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Chapter One

 


“Ha! Four of a kind, bitches!” Craig slapped his hands together and rubbed them after throwing his cards face up on the table. He reached out and raked in his winnings.
 

Terry shook his head. Roy rolled his eyes.
 

“Come on girls, who’s up for another game?” Craig asked, his eyes gleaming as he surveyed the cash in front of him.
 

“Sorry I’m out,” Terry replied. “Jen would probably kill me if I lost any more money.”
 

“Ooh,” Craig said, puckering his lips as he taunted Terry. “The leash is on tight.”
 

Terry sighed.
 

“Yeah I think I’m going to head home, too.” Roy said.
 

Craig waved his hand at the two of them and turned his attention to me. “What do you say, Ken-doll?”
 

The nickname had aggravated me from the moment Craig had coined it. But Craig was the kind of guy that if he knew something was getting under your skin, he’d just keep hammering away at it until you snapped.
 

I wasn't one to snap easily.
 

“Yeah, no. I think I’m good. Val’s probably going to be home soon.”
 

Craig stared at me, nodding. “Right, right. That smoking hot wife of yours.”
 

It was my turn to sigh.
 

The first Friday of every month that the boys would come over for a poker game. It was a tradition we’d started in college Roy, Terry, Craig and I. 
 

Well, actually, it had just been Roy, Terry and I at first. Back then we were self-described dorks, spending late nights coding in the computer lab or playing MMORPG’s until the sun came up.
 

Craig was of a different ilk, if you will. Frat parties and the rowing club were more his scene. He came from money and had that strong-jawed “the world owes me things” look about him.
 

We’d only connected because of a for-credit tutoring program. Craig was having a hard time in one of the math classes he needed for his degree and I was kind of a whiz at math. One of my professors suggested that I look into the program because there weren’t enough tutors to meet demand.
 

So I got paired up with Craig and spent three hours a week in the library with him trying to wrap his slightly thick head around advanced algebra. After two months of that we got to know each other.
 

Now normally I would have been totally turned off by a guy like Craig. He had everything he could ask for. His parents had bought him a car for college. He got a new laptop every year and always had the latest uPhone. His dad had a cushy position all lined up for him at one of his companies, no matter how well he did at college. He was there more for the experience and the ride.
 

But it turned out Craig wasn’t interested. This only came out at the end of our time together. He didn’t want any part of the life he’d grown up in. He insisted he was going to become a carpenter and was only at college to appease his parents.
 

I didn’t believe him at first. I mean, come on. Yeah, right. Guy with a huge inheritance coming his way one day is going to throw it all away so he can spend his days sawing wood? I didn’t see it.
 

But Craig was adamant. And he kind of grew on me, obnoxious as he was. So I asked the boys if they’d mind if I invited him to one of our sessions. I almost felt a little sorry for him, I’m not sure why.
 

The rest, as they say, is history. We’d been playing the first Friday of the month for almost six years now. Craig was still as crass and immature as he’d been when I was his tutor. But there was something funny about his bro-ish attitude and off-colour jokes. Maybe because it took us back to simpler times.
 

“Hey, Ken-doll,” Craig said, snapping his fingers in front of my face. “You hear what I say about your wife? She’s smoking hot. You breed that pussy yet?”
 

“Wow,” Roy said, putting up his palms. “I think that might be over the line, boss.”
 

I chuckled despite a familiar tightness worming it’s way down into my gut. “Whatever. She is smoking hot. And even though it’s none of your business the answer is “no.” I have not bred her pussy yet.” I stared Craig straight in the eye, because sometimes that’s what you had to do with Craig to get him back in line. Go a little alpha on him.
 

He cocked his head and smiled. “What’s your problem, bud? Your guys not swimming? If she were mine that belly’d been filled a few times by now. How long you guys been married? Three years?”
 

“Unbelievable,” Terry muttered, pushing his chair away from the table. “You’re unbelievable you know that?”
 

“Hey I’m just messing, man! Don’t get all Suzy Shortcake on me and leave in a huff!”
 

“What does that even mean?” Terry asked. “Who the fuck is Suzy Shortcake? And this is not a huff. I’m going home because I’m broke and tired and wouldn’t mind a few hours sleep before the baby wakes up. See you guys.” Terry closed the door to the room and a short while later we heard the front door slam shut.
 

“Yeah I’m going to head out, too,” Roy said. He reached across the table to shake Craig’s hand.
 

Craig took his and gave it a quick shake before jerking him forward, nearly sending the small poker table flying. He burst into a loud and obnoxious cackle. “Hey sorry, man! I’m just messing with you!”
 

Roy shook his head, rubbed his arm and patted me on the back. “Thanks for the game, Ken,” he said before seeing himself out.
 

As soon as he was gone, Craig simmered right down.
 

I leaned back in my chair and stared at him as he shifted in his seat and didn’t know what to do with his eyes. Because this was the real Craig. The Craig I’d learned about in bits and pieces over those few months we spent in the library together. A slightly anxious, sometimes insecure guy who covered it all up by playing a way over the top frat boy jerk who called everyone names.
 

But the reason I still liked Craig, and the reason I made Roy and Terry sit through games with him, was because while I went on to med school, Craig had gone on to become one of the most sought after carpenters and handymen in the greater Metro area. His parents had been livid. His father had nearly disowned him. He’d threatened to write him out of his will.
 

I’m still not sure how that ended, or if it had been resolved.
 

But Craig Parker had gone out into the world and become his own man.
 

No matter how annoying he could be, I had to respect that.
 

“So where is she?” Craig asked, pulling me from my thoughts.
 

“She’s having a girls night out.”
 

Craig eyed me, a little warily.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

Craig shook his head. “Aren’t you worried about that shit, man?”
 

“What shit?”
 

“Girls night out?”
 

I frowned, not sure what I should be worried about. “Why should I be worried.”
 

“Dude, Valerie is a fucking fine looking woman,” Craig explained.
 

“Yeah? So?”
 

“So? So you’ve got to lock that shit down,” he said, stabbing a finger into the poker table.
 

“Lock it down?”
 

“I mean you better put a baby into that so she knows where home is. You just let her go out to girls night with the girls? How do you know where she is right now?”
 

I shrugged. “I don’t. They’re probably at a coffee shop or something.”
 

Craig raised an eye. “Yeah. Or, like, a strip club?”
 

The idea was so absurd as to be laughable. So I laughed.
 

“Why are you laughing?” Craig asked.
 

“Because Val would never, not in a million years, set foot in a strip club. She’s not that kind of girl,” I said, drying a tear from the corner of my eye.
 

Craig shrugged. “You think guys never make a pass at anyone in a coffee shop?” he asked. “I’ll tell you when they definitely won’t make a pass. When they see a pregnant woman. That shuts everything right down.”
 

I rolled my eyes. “You’re hilarious, you know that? And stop saying Val’s hot around Terry and Roy. It makes them uncomfortable.”
 

“Whatever, man. Suit yourself. I wish I had a woman I could trust like that.”
 

“Okay, well, thanks for the advice. You better get going she’s going to be home soon. You still good to start the bathroom next week?”
 

Craig stood up and nodded, folding the wad of bills he’d arranged on the table into his pocket. “All good,” he said, then grinned. “If you’re sure you don’t mind me being alone in the house with your wife all day."
 

I shook my head. “Get the fuck out of here, Craig,” I said, jerking a thumb toward the door.
 

On his way past me, Craig wrapped his massive arms around me in a bear hug. It was a funny habit he’d gotten into. I think I was probably the closest thing he had to a real friend in life.
 

