myself off the roof.”
 

Audrey gave me a funny look. “Cindy?”
 

“Just…don’t worry about it.”
 

Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t you…” she said. She didn’t finish the sentence but it was clear what she meant.
 

“Not a chance,” I whispered. I wanted so badly to lean in and kiss her, to tell her I loved her and that I’d never felt so connected to her the way I did just then.
 

But the door to the bathroom opened and he walked out, doing up his zipper.
 

Real class act.
 

My heart started to race again. “What’s his name?” I asked, lowering my eyes so he wouldn’t see who I was.
 

Audrey blushed and her eyes fell. “Luca,” she whispered back.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I could see him scanning the room, searching for Audrey.
 

“I’ll see you at home.”
 

“I’ll see you at home,” she echoed.
 

I didn’t bother to find Jen and say goodnight. She was probably too drunk and wouldn’t have remembered I was there anyways.
 

As I settled into the driver’s seat of the car, the memory of Audrey saying his name began ringing in my ears.
 

Luca.
 

Luca.
 

Luca.
 


I slammed a fist against the dashboard. Fucking Luca?!? Was that the kind of guy she was into? How had we been married for so long without me having so much as an inkling of that? He was a meat head. Gym rat. Maybe a criminal. What the hell was the appeal?
 

Doubt started to creep into my mind. I didn’t doubt myself easily. I’d always been confident, always thought of myself as a catch.
 

But a guy like Luca had something I never would. He might have been dumb (or maybe not, but chances were…) but he had the sort of physique I could never achieve. Maybe it was from years of protein shakes and steroids but he was big. He was massive.
 

The doubt blossomed into a darker worry. What if Audrey really was attracted to guys like that? Big lumbering guys that took instead of giving in bed. Guys that fucked the way animals do? Rough and uncaring, only in it for themselves. Guys that used women like they were toys?
 

I mean, a part of me got it. It was the alpha thing, right? The bad boy, the kind of male who a lot of women fantasized about. But my Audrey? Was she really into that?
 

And through all the worry and doubt, a fierce and powerful lust gripped me. Even though I’d hinted that I didn’t want her to do anything that night, there was always the chance she hadn’t understood.
 

My racing imagination dragged me down into a fresh new hell.
 

What if Audrey came home that night with her hair a mess, her clothes torn, lipstick smeared across her face?
 

The thought chilled me to the bone.
 

When I pulled into the driveway I couldn’t find the strength to get out of the car. I just sat there, the windows fogging up as the air cooled, staring at the ice crystals forming on the inside of the windshield and waiting.
 

Every minute or so a pulse of adrenaline would rush through me. I’d put my fingers on the keys, close my eyes and just sit there. Trying to convince myself that nothing good would come from me going back to that party. It would just cause trouble.
 

For Audrey, if she were having a good time. For Jen, though she was probably passed out in a corner by that point, and for me. Because if I went back to that party I knew I was going to find Audrey and drag her out of there. I suspected Luca might have something to say about that.
 

I wasn’t sure whether she’d told him she was married or not, but that didn’t seem like a good way to find out. Guys like that didn’t step out of the room and talk things through, coming to insightful conclusions and making sure all stakeholders were heard.
 

Guys like Luca used their fists to settle disputes.
 

When I saw headlights in the rear view mirror, my heart jumped into my throat. The ringing started in my ears again. My face flushed and my hands started to shake.
 

Was this it? Had Audrey gotten her wish? Had I become a freshly minted wittol?
 






Chapter Ten


I waited for the cab to leave before I found the strength to open the car door. My feet felt like lead as I dragged them from the car and tried to stand. My knees were weak. I turned around to see Audrey standing at the foot of the driveway.
 

She was wearing the massive jacket I’d seen her standing in on the porch.
 

My heart sank to my feet.
 

We just stood there staring at each other for a while.
 

Finally, Audrey took a step, then another. Then she was in front of me. Her hair still nicely styled, lipstick intact.
 

I tried to swallow the dryness out of my throat. “You’re home.” The words came out as a croak.
 

“You’re up,” she replied. “I thought you would be.”
 

A scream welled up inside me. I nearly let it come tearing out my mouth. What did you do?!? But that was not cool. I was intent on staying calm, on not letting my emotions get ahead of my mind. On just listening to what she had to say.
 

But she didn’t say. For the longest time she just stood there, staring at me, what looked like half a smile teasing the corners of her mouth.
 

After I don’t know how long I just couldn’t take it any longer. I stepped forward, picked up her hand, knowing that might be the last time I touched her before learning the truth. “What…what happened?” I stammered.
 

Audrey sighed.
 

The sound pierced my heart.
 

“Let’s go inside,” she said quietly, taking my hand and leading me toward the steps.
 

My mind began to race, coming up with every lurid explanation of what her reply might mean. It sank to the filthiest depths of my imagination.
 

Was that his scent on her skin or just the smell of the jacket?
 

Was her mascara smeared or just a trick of the light?
 

Was she…good God I could barely bring myself to think it. Was she carrying him inside herself still?
 

My insides twisted at the possibility.
 

The nonchalance with which Audrey dropped her purse on the floor, then kicked off her heels nearly drove me over the edge. Nearly turned me into a maniacal and screaming wreck. Somehow I managed to steady myself and regain control.
 

Control over myself was all I had anymore.
 

When she turned to walk into the living room, something inside me snapped. I reached out and took her gently by the wrist, spinning her around so she was facing me.
 

A look of surprise greeted me. Had she simply not been expecting me to handle her like that? Or was she really shocked because I had? That’s what it looked like. Like a stranger had grabbed her and she didn’t appreciate it.
 

“Audrey,” I whispered, trying to keep the edge out of my tone. “You’re killing me. Please. Tell me what happened.”
 

She lowered her chin. The smile that had been flirting with the edges of her lips finally blossomed. She grinned at me looking like a wicked little vixen. “I thought…” she breathed.
 

I felt like I was losing my mind. “You thought?” I gasped. “Thought what?” My voice tightened at the last word.
 

“I thought we could fuck first,” she whispered.
 

I nearly reach up and started tearing at my hair. Was she serious? Was she really going to do this to me? Stand there grinning, knowing I was in near delirious to hear how the evening had turned out. To know whether she’d…consummated her desire, her fantasy?
 