It made me kind of sad and a little sorry for him. But it felt good, too. Because for all his bravado, Craig was a bit of an outcast. He didn’t belong in the caste of the almost-ultra-rich anymore but he didn’t exactly fit in with the rest of us, either. He just needed someone to be real Craig with and I was happy to be that guy.
 

But as the time between Craig leaving and Val getting home stretched out, I couldn’t flush his ridiculous warning out of my mind.
 

Val was hot. I was an extremely lucky man. But she was also incredibly uptight and I knew there was no way she would ever do any of the things Craig had been talking about. A hundred percent certain. Whether I’d “locked her down” or not, Val was no slut.
 

That particular thought turned out to be quite jarring. The words “Val” and “slut” had no business in the same sentence, the same paragraph or the same novel, even. That, too, was laughable but this time I didn’t laugh. I peered out the window to see if her car was in the driveway yet.
 

When it wasn’t, I went and poured myself another glass of scotch to help pass the time.
 

That niggling seed of an idea that had been planted inside my mind just burrowed deeper and niggled me no matter how I tried to shoo it away.
 

Val the slut.
 

Ha!
 

Val the slut.
 

Hm.
 

It was preposterous. Maybe it’s outlandishness is what kept it from evaporating. The idea that my sweet, kind Valerie had a different side to her. A more feminine side. A side that might bend to desire if only the circumstances were right.
 

It was slightly frightening. It was also…alluring.
 

Val and I had known each other for five years and been married for three. I was lucky enough in my job as a sports doctor that I could keep her at home to run the house. She was an amazing wife and one day would make an incredible mother. Like I said sweet and kind and nurturing.
 

Not slutty. She’d never shown a sliver of any sort of behaviour anywhere close to that.
 

So why was this bothering me so much now? Actually it wasn’t bothering me so much as sucking all my attention toward it.
 

By the time I heard the front door open and shut I’d worked myself into something of a state. I walked out into the hallway to greet Val. My stomach flopped at the sight of her.
 

“Hey Ken,” she said, sounding a little breathless. Her hair was dishevelled and there seemed to be sweat stains drying on her armpits.
 

“Hey hon,” I replied, barely able to keep myself from blurting out “where the hell have you been and why do you look like that?” I forced a smile as the full weight of Craig’s warning settled on my chest, making it very difficult to breathe.
 

Val walked up and planted a kiss on my cheek, pressing her hand against my chest. She pulled away, a look of surprise on her face. “Ken? Are you okay? Your heart feels like it’s going a million miles a minute.”
 

“Huh? Oh, fine. I’m fine,” I replied, doing my best to breathe deeply. “How was girls night out?”
 

Val smiled and tucked a lock of brown hair behind her ear. “It was fun,” she replied, then walked around me to step into the kitchen.
 

I turned to follow her, leaving what felt like a suitable amount of time to convey that where she went or what she’d done was no big deal.
 

Val cracked open a can of Perrier and took a big swig. “How was poker?” she asked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
 

“Oh, you know, same old same old,” I replied.
 

“Jen and Terry doing alright?” she asked.
 

I waved. “They’re fine. I think having a toddler and another one on the way just put a bit of stress on their relationship. They’ll work it out. Terry’s not the divorcing type.”
 

“That’s good,” Val replied. She finished the can of Perrier and set it on the counter. “You mind if I shower?” she asked.
 

“Of course not,” I said, pleased at how cool I made it sound. “What did you and the girls get up to?”
 

Val skipped past me and giggled. Val was not a giggler. “You’re not going to believe it,” she said, already halfway up the stairs.
 

I darted after her, perturbed by the change in her behaviour. “Uh, try me?” I said.
 

Val peeked down from underneath the upstairs landing. “We went dancing. Can you believe it?” She burst into laughter as she skipped up the last three stairs and slammed the bathroom door shut.
 

My heart went cold.
 






Chapter Two

 


“Ken? What are you doing? I’m taking a shower,” Val said behind the shower curtain. She turned slightly to one side as she put her hands up to cover her breasts.
 

I looked away toward the mirror. “I just…I thought I’d warm up while you showered,” I lied. This was highly unusual. We didn’t spend time in the bathroom together and the only time we spent together naked was under the sheets with the lights out.
 

“Okay,” Val said, unconvinced. She didn’t lower her hands and I could tell she was uncomfortable.
 

“Look, sorry,” I said, muttering and rubbing my chin. “It’s just…dancing? That’s not like you.”
 

I could just make out Val’s eyes narrow behind the curtain. She shook her head. “Ken, can this wait until after my shower?”
 

I could have punched myself for jumping the gun. Of course it could wait until after her shower. If it hadn’t been for Craig’s ridiculous ideas I would have been puzzled by Valerie going dancing but I wouldn’t have turned into a quivering wreck about it. “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” I said. “Of course it can. I’ll just wait in the bedroom.” I left with Val still scowling at me in the mirror.
 

It turned out to be a good thing to have some time alone. While Val showered I attempted to come up with a course of action. A line of questioning that wouldn’t reveal the undercurrent of jealous anguish that was currently coursing through the pit of my stomach.
 

Dancing? What sort of dancing? At a club? With sleazy men lurking in the corners eyeing her and thinking all the nasty things men think of when they stare at women?
 

It was a disgusting thought. What was even more disgusting to me then was the way that pool of jealousy coalesced inside me into a feeling I didn’t understand.
 

I loved my wife. I loved Val more than anything. I’d never contemplated the possibility of her being unfaithful, it had just never entered my mind. But stupid Craig and his stupid stories and now this. Dancing.
 

Spinning and swaying and swinging like a wanton harlot!
 

Jesus, Ken. Keep it together!
 

Val emerged from the en-suite wearing a thick, white robe, drying her hair with a towel.
 

And out of nowhere the thought slammed into me like a firetruck. What, exactly, was she washing away? “You look lovely,” I said.
 

Val shot me a funny smile. She walked across the bedroom and threw the towel into the hamper. She still looked a little perturbed from me walking in on her showering.
 

I reached out for her hand.
 

Smiling again, she took mine and let herself be pulled onto my lap.
 

I gazed into her eyes wanting desperately to get inside her head and know what she was thinking right then. “You smell good,” I whispered.
 

Her smile turned bashful and she looked away from my gaze. “What was all that about?” she asked quietly. “Why’d you come into the bathroom while I was showering?”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know. It’s just not like you to go dancing. I got a little weirded out, I guess.”
 

Val scowled at me. “Weirded out? Why?”
 

I smiled to try and cover up my frustration. Did she not even have an inkling of why I might be miffed? She never went dancing. We never went dancing. Why dancing all of a sudden? “Who’d you go dancing with?” I asked.
 

Her lips parted as if she meant to say something, but she hesitated. She studied my expression for a moment. “Matilda. What is up with you?”
 

I shook my head. “Don’t worry about it,” I said, though I had no idea how I was going to let it go myself.
 

“I’m not worried about it this is just so unlike you. Ken are you jealous?”
 

“What? Jealous? No! Don’t be ridiculous!” My laugh sounded far more nervous than I would have liked. My cock started to swell. Partly from there being nothing between me and Val’s beautiful naked body than a bathrobe. But there was an element to my arousal that I’d never experienced before. Craig’s words kept spinning in my mind. You better lock that down.
 

And now, Val’s strange departure from her usual prudish self to go dancing with her friends, had me a little worried and a little worked up. Maybe he was right. Maybe it was time? We’d been talking about starting a family I just hadn’t been one hundred percent ready for it.
 

But what if this was the beginning of a great drift apart? What if Val really was starting to feel restless because I wasn’t getting the job done? “Hey,” I said, nuzzling her neck. “You want to maybe…” Feeling her back stiffen took the wind out of my sails but did nothing to ease the pressure in my cock.
 