But the voice in my mind was nothing, a whimper compared to the pounding, pulsing rhythm of heat between my legs. She looked ten times as gorgeous as I remembered. I wanted so desperately to know what she’d done, but my body was screaming to sink into her and find relief from my torment in the fleeting moment after release.
 

“Come on,” she said quietly, padding toward the staircase. “Let’s go upstairs.”
 

I followed her in a stupor. My hand was clammy in hers and a bead of sweat had broken out on my brow. If I hadn’t had a raging hard-on already I would have said I’d never be able to get it up.
 

As she patiently undid my belt, then the button on my pants, then carefully unbuttoned each button of my shirt until I was standing naked in front of her, the urge to throw her down onto the bed and rut into her nearly overwhelmed me.
 

Had she done the same with him?
 

The idea ignited a bubbling, giggling excitement inside my chest.
 

As if a guy like Luca would ever stand there through all that. As if he would have had the patience for it. He’d surely have bent her over long before. Yanking her skirt up, he would have stabbed his rigid pole of flesh into her hot cunt and had her the way he wanted.
 

Audrey started stripping. She peeled off her top and threw it on the floor. Releasing the clasp of her bra behind her back, she let the underwear slip off her shoulders and down her arms. Her nipples were stiff and pink.
 

Hooking her thumbs into her panties, she rolled them down her legs.
 

I gasped at the sight of the slit disappearing between her legs. The skin was smooth and freshly shaven. When the fuck had she done that? And what the hell did it mean?
 

My mind clawed back, trying to think of when she might have had the time. Had it been before we talked? Before our agreement? Had she fucking known who was going to be at Jen’s party that evening?
 

All of my doubt coalesced into a single point between my legs as she pressed her body against mine and stretched her slender neck up for a kiss. “I missed you,” she whispered.
 

Lust surged through me at her words.
 

“And I love you.”
 

I thought of falling to my knees and begging her to tell me what had happened. That wasn’t cool, though. That wasn’t collected.
 

So instead I watched as she wrapped her cold hand around my prick. The scent of something foreign, masculine and earthy drifted off her skin.
 

“This is driving you crazy, isn’t it?” she whispered. She shook her head and stared down at my cock. “I don’t think…I don’t think I’ve ever felt you this hard before.” Her grip tightened, making my cock flex.
 

“Audrey please,” I begged.
 

She bit her lip. Stepping back, still holding my cock, she led me to the bed. She sat down on the edge and ran her hand to the head of my prick, then back to the base in a long, slow stroke. “If you want me to, I’ll tell you now,” she said, eyeing the eyelet at the head of my cock that was already starting to drip. She lifted her chin and raised her eyes to meet my gaze. “Or we can wait. You can fuck me not knowing whether I did anything. It’s your choice.”
 

My mind filled with fear and wonder. Not so much at what might have happened, but at how good she was at this. At how expertly she was teasing me, drawing out the tension between us until it felt like I might snap.
 

Putting a hand on her shoulder, I leaned forward.
 

Audrey fell back against the bed. Her thighs splayed, exposing her bare and welcoming slit. It was so saturated with her own moisture that it glistened in the light reflecting from the hall.
 

Falling onto my knees on the bed, I drew myself up between her legs. I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. The tip slipped in.
 

I grunted at the aching tickle that sprang from between my legs at the sensation. I needed her so badly, all of her. My hands pawed at her chest, pinching her nipples, cupping her breasts, then moving higher, to her shoulders as I braced for my entrance.
 

“Put it in me, baby,” she whispered. “Put your cock inside my pussy.”
 

I threw my head back and groaned as I drove my shaft into her wetness.
 

“Oh fuck,” Audrey said, exhaling. “Fuck you’re so hard. Now fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Make me come. Make me come like…”
 

The dangling thought tipped me into a furious rut. As visions of Luca doing the very same thing, thrusting his hard cock into her softness, shot through my mind, I became an animal. An animal controlled by a single need. To make Aubrey mine again.
 

Her breasts slapped against each other with each of my thrusts. She threw her hands around my neck. Wrapping her legs around my waist, she pulled me deeper inside herself.
 

I groaned at each fresh wave of tension that crashed over me. Had she done it? Had she taken another man inside herself? Was this the last time I would fuck her not knowing whether she was mine and only mine?
 

My cock stiffened.
 

Her pussy clamped around it as her eyes shot open. Pulling herself up on my neck, she pressed her lips to mine. Her tongue plunged into my mouth in a hot kiss.
 

The world melted away.
 

Moaning, we came together, my cock spitting wad after wad of my sticky emission into her as her pussy clenched and milked, receiving me.
 

The climax just wouldn’t go away. After the first three waves I began to ache but Audrey was still clutching at me with her opening. Her hips jutted up, squeezing what I had left into her body, clinging to me and rubbing her clit against my shaft.
 

She collapsed with a shout, thighs squeezing shut, her body telling me she’d had enough. And still I kept sawing, kept fucking into her not wanting to face what waited on the other end of this.
 

Finally it became too much for both of us. Audrey whimpered. She pressed a hand against my chest, pushing me away. “I’m sorry, Norbert. I can’t…it hurts.”
 

I yanked my cock out of her, staring at her in a stunned silence. It hurt? From what? From Luca’s fat prick using her?
 

Audrey opened her arms. “Come here,” she whispered.
 

I fell down onto the bed, nuzzling against her neck, praying I could stand whatever it was she was about to say. I shook my head, on the verge of tears. “Just say it,” I begged.
 

Audrey sighed. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” She put a hand on the back of my head and ran her fingers through my hair. “I’m here.”
 

I loved that she was there with me. But how was she there? Was she still my wife or had she let herself be used like a slut? A few deep breaths calmed my racing heartbeat and the blood rushing through my veins.
 

I could do this. This was nothing. What was it? I’d figure that out later. What mattered now was that we were together. That she was mine and she was here. That’s all that mattered. When I spoke again, the shake had left my voice. “Okay. I’m okay. I just want to know. You can tell me.”
 






Chapter Ten


“We didn’t have sex.”
 

Oh my God the relief I felt in that moment was so palpable I could taste it. I heaved a massive sigh and, to my surprise, started laughing. You know those moments where laughing is probably the most inappropriate thing you can do? That’s what I was going through.
 

A slight chuckle grew into a hearty laugh that made my stomach ache.
 

Audrey smiled and drew me closer. She let me ride out the awkward, silly wave of…whatever it was that had snapped inside me and caused me to lose it. 
 