“I’m kind of beat,” she whispered, turning her head away from me.
 

Which normally would have been fine. Except now I had all this other nonsense floating around in my head and it felt like there was only one way to flush it out. By draining a load deep into Val’s pussy and making sure she knew she was mine.
 

My reason-brain knew this was a terrible play to make just to get some play. The thing was, this wasn’t just horniness churning inside me. I couldn’t even name what it was. But it made me need the inside of her like I never had before. “That’s cool,” I said, then leaned closer so I was whispering into her ear. “I just thought we might start trying?”
 

Val’s reaction was immediate and incredible. She leaned back, her pursed lips softening and parting slightly as she eyed me with a serious stare. “Are you…are you serious?” she whispered.
 

I smiled, delighted that the suggestion of me breeding her was having this effect. “We’ve been talking about it, right? I know I’ve been kind of dragging it out. But you know what? Maybe it’s time. What are we waiting for anyway?” I leaned closer and pressed my lips to hers.
 

In another unexpected turn, Val opened her mouth and let me push my tongue in. She even pressed back with hers as we kissed. Sitting on the corner of the bed with the lights on. What was going on here?
 

She pulled away and stared at me again. “Go turn out the lights, okay?” she said.
 

I suppressed a sigh. I longed to see Val naked in full light. We’d done it with the sheets off once and I’d come so fast from staring at her gorgeous body. But I decided not to push my luck. I got up from where I was sitting, walked across the room and flicked the lights off. By the time I turned around Val was already tucking herself under the covers, the bathrobe she’d been wearing pooled next to the bed on the carpet.
 

I got myself undressed, turning around because Val found it a little immodest seeing my cock flapping around as I tugged off my pants. Then I slipped under the sheets and into bed next to her. I leaned closer and kissed her again, this time a little more tenderly. “Do you want me to…get you started?” I asked.
 

It was always a bit of a challenge coming up with a euphemism for our sex acts that didn’t sound vulgar. Like most guys, I liked my sex a little nasty. But saying something like “eat your pussy” to Val would have shut down sexy times faster than a crying baby.
 

“Um, I think I’m good,” Val said.
 

Which gave me pause. Good? Like wet good? That was unusual. Unable to contain my curiosity, I reached between Val’s legs without asking.
 

“Ken, what are you doing?” she asked, pressing her thighs together and turning away from me.
 

I wondered if I’d blown it. But the evidence I’d found, a sticky wetness and the smell of her lubricating pussy wafting up from underneath the sheets, intensified both my lust and my confusion.
 

To the point that I sort of forgot who I was and who my wife was. “You’re wet,” I said, staring into her eyes.
 

Val let out a little exasperated huff of a sigh and turned to look the other way. “Ken stop talking like that it’s disgusting. I told you I hate that,” she said, her voice tight.
 

I couldn’t help myself though. She was wet. Wet between the legs. Val didn’t just get wet between the legs for no reason. So normally I would have apologized profusely and promised to do better. But something had gotten a hold of me. Something about that feeling, the slightly jealous, lusty, bubbling pool that was making my cock hard and my stomach tight had burrowed into my brain like a parasite and had me thinking a little crooked. “You want to just go to sleep then?” I asked.
 

Now normally a gambit like that would have landed me on the couch or, worse yet, sexless for weeks. I don’t know where I found the balls to try it, but I did. I braced myself for Val’s purse-lipped chastisement. My cock throbbed when she said nothing for a while, then glanced at me before her eyes darted to the side again.
 

“I thought we were going to…” she said, then trailed off.
 

I couldn’t believe it. I was stunned. If she weren’t lying right in front of me I wouldn’t have believed this was Val. Her modesty had been offended and yet she still wanted sex?
 

Fuck.
 

Craig was right. She wanted to be bred. I felt like I’d just dodged a bullet.
 

“Do you need to me get you started?” Val asked. Before I could reply she reached down between my legs to find my cock hard. Her eyes opened a little wider and darted to mine. She held our stare for far longer than she normally would have with my cock in her hand.
 

“I think I’m good too,” I whispered.
 

Val’s hold on my cock relaxed and her hand began to drift away.
 

I put a hand on her wrist and guided her back to my erection. “Help me get inside you,” I said.
 

Val sucked in the tiniest breath. Her wetted her lips with her tongue. But she didn’t balk or recoil or snap at me about how gross that was. She opened her legs as I rolled over onto her. Her head fell to one side.
 

“Wait,” I said, touching a finger to her chin. I tilted her head back until she was looking at me again. “You’re beautiful. I want to look at you.”
 

Even through the darkness I saw the blush that rose to her cheeks.
 

Val gnawed on her lower lip and looked off to one side.
 

“Look into my eyes,” I said. My gaze wandered down between us. Her breasts were spectacular even when she was lying down. Now the brown nipples were stiff like I’d never seen them. I tilted my hips forward until the tip of my cock touched the hairy lips of her vagina.
 

Val closed her eyes.
 

I was still holding her hand on my cock, which I knew was well out of her comfort zone. As much as I loved her, she was mostly a starfish in bed. She didn’t withhold sex, we usually did it two or three times a week, she just didn’t really do that much except lie there.
 

And now I was in between her legs holding her hand to my cock and telling her to help me get inside. I could only imagine how embarrassed she was. And somehow that thought was incredibly thrilling. “Open your eyes,” I said, my lust fuelling my courage for better or for worse. To my astonishment, Val slowly opened her eyes.
 

My cock throbbed in her hand and she gasped.
 

My heart was pounding inside my chest. This was possibly the dirtiest sex we’d ever had and we hadn’t even had sex yet. “Look down there,” I ordered, glancing down between us. I could just make out the shape of my hard cock in her hand, the tip disappearing past her mons.
 

“Ken,” Val said, her voice a little shaky. “What are you doing?”
 

I didn’t really know. I just knew this was way out of her comfort zone and that was really turning me on. “Do it. Look at us,” I said, looking up at her again.
 

Her eyes darted from side to side for a moment, like a cornered animal.
 

My cock lurched again as she slowly tipped her head forward and looked between us. “I want you to watch me going inside you okay?” I said.
 

Val bit her lip and frowned. But after a moment’s hesitation, she swallowed and nodded.
 

I reached up and pulled the pillow above her head a little lower, propping her head up so she didn’t have to crane her neck.
 

Val let go of my cock, propped herself up on her elbows and shuffled a little higher, her eyes still on the space between us.
 

Reason was telling me not to go any further. This was enough. Push her any more and she might break under the weight of her own embarrassment. But lust is a hell of drug. Reaching behind me I swept the sheets off of our bodies, exposing them to the moonlight streaming through the window.
 

Val gasped, shrivelling up a little beneath me, trying to preserve her modesty.
 

I leaned forward and kissed her.
 

She relaxed as our lips touched.
 

“It’s okay,” I whispered. “I’m going to put myself in you now. I want you to watch.”
 

Val looked up into my eyes and nodded. Then she peered down between us again.
 

Flexing the muscles in my ass, I pressed my head past her pussy lips that were now drenched with her pussy juice. I groaned as her hot tightness swallowed me, the walls of her pussy closing around my shaft as I drove myself deeper.
 

Val took a series of shuddering breaths as she watched me slip into her body. Her pussy clenched at my shaft, rippling as I pressed into her. 
 

When my sack settled against her ass I felt dizzyingly close to a climax. “What do you want?” I asked.
 

Val furrowed her brow and looked up at me. “What?”
 

“What do you want me to do?” I said, now in completely uncharted waters. We didn’t talk during sex. We barely acknowledged each others existence. Normally I ate her out until she came, then fucked her for a few minutes until I did, with Val’s head turned to one side and her eyes closed. This felt like nirvana.
 