It crested and a few moments later I was wiping tears from the corners of me eyes. “You didn’t,” I whispered. “You didn’t.”
 

“I didn’t,” she echoed.
 

I took another massive breath. Everything was safe. The world was still the same it had been when I’d left her at that party. That was good. That I could deal with. I propped myself up on an elbow and gazed down into her eyes. “That was cruel,” I said, grinning.
 

“Was it? It seemed like you liked it,” Audrey replied.
 

I sighed again. “I guess I kind of did. But…why? Why didn’t you just tell me?”
 

Audrey’s eyes wandered along the ceiling. She shrugged. “I think, partly, because it was kind of hot. I don’t think I’ve ever…”
 

“Been in control in that way?” I said, finishing her sentence.
 

She nodded. “Yeah. Exactly that.”
 

“And?”
 

She bit her lip. “And…I wanted to see how you were going to react. I wanted to know if you were going to be able to…take it.”
 

That stung a bit. Knowing what I knew about what I’d been through, I would have said Audrey had every right to question whether I’d be able to take it, as she’d said. But that was the thing. She didn’t know. I’d played it pretty cool. Maybe not cool enough? Had she sensed my unease? How could she have known what a mess I’d been? “I thought I did okay, considering,” I muttered.
 

Audrey paused for a moment, staring into my eyes. Then she pushed me onto my back, leaned over top of my chest and shook her head. “This wasn’t about you, Norbert. It wasn’t about me, either. This was about us. You think I was going to put this,” she said, waving a hand around the room, “all of this in jeopardy so I could have a fling?” She seemed a little miffed that I would suggest it.
 

“I…”
 

I was going to come up with some excuse. Make up a reason for what I’d said. Try to deflect, pretend like it was no big deal, that she’d misunderstood what I’d said. But there was that nagging feeling tugging at the back of my mind again.
 

She was right. This was too big a deal to let my ego get in the way.
 

This needed honesty. This required truth.
 

“Okay. Okay,” I said, touching her cheek with a finger. “I was a fucking wreck. A train wreck. What time is it?” I asked.
 

“Just after one,” Audrey said, a soft smile forming on her lips.
 

“Just after one. So I sat there for three hours waiting for you. I was…I nearly went insane.”
 

Audrey nodded. She traced the outline of my lips with her finger. “But you didn’t,” she finally said.
 

It took a moment for what she’d said to sink in. “But I didn’t,” I whispered back.
 

“You didn’t. You didn’t know. I could have told you that he fucked me. If things had gone differently we’d still be here, you and me. Nothing would have changed. It would be just like this. You’d still be my husband, I’d still be your wife. And we’d love each other more than ever. The same way we feel right now. The only thing that would have been different is that another man would have been inside me. But is that really so different? How would that change anything?”
 

Years of biology and evolution and culture telling us there was only one way to have a happily ever after begged to differ.
 

But something about what she’d said clicked. She was right and I knew it in that moment. I felt just how committed she was. To us, to our family, to the moment we were sharing. No matter what else happened, we were going to be okay.
 

We spent a long time just lying there. Audrey played with the hairs on my chest. We kissed. I didn’t feel the need to ask any more question until she lay down next to me and pulled the covers up over us.
 

“So what did happen?” I asked as she cuddled into the crook of my arm.
 

Audrey sighed.
 

I couldn’t tell if it was in exasperation or something else.
 

“We talked. He’s kind of…kind of a…”
 

“A meat head?” I suggested.
 

Audrey chuckled. “That’s exactly what he is,” she agreed.
 

“And you like that?” I did my best not to sound put off.
 

She shrugged. “It’s different.”
 

“But you’re attracted to him.”
 

She thought for a good minute before answering. “I think I am.”
 

“Why?” I tried hard not to sound impatient.
 

“I’ve never been with a guy like that. Never spent any time around one either. He’s no Norbert Novak but there’s…there’s an energy to that kind of masculinity that’s…appealing.”
 

My guts twisted, but only slightly this time.
 

“I guess that’s what I’m curious about. What it’s like to be with a guy who’s that selfish. I bet he fucks like an animal.”
 

Oh for God’s sake…seriously?!?
 

“I don’t mean that in the way that I’d want it all the time. But we are animals, at the end of the day. Before all this happened,” she said, waving her hand around the room again. “Before whatever it is we call civilization became a thing, we used to have sex like animals, too. It’s…kind of taboo now but…oh God, I can’t lie.” She rose up on her elbow again. “I want to feel what it’s like to be fucked like that. I know it sounds terrible but I want a guy to…use me. Like I’m his toy, or something.”
 

My eyes went wide. What she’d said had echoed the thoughts racing through my mind almost perfectly. It made me a little uncomfortable, knowing that I could probably never give her that. I just wasn’t that kind of guy. “I don’t mean to be needy here but…”
 

“But you’re a little hurt that I’ve never asked you to have sex with me that way?” she said, reading my mind again.
 

“I guess,” I muttered. Then added, “yes.” So she knew she had hit the nail on the head.
 

“Norbert you’re the kind of guy girls dream of marrying.”
 

Well, that helped a bit.
 

“You’re strong. Maybe not a bruiser like Luca,” she flipped her hand up in the air, dismissing the value of his sort of power with a simple gesture, “but I would take you over a guy like him a thousand times over and over and over again. You take care of me. You take care of our family. That’s…priceless. Even if I go through with this, a guy like Luca could never even come close to having me the way you do.”
 

A warm feeling rose from my gut into my chest. “You mean that?”
 

“Of course I do. This is just an uptight housewife’s silly fantasy. I don’t even care if it happens or not anymore. This was more fun than we’ve had in years. Don’t you think?”
 

I smiled and pulled her in for another kiss. “I do think.” The darkness that inspired my next question was far less haunting and much more enticing than it had been previously. “But you still want to do it?” I asked.
 

Audrey shrugged. “If you’re into it. If you’ll let me. I told him I was married.”
 

My eyes shot open. “You did?”
 

“Yeah. Said you were on a business trip. Stole one out of Jen’s book of tricks.”
 

I narrowed my eyes, puzzled. “Why’d you do that?”
 

A slow smile spread across her mouth. “Because,” she purred, touching the tip of her nose against mine, “I thought that…” Her hand wandered down between my legs, fingers wrapping around the root of my cock. “I thought that maybe I could bring him here. Maybe tomorrow, or Saturday, I could lure him here with my good looks.”
 

“Here?” I said, suddenly short of breath again. “In our bed?” My body was abuzz with excitement again. Tinged with a little fear.
 

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Here in our bed. So that you could be here. So that you could watch him fuck my brains out. So that I could kick him out after and you and I could…” She threw her head back and giggled. “Do whatever it is people do after something like that.”
 

My cock surged to life again. Rolling over onto Audrey, I pressed it against her hot folds.
 

“Oh Norbert,” she purred. “I can’t believe how hot this makes you.”
 

Closing my eyes, I sank into my wife again.
 






Chapter Eleven


I was on pins and needles the whole next day. I let Audrey sleep in. She slept until nearly eleven. I made her breakfast. Eggs Benedict, with hollondaise, just the way she liked, with fresh English muffins underneath.
 

We were like newlyweds. Couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Couldn’t stop kissing and cuddling on the couch. Just being close.
 

The warm comfort of having her close, of feeling so reattached to her was occasionally punctuated by a rush of adrenaline as I contemplated what was going to happen that evening. But every time I got nervous, I’d remember what Audrey had said. No matter what happened that night, we were still going to be together. We were still going to be us. Stronger than ever.
 

The sun set just after five o’clock. We had cheese and white wine instead of a full dinner. Audrey went upstairs and had a bath after we were done while I cleaned up.
 

After she was done I joined her upstairs to watch her get ready. I found her standing naked in front of the closet, pawing through skirts and dresses, trying to pick out what to wear.
 

I made a few suggestions but she didn’t like any of them.
 

Finally, she reached into the back of the closet and pulled out a long, lacy white robe.
 

My breath caught in my throat. I hadn’t seen her wear it in years. I’d given it to her as a gift on our second anniversary. I still remembered how hot she looked in it.
 

“What about this?” she said, spinning around and pressing the robe against her naked body.
 

“That?” I said, swallowing to clear how hoarse my voice sounded.
 

“Yeah,” she said, holding the robe out at arms length and staring at it.
 

“But that’s…I gave you that. Remember?”
 

She tilted her head and smiled at me. “Norbert of course I remember. I thought of it because of something you said a few days ago. Remember what you suggested? A vacation back into the past? To the way things used to be between us?”
 

Of course I remembered having said that. I wasn’t sure this was the dimension I’d had in mind, though.
 

Audrey put a hand on her hip. “You’re so sweet. It doesn’t mean anything. If you prefer I don’t have to wear it. Something tells me I won’t be wearing it for very long, wouldn’t you say?” She shook her shoulders from side to side.
 

A familiar tightness settled in my gut at the gesture and her insinuation. It wouldn’t be long now before Luca’s meaty fists were gripping her hips.
 

My cock roared to life at the thought.
 

“You’re going to look amazing,” I whispered.
 

Audrey walked toward me as she threw the robe over her shoulders and tied the belt around her waist. “I love you,” she whispered as she pecked my cheek. “Now look. I have a surprise for you.” She walked across the room to the other closet and swung the door open.
 

The clothes had been swept aside and there was a chair standing at the center of it instead.
 

Audrey waved her hands in a “ta-DA!” motion at the chair. “What do you think? Your own personal viewing room.” She narrowed her eyes. “For my little pervert.”
 

I didn’t know what to think. I felt like I’d just been run over by a freight train. “What if…what if he notices me?” I asked.
 

Audrey shrugged. “So? Who cares? He’s not going to but what if he does? If it’s a problem I’ll tell him he better get the fuck out or I’m calling the cops. But he won’t. Trust me.” A wicked smile formed on her lips. “I’ll make sure he’s only paying attention to one thing.”
 

A part of me still couldn’t believe we were going to go through with this. But I got up and wandered over to the chair nonetheless. As I sat down on it, Audrey swung the closet door shut, leaving it open the tiniest crack.
 

It seemed so sordid. Like I was in some sort of old-timey strip club, peering through a hole in the wall as other people fucked. Except the other person that was going to be fucking happened to be my wife. I started feeling like the walls were closing in on me.
 

“No, no,” Audrey said as I tried to push the door open again. “Just stay in there. He should be here in the next half hour or so. I left a little something in there for you, too.” She winked through the crack between the door and the frame.
 

Reaching down my fingers touched the outline of a glass bottle. Picking it up, I heard it clink against more glass. It was an unopened bottle of Glenmorangie single malt. Aged twelve years. My heart swelled at Audrey’s thoughtful gesture. When I looked through the crack to thank her, she was already gone.
 

The next thirty minutes felt like I was on a roller coaster. I lost count of how many times I wanted to burst through that closet door, barrel down the stairs screaming “No!” bolt the front door and put a stop to the whole thing.
 

I don’t even know how I managed not to do that. Each time the urge would grip me, I’d think of everything that had happened in the preceding days. I’d think of how much closer I felt to Audrey than I had our entire marriage, how warm our love felt and how much more passionate our lovemaking had been.
 

Then the blood would drain from my face as I imagined what it would be like watching her take another man inside herself. Even though she’d said that nothing would be different, that nothing would change between us after it happened I found it incredibly difficult to jump into this and trust that our love would hold.
 

I oscillated back and forth between these two states, the tension of occupying all the space between them nearly tearing me apart.
 

On one particular high I was gripped by the urge to sneak downstairs and tell her I loved her just one more time. When the doorbell rang the bottom fell out of my stomach. Like when a roller coaster crests that first hill and you experience momentary weightlessness as it begins to descend. The sensation paralyzed me.
 

I sat huddled in that closet, not breathing and straining to hear what was going on downstairs. The sing-song lilt of Audrey’s voice mingled with the deep baritone of what must have been Luca’s replies. My whole body began to shake.
 

After a few minutes I heard the familiar creak of the third step from the landing. Then I heard it again, much louder this time as Luca followed Lisa to the second floor. My heart began to race.
 

Audrey sailed into view first. The long robe, still tied at her waist, trailed behind her like the a royal cape.
 

Luca stepped into view behind her.
 

My eyes widened and my throat went so tight I could barely breathe. He was taller than I remembered, his body a mountain of taut muscle towering over Audrey. She spun around, arms folded over her chest.
 

I gaped in terror as his eyes roamed down her body, pausing at her breasts, then her hips, then drinking in every exposed inch of her long legs.
 