“I…I want you to have sex with me,” she whispered.
 

My cock thickened and jumped inside her.
 

The lusty expression that formed on her mouth told me not only that she’d felt it, but that there was a distinct possibility that she liked it.
 

“That’s not what you want,” I said.
 

Val’s brow furrowed in puzzlement. “What?”
 

It was a dangerous gamble trying to get Val to dirty talk. But I’d made it this far. I was up in her and I was pretty sure she wasn’t going to back out now. “You want me to breed you, don’t you?” I whispered.
 

Val’s pussy squeezed my shaft. She was so wet that it made the softest squish as her muscles tightened. Her chest was as red as her cheeks. She covered her eyes. “Oh my god that’s so embarrassing,” she said.
 

I pulled her hand away from her face. “Look at me. Look at me inside you,” I said.
 

She would have been wringing her hands if it weren’t for me on top of her. She was as embarrassed as I’d ever seen her and possibly slightly humiliated by what I was asking her to do. The only explanation I could think of for why she hadn’t folded under the pressure, was that she liked what was happening.
 

And then the most magical, amazing thing happened. I felt Val’s ankles wrap around behind my knees and her hips buck beneath me.
 

I jabbed myself deeper into her, pinning her to the bed. “Tell me what you want,” I insisted.
 

Her mouth fell open. She started panting. “I…I want…I want you to…”
 

“Say it,” I demanded.
 

“I want you to breed me,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. Her pussy choked my cock again.
 

It was smoking hot. But I was suddenly drunk on this newly discovered aspect of Val. That the idea of me breeding her was such an aphrodisiac that she would throw aside all of her shame and modesty just to get it done was intoxicating. I pulled my cock out and thrust it back into her. “I want you to come for me,” I said.
 

Val’s back arched as I impaled myself fully inside her. She pulled me in with her legs, her body reacting to the potential of being impregnated, short-circuiting her mind enough to distract her from her usual temperament. “Ken you know I can’t…”
 

“Touch yourself,” I said, now sounding a bit like a dirty pervert but not caring.
 

“Touch…myself?” Val squeaked.
 

I could tell I was playing with fire. Dancing at the edge of a precipice with the distinct possibility of falling off. I didn’t care. I was obsessed with how dirty I could make Val. “If you want my seed you’ll touch yourself.”
 

Watching Val steel herself and force her hand between her legs was shocking and incredibly hot. Knowing that she was doing it because she was desperate to be filled with my cum was dizzying. Was this really possible? Could a woman want it so bad that she had the capacity to turn into a completely different person in order to get what she craved?
 

Then Val, ever so slowly at first, started flicking her clit with a finger.
 

I stared slack-jawed between us, not believing what I was seeing. A waft of the dank scent of her sex brought me back into the moment like smelling salts. I pulled my cock out of her, then shoved it back in, shaking the bed.
 

A faint warble wobbled out of Val’s mouth. She was staring down between us, watching my cock glide in and out of her as she fingered herself.
 

I picked up the pace, finding a rhythm steady enough to hopefully bring Val to the edge before I popped. I was pretty damn close myself. Each time her pussy clamped down on my cock I thought I was going to go over. Each time I managed to claw myself back, squeezing my eyes shut tight and imagining old Mrs. Williams gardening next door or some other such un-arousing sights. It was torture and bliss all at once.
 

“Ken? Ken?”
 

Val squeaking my name made me open my eyes. She was still staring at her finger flicking her bud, but now she was rocking her hips in time with my thrusts, pulling me close with her ankles and she had the most beautifully pained expression on her lips.
 

“What is it baby?” I asked, holding on for dear life.
 

Val looked up at me with her big, brown eyes and her mouth open. “Ken I’m going to come. I’m going to come all over your cock.” Her body started to shudder.
 

My climax cracked open like a coconut being split on a rock. My body erupted into fits and jerks, sending my cock stabbing deep into Val’s clenching puss.
 

She squealed in a falsetto, a tiny vibrato to the note keeping time with her shuddering.
 

The orgasm squeezed my brain and made my cock rock hard. My mind drifted down to imagine the head of my cock spitting streams of hot white cum all over Val’s fertile, pink walls. I grunted and fucked until pleasure turned to a dull ache and my cock started to flag.
 

But I didn’t roll off right away like I normally did. I stayed on and in Val until I caught my breath. Then I kissed her on the cheek, pulled myself out of her and rolled over onto my side of the bed.
 

Val resumed her regular personality. Her hand shot down to the sheets and pulled them over the two of us. But instead of rolling over onto her side with her back to me and going to sleep, she lifted her legs, tucking her knees up against her chest.
 

“What are you doing?” I whispered.
 

Val’s head fell to the side to look at me.
 

My heart skipped a beat.
 

She looked like she’d been possessed, her stare was so intense. “Helps keep the seed in,” she said, her voice lower than usual and a little hoarse. “Gives it a better chance.”
 

I half expected her head to twist three hundred and sixty degrees around, she looked so demonic.
 

Then a smile cracked across her mouth and she started to giggle. “I’m just kidding,” she said.
 

I let out an awkward chortle, stunned that Val would make a joke at a time like this.
 

“Ken?” she said quietly.
 

“Yes?”
 

“That was really hot.”
 

I almost smacked my forehead. What had I done to my wife?
 






Chapter Three

 


Val normally loved to sleep in on Saturday morning. So it was pretty shocking to be woken up by her hand petting my chest. I rubbed my eyes and squinted at the alarm clock to find that it was only eight-thirty. I rolled onto my other side to look at Val. “Hey,” I said, my voice hoarse with sleep.
 

“Hey,” she whispered, hers breathy and dreamy.
 

“Is everything okay?” I asked.
 

Val bit her lip. “Everything’s fine,” she whispered.
 

“Then why are you up? It’s Saturday?”
 

Val shrugged and smiled.
 

Very strange.
 

“You sure everything’s okay?” I pressed.
 

Val nodded but kept looking at me wearing a funny half-smile.
 

“You going to let me in on your secret?” I asked.
 

Val’s eyes darted side to side. Her smile blossomed and she let out a soft giggle. “I don’t think I can,” she said, expression full of mischief.
 

There was something weird about her behaviour that I couldn’t put my finger on for a few moments. Girlish. Val was being girlish. Val didn’t do girlish. And what was it that she couldn’t tell me about?
 

Of course my mind flashed back to the night before. When she’d come home and told me that she’d gone dancing. The memory sent a bolt of adrenaline through me as my mind started to spin and question what, exactly, it was she’d done. I had no idea but my cock started to harden. I wrote it off as morning wood and did my best to ignore it. Right now I had to drag whatever secret she was keeping, out of Val.
 

“What do you mean you don’t think you can?” I asked.
 

“It’s too embarrassing,” Val said, giggling again.
 

My guts tightened. Too embarrassing? What had she done? Had some guy groped her the night before and now she felt guilty about it? Had she flirted with someone? Or, worse yet, had she been drinking with the girls, lost control and made out with some ass hole in the alley behind the club?
 

Each question was like splashing a can of gasoline on a smouldering fire. By the time I’d reached the last (and possibly most absurd) scenario, that Val might just have let someone fuck her in the ass in the club toilet, my heart was pounding again and my cock was stiff as a board.
 

“What do you mean too embarrassing? What happened?” I demanded, unable to control my authoritarian tone.
 

The smile faded from Val’s lips. She furrowed her brow and stared at me. “What happened? What do you mean what happened? When?”
 

“Is this about last night? About when you went dancing?”
 