He smirked, then looked around the room. When his eyes paused at the open closet door I nearly wet myself. I could have sworn our eyes met through the thin slit I was peering through. I’m sure his gaze only lingered there for a moment but it felt like hours. He turned back to face Audrey. “Nice place,” he said.
 

“Thanks,” she replied, smiling at the compliment.
 

This drew my attention to her. She seemed so relaxed, so at ease with the situation. Unbelievably so. I began to wonder whether she was experiencing even a fraction of what I was going through. If she was, nothing in her expression betrayed the fact.
 

Just another day in the boring life of a soccer mom. Getting fucked by some Italian stud while her husband watched.
 

The idea flexed my already iron-hard cock until it ached.
 

“So your husband’s out of town, huh?” he said.
 

I realized then that he’d just spotted the engagement picture on our dresser.
 

He walked over to it and picked it up.
 

A fist closed around my heart.
 

“On business,” Audrey explained.
 

Luca eyed the photo for a while before setting it down again. “Good looking guy,” he said.
 

That threw me for a loop. What a weird thing to say.
 

“What’s the problem then, no good in bed?” he asked.
 

I nearly guffawed at the bold statement. I guess Luca didn’t mince words.
 

Audrey rolled her eyes. “He’s great in bed.”
 

Luca raised an eye, then shook his head. “So? What’s the deal?”
 

Audrey’s eyes narrowed as her stared at her. She put a hand on her hip. “That’s not really any of your business, is it?” she asked.
 

My jaw fell open at her sassy reply. I couldn’t believe it. Audrey, my sweet little wife, looked like she was going to kick this guy’s ass if he kept asking questions. She stared at him so long and hard that after a few seconds he actually took a step back and put up his hands. “Hey, alright. Whatever. Just askin’.”
 

It was the kind of moment that, if you saw it in a movie, made you want to pump your fist in the air. Go Audrey!
 

And somehow it relaxed me. I’m not sure what I’d been expecting. Maybe I thought Audrey was going to be a nervous wreck. I definitely thought Luca was going to be more of an ass hole, from the looks of him. He didn’t seem that bad though. He seemed alright.
 

I noticed I was breathing a little more normally. My body was still tense, but I felt a little more comfortable in my little voyeur’s chair.
 

Luca’s eyes wandered around the room for a little bit longer. He seemed…slightly uncomfortable. He had a hard time looking right at Audrey again. “So, what? No kiss, no lube, no drink? You just want to fuck?” he asked.
 

Audrey smirked. Her arms fell to her sides, parting the top of the robe and revealing her pleasant cleavage.
 

The soft flesh grabbed Luca’s attention. He stared it, a bulge rising in the tight black jeans he was wearing.
 

“You got it,” Audrey said, putting her hands on her hips.
 

This made Luca smirk. “I gotta warn ya’ I only know how to fuck one way. Rough.”
 

Audrey tilted her head slightly to one side and raised one eyebrow. Just a bit. “Why do you think you’re here?”
 

Ho-ly fuck.
 

I couldn’t be live it. I couldn’t believe what she’d just said.
 

I think it took Luca a moment to believe it, too. But after a second a smile curled one corner of his mouth. “Get the fuck over here,” he growled. Reaching out with a meaty paw, he grabbed Audrey’s arm and pulled her close. Lifting her chin with the finger of his other hand, he pressed his lips against hers.
 

My eyes nearly fell out of my head as I watched his mouth open and his tongue plunge into her mouth. I gripped the edge of the chair as the room started to spin, worried I’d lose my balance and fall forward and out the closet door.
 

Nothing I’d imagined could have prepared me for the blisteringly hot sensation of watching him kiss her. A powerful lust roared through me, hardening my cock even more. This was really happening. Audrey and Luca were going to fuck and I was going to watch the whole thing.
 

He took his time with the kiss. There was nothing tender or affectionate about it. He was just using her mouth with his, tasting her for his own pleasure.
 

But a funny thing happened as it went on. Bit by bit little pieces of the fear and worry I’d collected started flaking off. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them but watching them became less painful. The space inside me that had been taken up by all that anxiety was replaced by heat. A whole lot of fucking heat.
 

Luca pulled away.
 

Audrey’s eyes fluttered open. She drew in a soft breath, obviously lost in the sensation of a stranger’s intimacy.
 

Luca, romantic that he was, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Fuck you taste good,” he growled. Reaching up with both hands, he pulled the robe apart, exposing Audrey’s delicious breasts.
 

She gasped and her cheeks flared red. Her eyes darted from side to side, looking everywhere but at him as he stared at her stiff nipples.
 

His palms turned up. He cupped her soft flesh. His fingers trailed down the gentle mounds until they came to the stiff pink tips. He pinched her nipples with a finger and a thumb on each.
 

Audrey let out a shaky moan, staring down at his paws touching her tits.
 

Luca smirked. “Ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” Reaching up, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back, exposing her neck. “Get on your knees.”
 

I nearly gasped at how eagerly she dropped to her knees before him.
 

Still holding her hair in one hand, Luca used the other to undo his belt, push down his jeans, then reach into his underwear and unholster his cock.
 

I nearly choked at the half-stiff slab of meat that flopped out.
 

Audrey gasped and her eyes popped open as it slapped across her cheek.
 

Luca smirked again as he hoisted it across her face and gently smacked it against her other cheek. “More than you bargained for?” He dragged the head of it over her mouth and pressed it against her lips.
 






Chapter Twelve


Audrey’s eyes shot up and met Luca’s.
 

The way she held his gaze made my blood boil. Seeing his cock lurch at the way she was staring at him flexed my own manhood.
 

Letting go of his member, he pressed a thumb against her chin.
 

Audrey’s mouth fell open.
 

That image will forever be burned into my memory. Audrey on her hands and knees, legs splayed open so her mouth was low enough, back arched, ass sticking out. And that fat phallus dangling above her lips ready to choke her.
 

Luca’s sneer widened as he grabbed his dick again. Stepping forward, he started feeding her his meat. Inch by inch it slipped past her lips making her cheeks bulge as she struggled to take his whole girth.
 

It began swelling, rising and stiffening so that Audrey was forced to rise with it.
 

The momentary shock she’d experienced from first seeing the formidable muscle dissipated. Reaching up, she put one hand on his abdomen and grabbed the root of his shaft with the other.
 

Luca seemed pleased by this. He let go her hair, reaching around to the side of her head I could see and drawing it back behind her ear. So he had a perfect view of his engorged dick disappearing into her face.
 

Fortunately for me, this gave me the perfect view of it, too.
 

He had to be at least eight inches, maybe nine, once he was fully erect.
 

Audrey managed to take half of it into her mouth before she gagged. A wet cough spluttered out the back of her throat. She pressed against his stomach, pushing him away.
 

Luca graciously eased the organ out of her, letting her catch her breath. “Guess hubby’s not this big, huh?” he muttered.
 

Audrey shot him a nasty look. Wrapping her fist around him, she pulled her mouth off of him completely. “I don’t let hubby fuck my mouth,” she said, mirroring his smirk with her own.
 

Luca’s eyes widened. He shook his head. “Oh you nasty little…”
 

A jolt of electric heat ripped through me. What was I staring at? How filthy was this? I had no idea Audrey had it in her but she clearly did.
 

“Oh I’m going to enjoy this,” Luca growled. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes, savouring what was about to happen to him.
 

And Audrey, bless her sweet little heart, with his fist still wrapped around his root, flicked out her tongue and licked the underside of his glans. As she did, she stole a glance in my direction.
 

We locked eyes.
 

She winked.
 

The air left my chest. Lifting a shaking hand, I dug into my pants and grabbed myself. Lust shot through me. I nearly started to jerk it but stopped myself. No way was I wasting this sitting alone in the closet. I pulled my hand out and gripped the edge of my seat again.
 

As Luca looked down, Audrey let her mouth fall open wider. Leaning forward she gulped down those first four inches, until the tip of him touched the back of her throat again. But this time, instead of stopping, I saw her relax the muscles in her neck. I sticky gurgle bubbled out of her mouth. She leaned forward and swallowed the head of his dick.
 

Luca groaned. Staring down at her he watched his rigid flesh being eaten. There were about two inches left when Audrey stopped.
 

Her eyes flitted up to meet his again. The muscles in her neck started to move.
 

Luca shuddered. “Holy fuck…”
 

I was panting in my seat. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Audrey who’d barely ever given me head, was massaging the ridge of another man’s dick with her throat. I’d never seen anything hotter.
 

Luca’s cock began to flex.
 

My eyes widened.
 

He grunted and slapped her hand away from the base of his shaft. Stepping forward, he tried to drive the rest of himself inside her. “Fuck here it comes,” he rumbled.
 

Audrey slapped her hands on his thighs. Before he could react, she’d pulled herself off him.
 

His stiff prick bounced as it popped past her lips. “Shit!” he groaned.
 

Grabbing it with both fists, Audrey started pumping, pointing it down at her chest.
 

Filthy thing.
 

Luca roared as the first gush of his ejaculate spewed from the head of his member. It sailed in an arc through the air and splattered across Audrey’s exposed tits.
 

She pulled him to one side, sending the next dollop spraying across her other breast.
 

My eyes fell to her chest. His copious and sticky load had already begun dribbling off her breasts, down toward her belly. I snapped another mental picture of the deliciously depraved image before looking up at her again.
 

As Luca’s orgasm ebbed, Audrey let go of his flesh. She brought her hands up to her breasts, cupping them and squishing them together, proudly displaying Luca’s offering to him.
 

He grabbed the head of his cock and gave it a few tugs. The last few drips of his seed flew out, coating Audrey’s collarbone. Luca let out a grunting sigh. His erection, however, showed no signs of waning. “Wipe that shit off and get on the bed,” he ordered.
 

Audrey’s reaction sent another wave of shock through me.
 

With the speed of a recruit responding to a drill Sargent, she jumped to her feet and let the robe fall off first one arm, then the other. Bunching it up, she dragged it across her chest, collecting the viscous cream into it before throwing it into the corner of the room.
 

A pang of regret gripped me at this. I’d given her that robe as a gift. Did she not remember? Or did she just not care that she was using it to wipe up another man’s spunk off her skin?
 

It passed quickly. It was just another prop, after all. What was important was that she was doing this for me. For us.
 

I went back to staring.
 

Luca had taken his clothes off and was standing naked at the foot of the bed. His chiselled musculature was truly formidable. A body sculpted by likely hundreds of hours in the gym.
 

Audrey sat down primly on the bed, hands folded in her lap, thighs pressed together, legs off to one side, as if she were sitting in a pew at church. Whether this was just her natural way of sitting or carefully orchestrated, it created the perfect juxtaposition of her innocent beauty against this brawny flesh machine that was about to defile her.
 

“On your back,” Luca ordered.
 

Audrey responded first with the little half-smirk she was becoming an expert at flashing. Then she lowered herself slowly backwards, letting her feet rise up off the floor and into the air. Keeping her thighs pressed together caused the soft folds of her outer lips to stay sealed.
 

The sight was a metaphor in flesh. A ripe fruit about to be split open by his thick member rutting into it.
 

A dark and disturbing thought surfaced in my mind.
 

Audrey was on birth control, had been for years. The chances of her getting pregnant if Luca finished inside her were extremely slim. But there was a chance. There was always a chance.
 

This sharpened the my thrill.
 

It would be devastating, of course, if something like that happened. I had no idea why I was even thinking about it. But the idea didn’t come from the front of my mind where rational thought lived.
 

It had risen from a deep and animal place in my psyche. I allowed it to overwhelm me. Imagining Luca’s potent seed rushing out of his cock and filling her nearly tipped me over the edge. Thinking of it rushing up her body, searching for a fertile spot to take root, finding it and making her belly swell made me shudder.
 

It was a terrible thought but hotter than hell.
 

Luca grabbing her ankles tore me from my thoughts and pulled me back into the room with them. He yanked them apart, spreading her legs so urgently that she grunted.
 

Her sealed slit separated. A thick dollop of her clear mucus drizzled out, down her labia, coating the winking back hole that led to her colon.
 

Letting go of her ankle, Luca spat into his palm and rubbed his hand over the head of his cock. He sank onto his knees on the bed.
 

Audrey’s legs spread farther apart as his hips pressed against her thighs. 
 

Climbing onto her, Luca raised her legs so her feet were dangling in the air. His cock was poised straight over her cunt.
 

From where I was sitting I had the perfect view of his throbbing meat. It was red and angry, hungry for her hot hole.
 

He dropped lower. His cock touched her cunt.
 

Audrey sucked in a breath.
 

“You ready for this?” Luca growled.
 