The furrow in her brow deepened into a scowl. “Dancing? This has nothing to do with dancing. I wanted to have…I was trying to get you to…” Her cheeks flushed. She rolled onto her back, let out an exasperated huff and folded her arms across her chest. “Oh never mind,” she growled.
 

I was confused for about naught point six seconds by the sudden change in her demeanour. Recalling the words I was trying to get you to… made it abundantly clear what an idiot I’d been. “Oh, sweetheart,” I said, squirming closer to her on the bed. “I’m sorry. I thought you were going to bring up something serious. I had it all wrong. Did you…I mean, did you want to…do the thing again?”
 

Unbelievable as it was, it seemed like Val wanted to have sex again. And I’d blown it by being a jealous, paranoid, jerk. There was almost certainly no coming back from this. Which sucked because I loved morning sex and it happened so seldom. But I was intent on at least not letting the bad start to the morning ruin our whole day.
 

Val waited a few moments before answering. “Just never mind about it. I’m not in the mood anymore.”
 

Fuck.
 

Because I really was in the mood by that point. The vague unease brought on by my jealousy, thinking of Val acting like an out-of-control slut and now the challenge of coaxing her back into the mood were all making me outrageously horny.
 

And also it was kind of hot that Val woke me up to have sex and hotter still that she was mad now and I had a chance to crack that bad mood with some dick. I kissed her shoulder fully expecting her to pull away and tell me to buzz off. My cock bounced when she didn’t. Was there actually still a possibility?
 

“Val, baby, I’m so sorry,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder again. “I was thinking something totally different. Never mind about that. If you want to…you know, this morning then we should. I mean, I think it’s a great idea.” Each sentence was punctuated by one or two kisses on her shoulder, the last one landing on her cheek.
 

Her expression softened. She didn’t look at me but she didn’t look furious anymore. This was progress. “Well if you’re sure you want to…”
 

I couldn’t believe my ears. Sex last night and sex again this morning? And I’d never had an easier time convincing her.
 

I decided that Craig really had been right. I made a mental note to send that guy a bouquet or something. His advice had changed my life! “Of course I want to, sweetheart,” I said softly, squirming out of my underwear already. I reached over and tried to put a hand between Val’s legs.
 

She closed them and pushed me away.
 

My heart sank. “What’s wrong, baby?”
 

Val clucked and sighed. “Well I was all ready and then…and then I thought you didn’t want to and so now…so now I’m not all ready any more.”
 

I was willing to do whatever was necessary to fix this. “You want me to go down on you baby, is that it?”
 

Val let out an exasperated sigh. “Don’t say it like that, Ken! It’s gross. I know we…I know we did all those dirty things last night but this is daytime. Just…let’s do it regular ways. But yes, I need some help getting started. Please?”
 

Whatever! If Val wanted to go back to regular ways that was all fine by me. I was getting pussy the morning after I’d gotten pussy the night before. I’d never been a happier man. Ducking under the covers I crawled between Val’s legs.
 

I at once became aware that neither Val nor I had showered after our tryst the previous evening. The smell under the sheets was a salty-damp mix of sweet and acidic bodily fluids. It was nasty but in the kind of way that made me harder because something about that kind of dirty is hot.
 

Shuffling up between Val’s legs, I spread her thighs. As they opened, so to parted the hairs of her thick bush revealing the beautiful pink snake-eye shape of her puss. It was normally dark when we did this so this was really the first time I’d laid eyes on Val’s pussy. Even with just the tiniest bit of light filtering in through the sheets it was incredibly hot and made me hard as steel.
 

Craning my neck, I flicked out my tongue and swiped up the seam of flesh. I was rewarded by the feeling of Val’s thighs shaking against my cheeks. I worked my tongue in between her pussy lips and found her engorged clit and started lapping at it.
 

My eyes went wide as Val’s hips started gently rolling back and forth. Like I said, she was normally a lie there and enjoy kind of gal. There wasn’t usually a lot of feedback. But with each flick of my tongue against her clit, her back rose higher up off the bed. Her pussy was wet with my saliva and the clear lubricant leaking from her. When she gasped, then let out a tiny squeal, I thought we were done. I started to crawl up her body to get mine when her hands shot down under the sheets and pushed back against the top of my head.
 

“Uh…just a little more?” she asked.
 

I was astonished but more than happy to oblige. Ducking back down between her thighs I resumed my licking every so often going so far as to slurp her clit between my lips.
 

But Val didn’t take her hands away from my head. Instead, she let them fall to the sides of it and started guiding me so very gently with the tips of her fingers. A little higher here. A little to the side there.
 

I couldn’t keep from smiling. It was hot and sweet and so unlike the Val I knew. I loved it. When my jaw started to get sore I thought she had probably had enough anyway and tried to escape. I was having a hard time breathing under the covers anyway.
 

Val’s fingers curled into the hair on either side of my head and she kept me firmly in place. “Almost,” she mewled. But instead of letting me resume my duties, she started tugging on my hair, drawing my mouth back and forth along her pussy. Her thighs squeezed a little tighter against my cheeks.
 

All I could do was keep my mouth open and let her use it for her own pleasure. Which was hot in it’s own way. But the air really was running low under there. I hoped she’d be done soon.
 

When she yanked me right up against her sweaty, hot pussy my mouth opened and I had to stick my tongue out even further to be able to breath. The soft center part of it was now directly over her clit.
 

“Oh like that,” Val groaned. She started jerking my head up and down in time with her hips rolling back and forth the opposite direction. She started grunting. When she let go of my hair, she squeezed my face with her thighs, locking it in place against her cunt.
 

I felt her hands slam down on the mattress as a violent shudder shook through her. She groaned again and finally released me from the headlock she had me in.
 

I lifted my head and sucked in a giant breath of air. My face and chin were covered with her excitement. My cock was rock hard from Val’s unexpected and aggressive domination. This time I managed to crawl up her body, out of the sheets and look her in the eyes.
 

Her face was red and a bead of sweat had broken out on her upper lip. She was panting and her eyes looked a little wild.
 

“Was that good? Did you like that?” I asked, trying to catch my breath.
 

Val bit her lip and nodded, but looked away. “I’m sorry if I…did it take too long?”
 

I settled down onto her, my cock gliding easily between her pussy lips and into the tight walls of her pussy.
 

Val gasped and her eyes opened wide as I filled her. 
 

“You don’t worry about a thing, sweetheart,” I said, savouring the sensation of being swallowed by her hot hole. 
 

Once my length was inside her, though, she eyed me with a stern expression. “Okay but none of that dirty stuff, remember? Just do it the regular way like we always do,” she whispered.
 

Which only drove me more crazy. This sweet little woman who, just a day ago, would only have missionary sex in the dark, was looking at me after I’d just eaten out her pussy and telling me not to get too dirty.
 

A challenge to any man, I think. One I was eager to accept.
 

As I worked up to a steady rhythm, Val lying on her back with her head to one side and her eyes closed, a very filthy question presented itself. I’d cracked through the shell that Val kept around her sexuality. Inside there was a woman who was willing to get a little dirty, indulge in a little breeding talk. How deep did this part of her go? Could more of it be uncovered? What would it take to do so? And, finally, the most titillating and possibly the most dangerous question: if there were layers to this sexual animal, what was at it’s core?
 

“Do you like that?” I whispered, pulling my cock out of her almost completely, then driving it back in deep.
 

Val whimpered and nodded.
 

“But none of that dirty stuff? No dirty talk?”
 

She scowled but didn’t shake her head or say “no.” Which was enough invitation for me.
 

“You don’t want me to tell you all about how I’m going to fill you with my seed and breed you?”
 