Audrey nodded, eyes wide, mouth open, arms at her sides on the bed. “Yes,” she whispered.
 

A split second later and he was falling over her.
 

Her lips parted, more slick gushing from her and onto him.
 

I reached up with one hand and started tugging at my hair. Just to feel something. Pain. Anything to take the edge off the painful ache swelling between my legs.
 

As he drove his muscle into her body, Audrey moaned. Her legs swayed above him like long grass in the wind. Her arms rose off the bed, hands reaching around his neck, fingers lacing together, pulling him closer.
 

I saw all this out of the corner of my eye. But my vision had tunnelled. It was focused on the rigid pole of flesh that was slowly gliding into her. Invading her, impaling her, taking her from me and making her, his.
 

It was an eerie and utterly captivating sight. Time seemed to slow. I found I couldn’t hear anything, couldn’t feel anything, could only see.
 

It wasn’t until the heavy, wrinkled sack that hung between his legs settled against her soft flower, blocking my view of it, did my senses return.
 

“Oh. My. God.”
 

Three words whispered by Audrey that I will also never forget.
 

But it was her tone that carried so much more information. The way she spoke, hungry and sated, desperate and fulfilled all at once that rang through my like church bells.
 

She loved it. She loved the feeling of his cock inside her. The way it stretched her. The weight of his body against her chest. His smell.
 

Her hands fell down his back, fingertips tracing the ridges of his hard muscles. Her hands curled into claws. She dragged them back up leaving long, red lines across his skin. “Fuck me,” she seethed through clench teeth. “Fuck me goddammit!”
 

Luca needed no more invitation. His hips rose dragging his meat out of her hot cunt. They hovered in the air for a moment, a cocked gun waiting for the trigger to be pulled. Then he slammed into her, shaking the whole bed and making her scream.
 

That scream. It still haunts me.
 

The next powerful thrust was met half-way. Audrey’s hips rose off the bed as she tightened her abdomen, crunching as if to try and plunge him deeper into herself.
 

Then the fucking started. Animal and relentless. Luca’s body turning into an undulating wave of flesh as he rocked over and over into her cunt.
 

Their bodies seemed to twist together as they writhed against each other. Like animals they twisted and turned, locked in the lewdest wrestle, digging inside themselves, searching for even more pleasure.
 

It was when Audrey’s legs began to shake that I knew the moment was close.
 

Luca had wrapped his arms around her back, gripping her to him as his cock thundered into her tightness. He grunted. “Fuck you’re tight.”
 

Audrey began to pant. Fingers curling again, she dug her nails into his back and lifted her head.
 

I saw the first tremor of her sex as it began to squeeze, trying to drain his load out of him.
 

She threw her head back and screamed again. Then she brought her mouth to his shoulder, teeth bared.
 

Luca’s thrusts intensified. His cock began to twitch.
 

Audrey bit down onto his flesh.
 

I saw his body shudder as the pain ripped through it.
 

It tipped them both over the edge.
 

His cock began to pulse, turning from a column of flesh into something living. The muscles in it constricted in waves. His sack tightened, drawing up between his legs.
 

“Fuck yes!” Audrey shouted. “Fuck that come into me!”
 

It began. Time slowed again.
 

I watched with agony and arousal ripping through me. The way his meat rippled, pumping and choking, pumping and choking gush after hot gush of ejaculate from his testicles, through his shaft to come retching from the filthy head of his deck, splattering along the soft walls of Audrey’s vagina and coating them in spunk.
 

Her pussy began to contract a moment later. The muscles in it squeezed, gripping him and releasing, in turns gulping and coaxing more seed out of him.
 

The filthy sight brought a strange calm and clarity with it. Something so primal, so simple it was hard to articulate.
 

This was true desire. All the “I love you’s,” the warm looks and gentle touches in the world could not displace this. This was the driver of everything. The beginning and the end. The only memory that mattered and the perfect way to forget.
 

In that moment she wanted him not with her mind but with her body.
 

I’d never seen anything so…honest.
 

Or so incredibly fucking hot.
 

The silence abated and the slick noise of their sexes coupling swam toward me from the room. I started to feel my hands and legs again. I smelled the filthy stink they’d made.
 

It was heaven.
 

Luca let out a loud groan. His body relaxed, hips still pumping, plowing his mess deep into her to give it the best chance of success.
 

A pain gripped my chest at the way she was still receiving him. Her ankles twisted around his back, her own body needing him to be deeper, begging for something to be created, something that would grow inside her and cement the memory of this event.
 

When Luca let out a final sigh the tension left the room.
 

Audrey sighed beneath him.
 

He leaned down, trying to kiss her on the lips.
 

She turned her head. “Okay stud, time to leave.”
 

The words nearly made me tip over the edge of my seat again.
 






Chapter Thirteen


I couldn’t see him but the way his body tensed at what she’d said made it clear it wasn’t what he’d been expecting to hear.
 

With his muscle still twitching inside her, he lifted himself up on both hands and stared into her eyes. “What, that’s it? Just like that?” he asked.
 

God how I wished I could have seen the expression she gave him.
 

“Luca, I’m married. Remember?”
 

A terse silence settled between them.
 

Then Luca yanked his cock out of her, rolled off to one side and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He stood up, his jaw tight, face twisted in…was that anger?
 

Audrey, bless her heart, kept her legs splayed open. Her pussy was an oozing, gaping mess, sperm drooling out of it and staining the covers beneath her legs.
 

Filthiest and most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.
 

Luca spun around and pointed a finger. “That’s some cold shit, you know that?” he said, nearly spitting the words at her.
 

The way Audrey exhaled, gave her biggest eye-roll yet, then let out a breath that turned into a condescending smile made me fall in love with her all over again. “Oh puh-lease,” she said. “I had you come over to fuck me not to fall in love. Don’t be such a baby.”
 

I nearly shot out of my seat and cheered. I could see what she was doing, what she really wanted. Luca the fuck out of there so she could…so we could get to the whole point of the evening.
 

I realized then that no matter what it had looked like, no matter how it had seemed that Luca was using her that wasn’t the case at all. Luca was a toy, a prop, nothing more. He hadn’t used her at all.
 

She had used him.
 

I almost felt a little sorry for him. Almost.
 

He did stomp around like a big baby, stabbing his meaty tree-trunk legs into his pants and pulling his shirt over his head, pouting and stewing about how he was being treated.
 

At one point Audrey caught my eye again. A smile flickered at the corner of her mouth. She shook her head. Like it was so annoying that he was being such a brat.
 

When Luca pointed a finger at her again, stabbing it at the air, I thought I was going to have to step out and do something about it. He looked furious. “You’re a real bitch, you know that? A real bitch.”
 

Audrey just raised an eye and drew her lips into a tight line. “Get the fuck out. I’ve got things to do.”
 

He balked for a moment. Then he spun toward the door, grabbed it on the way by and slammed it so hard the whole house shook.
 

I couldn’t believe it.
 

A moment later I came stumbling out of the closet, my eyes glued to the filthy sight of her used pussy.
 

Her eyes brightened. She reached out, waving her fingers and drawing me toward her.
 

I sank onto the bed, between her thighs, still warm and damp from Luca’s sweat. Lowering myself onto her chest, I kissed her. My cock found her entrance. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I whispered.
 

Audrey smiled, kissed me back, then put a hand on my cheek. “Merry Christmas, baby.”
 

Baby.
 

I don’t think she’d ever called me that before.
 

“I want to be inside you.”
 

“I want you inside me.”
 

Relaxing the muscles in my hips, I let myself slip into her.
 

The warm gush of Luca’s seed spurted out with a nasty fart, between my rigid cock and the stretched lips of her pussy.
 

Audrey giggled.
 

I laughed with her. “Did you like it?” I asked, gazing into her eyes.
 

She shook her head. “Not as much as I like this. Now fuck me like you mean it.”
 

Wrapping my arms around her I started to thrust, plowing my own rigid muscle into her soft folds. I’d just begun to lose myself in the sensation when I heard the door fly open again.
 

“What the fuck?” Luca’s low voice rumbled across the room.
 

Audrey’s head fell back against the pillow. She sighed, shook her head, then craned her neck to stare over my shoulder. “Do you mind? We’re kind of busy.”
 

A long silence settled over the room. It was broken by the sound of Luca’s feet pounding down the stairs, his angry mutterings and finally the front door slamming shut.
 

Audrey giggled as she touched my lips with her finger. “Now, where were we?”
 

I kissed her, hoisted my cock out of her pussy and plunged it back in.
 

She moaned, the sound making my cock flex inside her.
 

I like to think of the feeling of taking her back after another man had finished with her as something like falling out of myself. Falling out of ourselves. It was like drifting out of our own minds and into each other. Really, actually becoming one.
 

Luca was a distant memory. His performance had only been a prelude to this.
 

We made love like ocean waves crashing over a rocky shore.
 

Our orgasms came quick and fierce, gripping us both at the same moment, drowning us in pleasure.
 

I didn’t feel bad that we’d finished so quickly. Lying next to her trying to catch my breath, I knew that this had provided enough fuel load to keep our sex life burning for…years, likely.
 

Through that post-coital stillness, an idea blossomed. A terrifying, wicked, menacing idea. A dangerous idea.
 

I nearly spilled the beans but managed to stop myself. An idea that special demanded a special occasion. Christmas was nearly there, after all.
 



***

 


I had to wait until everyone had gone home and to bed before I could give Audrey my present. It would have been weird otherwise. It was innocuous enough that there was a good chance nobody would have asked any questions. But it just wasn’t the sort of thing people who have been married ten years would give as a gift.
 

It would have prompted too many questions.
 

So I waited through presents, through small talk, through drinks. Through turkey, through stockings, through dessert and through goodbyes. I waited until she’d showered and the dishes were done. Then I crept up the steps and into our room.
 

As I closed the door behind me, a warmth filled my heart at seeing Audrey laying naked on the bed, head propped on one hand, the other patting the bed next to her. She was wearing the most devious smile.
 

“Get over here stranger. I’ve been waiting all day for this,” she purred.
 

I slipped my hand into my pocket and pulled out the small box I’d been checking was there all day. “I’m sorry I couldn’t give you your present earlier,” I said, walking to the bed and kneeling in front of her feet.
 

A funny smile spread across her lips. “Norbert? What are you doing?” she asked, sitting up.
 

“Giving you your present,” I said, smiling back at her.
 

“I thought…didn’t we say we weren’t going to do present for each other this year? We have everything we need.”
 

“I know,” I replied. “I’m sorry. This isn’t so much of a need as it is a want. And it’s as much of a present for me as it is for you. It’s for both of us.”
 

Audrey smiled and shook her head. “Let me put on a robe. I wasn’t expecting…”
 

“No,” I said, putting a hand on her ankle. “You’re perfect. Stay right there.”
 

She froze.
 

Letting go of her leg, I pried the box open. The silver chain glimmered in the light.
 

Audrey leaned forward, trying to see what it was.
 

I pulled it out and dangled it for her to see.
 

“A bracelet?” she asked.
 

“Not exactly,” I replied. Unhooking the clasp, I let the chain fall around her ankle before snapping the clasp shut again. My cock flexed at the delicate chain, the way it drew attention to her ankle and her feet. What it meant.
 

Audrey’s eyes widened. “An anklet?” She looked a little puzzled.
 

I peeled my shirt off over my head and pushed the pyjama bottoms off my legs. Climbing up onto the bed, I crawled between her legs.
 

She fell back against the sheets, opening her legs to let me in.
 

“It’s a…message. For those in the know,” I said, kissing her gently on the lips.
 

She purred and ran a finger down my chest. “A message? And what does it mean?” she whispered.
 

“It means…” My heart swelled with love. “It means we’re going to have a lot more fun, you and I. It means I’m ready.”
 

She smiled. “Ready for what?”
 

“Ready to see where this journey will take us.”
 

Her eyes widened as she realized what I was saying. “Norbert…are you serious? You want to…”
 

I smiled. I’d been dying to ask her the question since the evening with Luca but had kept it to myself just for this moment. “You knew I wasn’t going to be able to stop at Luca, didn’t you, you little slut?”
 

A smile crept across her lips. She chewed one corner of her lower lip, her eyes wandering from side to side. She shrugged. “Do you care if you know the truth?” she asked.
 

I had to think about it. There was still a tiny part of me, old Norbert, that kept telling me I should.
 

It didn’t matter, though. All that mattered was us. I shook my head.
 

“Well then,” Audrey said, her nipples stiffening at the tips of her breasts. “Merry Christmas to me.”
 

“Merry Christmas to us,” I corrected.
 

I sank into my wife.
 

Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night.
 


THE END









***
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