Val’s jaw fell slack and she sucked in air. Her eyes fluttered open and she glanced at me looking a little hopeful but a little scared.
 

“You don’t want to hear about how I’m going to breed that fertile pussy?”
 

She bit her lip and her breathing got heavy.
 

“How I’m going to fill you up with my hot cum, spray it all up into you until it’s running down your legs.”
 

“Oh Ken! That’s so dirty!” Val moaned but her pussy clenched around my cock. There wasn’t a hint of protest in her tone. In fact, her hands had drifted up off the bed and settled onto my ass where they were currently tugging me even deeper into her.
 

“And you’re gonna take it, aren’t you? You’re gonna’ take all that cum into your fertile pussy,” I said, getting pretty worked up myself. The feeling of her wet walls gripping me had me pretty close to the edge. I lost myself in the moment. “You’re gonna’ let me cum in that slut pussy of yours like a dirty little whore.”
 

Val gasped and her eyes shot open. Her pussy began strangling my cock.
 

It was enough to send me flying over the edge of an orgasm. My body shook on top of her as my cock lurched inside her, retching seed.
 

Val’s nails dug into my ass. Her hips rose up, legs wrapping around my back as she held me in place while we both shook through our climaxes.
 

I pounded into her one final time, pinning her to the bed, my cock as deep inside her as it had ever been. It was a powerful orgasm and was over too quickly. When it faded I lay on top of Val trying to catch my breath.
 

She didn’t move beneath me for a minute or so. When she did, she pressed her hand against my shoulder to push me off. “You’re getting a little heavy,” she said. Her voice was shaky.
 

I rolled off and tried to look into her eyes but she turned away. “Val?” I whispered. “Val? Are you okay?” I touched her shoulder.
 

Val pulled the sheets up over herself and curled into a ball with her back to me.
 

“Val? Come on. You seem upset. Are you upset? Please tell me,” I asked.
 

She glanced at me over her shoulder.
 

I wasn’t sure what to make of the look in her eyes or her expression. It wasn’t sadness or hurt or anything that bad. It was hard to pin down. Reluctance maybe? Hesitation? A certain frustration formed within me. Because shouldn’t we be able to talk about everything with the person we’re closest to in life?
 

Val and I had never really had that kind of relationship. But now that I’d seen the possibilities just a little bit of openness and honesty presented, I couldn’t just back down. I wanted more for us.
 

“Val, baby. You need to talk to me. Last night was…” I hesitated as she looked away, knowing she was going to feel all embarrassed about me talking about what had happened between us. I steeled myself and continued, though. For us. We could be better than this. “Val, listen. I know some of this stuff makes you a little squeamish. But you have to understand it’s just, we’re just playing. These are games. It was hot, wasn’t it? What we did last night. You said so yourself.”
 

After a few moments Val nodded.
 

“Then why are you in this mood now?” I asked.
 

She looked at me with a dark stare. “Those things you said. What you called me. That’s so…so wrong, Ken,” she whispered.
 

I tucked myself closer to her and put a hand on her face. “It’s not wrong, Val. It’s just playing. If you don’t want me to call you those things, fine. But the moment I said it you started coming.”
 

Val blushed at the mention of her own orgasm. But I was almost certain that something had changed inside her. She looked like she was willing to confront some of this sex stuff she was so uptight about, let it out into the open and look at it and see it wasn’t so scary.
 

“Val listen. People have sex. They do it in all kinds of different ways okay? Now don’t get me wrong I love what we have but you don’t need to be so shy about it. We can talk about it. It’s supposed to be fun. Playtime for adults. A game.”
 

Val’s eyes wandered around the room like she was contemplating what I’d just said.
 

I let a silence stretch out between us, not wanting to push her too hard. Sometimes Val just needed a little time to process things.
 

“You called me a whore, Ken,” she finally said. “That’s a terrible thing to say.” But she didn’t really sound all that convinced that it was herself.
 

I knew I had to tread softly but I felt like there was room to move Val another inch away from her prudish self. “Did you hate it?” I whispered.
 

Val thought on this for a while before looking into my eyes again. “Maybe not.”
 

“It was just playing, right? I was just playing.”
 

Slowly, she started nodding.
 

“And you kind of liked it, didn’t you?”
 

Val nodded again.
 

I suppressed a grin. “You kind of liked hearing all those dirty things?”
 

A smile spread across her lips. “Kind of,” she whispered.
 

I returned her smile with my own. “Atta’ girl. You want some breakfast?”
 

Val nodded.
 

“You want it up here?”
 

Val pondered this, then shook her head. “No, I’ll come downstairs. But Ken?”
 

“What is it, sweetheart?”
 

“I’m going to lie here for a while. For…you know.”
 

I grinned. “Why don’t you say it? Tell me why?”
 

She blushed. “Keeeen…” she whined.
 

“Just try it. It’s fun. Even if the sun is out it can be fun.”
 

She giggled and covered her mouth with a hand. “To keep the seed in me,” she said, then burst out laughing.
 

I kissed her cheek then bounded out of bed and into the shower. I was elated. Everything about our relationship had been perfect up to that moment. If there was one thing I would have changed it would have been Val’s shyness about sex and now it looked like I was on the cusp of doing just that.
 






Chapter Four

 


After a quick shower I went downstairs and put some coffee on.
 

Val came down not long after wearing a halter top and her yoga tights. She sat down at the kitchen table and picked up the mug of coffee I’d poured for her.
 

I pulled a frying pan out of the cabinet and turned on the burner.
 

“Oh not right now, Ken,” Val said, taking another glug of coffee. “I’ve got a yoga date with Matilda at eleven.”
 

“Oh, okay,” I said. “No problem.” Easier for me not to have to make breakfast anyways.
 

“We’ll probably go out for coffee after? If that’s okay?” Val said.
 

I walked over to where she was sitting, bent down and kissed her on top of the head. “Of course it is,” I replied. “Which studio are you going to?”
 

“I think probably the one at Center and Main. You know, above the chocolate factory?”
 

“Cool,” I said. “I guess I’ll just hang out around here. Maybe do some cleaning.”
 

“That would be great, Ken,” Val said, popping up, kissing my cheek, then walking to the door and picking up the yoga mat she’d left by the closet.
 

Which is when it hit me. I couldn’t believe I’d been so blind to it. Post-coital fog-head, I guess. Val was wearing a halter top and yoga tights. And from what it looked like, she was about to head out onto the street dressed in just that.
 

Which I know in this day and age is not a big deal. Except Val didn’t do stuff like that. She wasn’t like that. She liked to hide those delicious curves of hers beneath layers of frumpy sweaters and baggy jeans. She didn’t like the attention revealing clothes attracted.
 

“Okay so I’ll see you this afternoon okay? Probably after one. Maybe closer to two,” Val said, after thinking about it for a moment.
 

I opened my mouth to protest but realized that if I asked her if she was going out dressed like that I’d probably sound like I was her father. Or from the fifties or something.
 

But it did something funny to me. It twisted a part of me I hadn’t even known was there. Val was going to waltz out of our apartment building onto the street and men, other men, men that were not her husband were going to check out her tits and ass as she walked down the street in her yoga gear.
 

Because that’s what men did. I knew because I was one. Of course officially I only had eyes for Val but I’d be lying if my own eyes hadn’t wandered once or twice since we’d been married. Not anything I’d ever act on just, you know, taking a look at the menu.
 

“Ken? You okay?” Val asked.
 

I realized I’d been standing there with my mouth open staring at her for who knew how long. I flashed a forced but hopefully convincing smile. “Fine! Just fine! Never been better. Have a wonderful time!”
 

A fond smile stretched across Val’s mouth. She walked back over to where I was standing and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

“I love you too,” I whispered back.
 

And then she was gone, stranding me with my thoughts and the unknown, unusual feeling that had begun thrumming inside me and which seemed like it was completely beyond my control.
 

Realizing I could catch a glimpse of Val as she walked down the street, I bounded over to the living room window just in time to see her emerge from the foyer. At that distance the shape of her looked even more appealing than up close.
 

Everything about her was suddenly so feminine. So alluring. No doubt some evolutionary-level shit at play drawing every set of male eyes to the way her body moved. The way her hips swayed as she walked with her yoga mat tucked under her arm was an echo of some ancient, primal dance announcing with her shape to every potential mate “my body is ready to make more of you.”
 

All it needs is seed.
 

I burst out in a loud guffaw at having thought this. What the hell was wrong with me? All it needs is seed? Really?
 

But the notion was impossibly compelling. As I buttered toast I couldn’t chase it away. Getting on the treadmill downstairs later and pounding out a half-hour run did nothing to quell it. In fact having the time to zone out, to nurture the thought, only seemed to make it worse.
 

My mind vacillated between what must have been a series of coincidences. But, as minds are wont to do, it took these events, rearranged them this way and that until they fit into a pattern.
 

A pattern that was both terrifying and alluring.
 

Still sweating from the treadmill I picked up my phone and tapped out a text to Craig.
 

Buddy. You were right. She needed D. I owe you a drink.
 

I thought some friendly, slightly sexist man-banter might take my mind off of the increasing tightness in my chest. I was just about to step into the shower when my phone pinged. It was Craig.
 

Good to hear. Just watch out. You put a bitch in heat sometimes she stays there.
 

Which didn’t help with the constricting feeling. Not one bit. I managed to keep myself from texting Craig back for ten minutes while I took a shower.
 

What could he mean, after all? He didn’t know the details. I had just been bragging that I’d gotten laid. What the hell did sometimes she stays there, mean?
 

My hands were shaking slightly as I tapped out a response three times, trying to make it sound as chill as possible. I finally settled on huh? with a head-scratch emoji.
 

I must have been waiting a long time for his reply because when it came the bathroom had cooled and I was still naked with my towel wrapped around my waist.
 

What happens a few hours after you eat?
 

I puzzled over this for a moment before tapping out a reply.
 

You get hungry?
 

Craig texted back a wide smile and the words: pussy eat. pussy get hungry followed by another wide smile.
 

I knew this was just a case of Craig being Craig. Creepy, pervert Craig whose mind was constantly in the gutter thinking about sex. But all the other stuff combined with it, Val wanting sex that morning, then walking out in that yoga outfit without anything covering it, all that stuff started bubbling like a pot about to boil. Craig’s text was the drop of oil it needed to boil over.
 

Suddenly I was beside myself. Less than twenty-four hours ago I’d told Craig with full confidence that I would never worry about Val out on girl’s night. I trusted my wife completely and knew for a fact she wouldn’t ever look at another man in any sort of sexual way. Now I wasn’t so sure.
 

I bounced around the bathroom trying to get my underwear and pants on and was out the door before I’d even put my shirt on properly. I didn’t run to the yoga studio on Center and Main, but I walked fast enough that I was out of breath by the time I got there.
 

I had no time to come up with a plausible explanation of why I was there if I ran into Val or Matilda. I had no space in my mind to think of anything at all because it was all taken up by me contemplating the possibility of Val…what? Flirting with another man? Possibly, though that was unlikely. Taking it a step further? Maybe actually enjoying the attention she was getting from showing off her buxom figure? Somehow this was no longer outside the realm of possibility, for whatever reason.
 

I’d patched it all together inside my head and created a world where something like that could happen. I had no idea what the probability of this occurring was, but suddenly the probability was there when it hadn’t been before.
 

And that drove me crazy in a very confusing but arousing way.
 

I took the steps up to the studio two at a time and paused at the landing to catch my breath.
 

The class had frosted glass for walls. All except the door which you could see through. I crept up and peered inside.
 

Class had finished. Half a dozen women were standing around some stretching, others chatting. What I saw when I laid eyes on Val took my breath away.
 

She was at the front of the room. Matilda was with her. They were both smiling and giggling, chatting with a lean, sinewy, olive-skinned man, who seemed to be the instructor.
 

I fixated on Val. She looked…gorgeous. So good that I could tell the guy was having a hard time keeping his eyes in appropriate places. And Val, who was being far more outgoing than I knew her to be, seemed nonplussed by the stolen glances. In fact, it could be argued, that she was positioning herself in a way that was meant to encourage yoga man’s attention.
 

It was scintillating.
 

My heart squeezed as I watched Val throw her head back and laugh at something he’d said, tucking a stray tress of hair behind her ear and swaying slightly to the side as if daring him to check out her profile.
 

Sure enough, as she did, yoga man stole a glance at her tits, his smile widening as he did. Dirty fucker might as well have licked his lips with the way he was looking at her.
 

So there was this part of my mind that was screaming at me to run in there and lay claim to what was rightfully mine. But I stayed rooted in place. It was like watching an accident as you drove by it on the highway. No matter how many signs they put up about keeping your eyes on the road, I just couldn’t bring myself to look away.
 

My nuts tightened up beneath my legs as I saw him reach out and touch her elbow in a friendly gesture. It was nothing, just two strangers bonding in a safe space. My mind led me down winding path, populated by countless perversions and ending with the vision of this lean and muscled stud spreading Val’s thighs apart and spearing her with his engorged prick.
 

My ears started to ring and my head began to spin.
 

It was absurd. The rational part of me knew that. Val would never end up in that sort of situation. But the more I thought about it the more I couldn’t stop thinking about it. It was driving me crazy and wild at the same time.
 

My senses returned as the class began to dissipate. It occurred to me that I was standing in the hallway outside of a yoga class leering in like a pervert and would probably be treated like one if anyone found me there. I pounded down the stairs two at a time and out the door just as the first voices started drifting down the stairs.
 

Frantically searching for a place to hide, I picked the first one I saw, a small coffee shop across the street. Checking for traffic, I darted across the road and into the shop. It was busy on a Saturday morning but after a minute I had a coffee in hand and was making my way to the back to sit at one of the small tables for one. I grabbed a paper on my way through and settled into the chair.
 

The door to the shop opened to the sound of a bell announcing more customers.
 

I dared a glance over my shoulder. My stomach sank. It was Val and Matilda. I hunched over my coffee and unfolded the paper, pretending to be engrossed in an article about removing in-grown nails.
 

When my heart rate had calmed down somewhat, I stole another glance over my shoulder and heaved a sigh of relief. There were no tables left to sit at and Val and Matilda were shaking their heads and motioning toward the door. I was almost home free.
 

“Here ladies! You can sit here. We’re leaving,” a woman’s voice said behind me.
 

I closed my eyes, cursing my bad luck, as my mind started to race to come up with an explanation of why I was there.
 






Chapter Five

 


When Val and Matilda, coffee’s in hand, made their way to the table behind me I was ready to turn around and act surprised that they were there.
 

Except they didn’t notice me.
 

They slipped into their seats and leaned over the table, shoulders hunched, giggling like school girls. Giggling! Val was giggling again.
 

I really was going to turn around and reveal myself. I had an excuse all ready, “Oh I forgot you were coming to Center and Main!” But Matilda started talking and what she said made me freeze in place.
 

“Oh my god that class nearly killed me,” she groaned across the table at Val.
 

“Really? I didn’t think it was that hard,” Val replied. “And I usually hate those classes,” she added.
 

“Yeah it wasn’t that hard,” Matilda agreed. “But Jeremy fucked the shit out of my ass last night. I can barely walk!”
 

It wasn’t like she screamed it. But they were so close that I could even hear when they were whispering. I sat staring at my paper as an awkward silence stretched out behind me.
 

“What?” Matilda finally said. “Why are you looking at me like that?”
 

“Matilda!” Val said, her voice a quiet squeal.
 

“What?”
 

“That’s so…personal!”
 

Matilda sighed and I could tell by the sound that she was probably rolling her eyes as well. “You know what you need to do?” she asked.
 

“What?” Val said.
 

“You need to come join the rest of us in twenty-nineteen, Val. Hell, it’s almost twenty-twenty! Porn is a thing. You know that right? People fuck each other in the ass sometimes. It’s not a secret anymore. Sheesh! Sometimes I feel like I’m going to come over to your apartment to find little doilies on your chair legs protecting their modesty.”
 

“Hey don’t make fun of me!” Val said, but in a playful way. “That’s just such an overshare,” she said.
 

“You want an overshare?” Matilda asked.
 

“No!” Val replied. “I think I’ve had enough.”
 

Matilda laughed and I heard her taking a sip of her coffee before setting the mug down on the table. “What about you guys? Things still rocky?”
 

Rocky?
 

Who was rocky in the what now? Surely Matilda didn’t mean that Val and I were rocky. Did she?
 

“Things are better,” Val said quietly.
 

A cold blade of anguish sliced through me. Rocky? Had Val told Matilda things were rocky between us?
 

“That’s good,” Matilda said. “What happened?”
 

“Aw, Tilda,” Val said, and I heard her squirm in her chair. “It’s personal. Ken wouldn’t like it if I…”
 

“Just fuck Ken for a second.”
 

“Tilda!”
 

“Okay I’m just kidding,” Matilda explained. “But stop worrying about him. He’s not here. You’ve got your own life. Your own shit to deal with. Come on girl, spill. I promise I won’t tell him when I see him next.”
 

Val sighed and I wondered if she was gnawing on the inside of her cheek as she contemplated revealing our marital secrets to her friend. Which led me to wonder what she’d revealed already.
 

Rocky?
 

“Well,” Val started, pausing to collect her thoughts. “Things are way better because Ken said we could have a baby!” She clapped her hands together.
 

“Oh honey I’m so happy for you two!” Matilda replied.
 

I started to breathe again. Whatever Val might have thought had been rocky between us had obviously been assuaged by my suggestion of knocking her up. I still wanted to get to the bottom of why she thought things had been rocky but it seemed far less consequential now.
 

“See?” Matilda asked. “I told you so. You’ve got to give a man a reason to keep paying attention. If they think they’ve got you for keeps, they stop paying attention. You tell him we went dancing?”
 

Uh…what?
 

“I told him.”
 

“And?” Matilda asked.
 

I heard the table creak as Val leaned closer. “I think…I think he might have been jealous.”
 

What in the…
“See? I told you girl!” Matilda said. I heard her pat Val’s arm. “And then what?”
 

“That’s when he told me. He said we should start trying. I think you were right, Tilda. I think it worked.”
 

Holy shit.
 

So Val had gone dancing because Matilda had told her it would make me jealous? It was too sudden a revelation to be able to parse right away. But it got something churning inside me again. Something hot and dirty and…wrong, it felt like.
 

“Still had a good time though, huh?” Matilda asked.
 

“It was pretty fun,” Val replied.
 

“That guy ever text you?”
 

My jaw dropped. Val had given a guy her number?
 

“No. I didn’t give him my actual number, silly,” Val explained.
 

I sucked in a lungful of air. The momentary relief from the tightness that had constricted my chest vanished when Matilda started talking again.
 

“What about Francisco, huh? I told you he was hot. Isn’t he smoking fucking hot? I could watch him do sun salutations all day.”
 

The pause before Val answered nearly killed me.
 

“He’s…he’s pretty hot,” she whispered. “Oh my god I can’t believe I just said that!”
 

I could hear the blood rushing through my veins. Some distant part of me knew I was being a little crazy. This was just girl talk. Matilda had taken Val dancing. So what? Val had given some guy a fake number. Who cared?
 

But hearing Val admit that the yoga instructor, one chiselled Francisco, was hot took my breath away again.
 

“You should bang him,” Matilda said, taking another sip of her coffee.
 

“Matilda stop!” Val said.
 

I returned to some semblance of my normal self. This was good. This was the correct Val. The one I knew and could count on to stay dignified even in the face of her dirty friend Matilda’s prurience.
 

“What? He’s a hot fucking lay.”
 

Another silence. “You…you’ve…” Val sputtered.
 

“Sure,” Matilda replied. “Relax with the outrage. It was a one time thing. You know how often Jeremy’s out of town. There’s only so far my Doc Johnson takes me. Sometimes you need the real thing.”
 

“But…you had sex with Francisco?” Val whispered, aghast.
 

“I wouldn’t characterize it that way,” Matilda replied, chuckling.
 

“What do you mean?” Val asked.
 

“I mean Francisco is a man who knows what he wants and takes it. One doesn’t have sex with Francisco so much as one lets Francisco do whatever he pleases while you scream his name at the top of your lungs because he’s just so. Fucking. Good,” Matilda said, the pitch of her voice falling as she finished her sentence.
 

Another silence followed. I could only imagine what expression Val was wearing. This was not the sort of thing Val talked about easily, or even listened to, for that matter. “Does Jeremy know?” she finally whispered.
 

“Of course he knows,” Matilda replied.
 

“And you’re still married?” Val balked.
 

Matilda guffawed. “Yes we’re still married. What does that have to do with anything?”
 

“You cheated on him!” Val blurted.
 

I heard some of the other customers turn to look in her direction.
 

“You cheated on Jeremy!” she hissed, apparently cowering behind Matilda.
 

“I didn’t cheat on Jeremy,” Matilda scoffed. “He told me to do it. He’d been away like three weeks. I was horny as hell. He told me to go get laid.”
 

I was pretty certain the next sound I was going to hear were Val’s eyeballs bouncing onto the table in front of her. I could only imagine how wide her eyes were at hearing that.
 

“Honey close your mouth before your tongue falls out,” Matilda said, chuckling at Val. “Wow you are a square, huh? Don’t get me wrong it’s too cute. But seriously? You’ve only had one dick for the last…how many years you been married?”
 

“Three,” Val said, her voice hoarse.
 

“And you’ve been fucking the same cock for three years? Holy shit.” Matilda let out a loud sigh. “No wonder you got bored.”
 

Hearing those words felt like someone punching me in the ribs.
 

Val let out a perturbed sigh. “Bored? I can’t even…I wasn’t bored. I was just…”
 

“Itchy?” Matilda offered with another soft laugh. “You tell him he wasn’t paying the right attention? That he was shirking his duty as a husband?”
 

Val said nothing.
 

“Girl, if you’re going to make this work you’ve got to talk to your man,” Matilda explained.
 

“I could never…I could never tell Ken something like that.”
 

“What? That he’s not banging the way you like?” Matilda asked.
 

“It doesn’t matter now anyways. Things are fine.”
 

“Oh what? ‘Cause he told you he was going to make you a baby?” 
 

I heard Matilda grinning as she spoke. The sound sent a cold chill down my spine.
 

“Look at you,” Matilda said, lowering her voice. “I bet your sitting in a puddle of your own slick just from thinking about Francisco, aren’t you?”
 

“I am not!” Val countered.
 

“But you’re all horny now aren’t you? Hubby tells you he’s going to breed you I bet you can’t keep your eyes off every slab of meat that walks by you on the street. Am I right?”
 

Silence.
 

A silence that I thought might make me snap, spin around and drag Val out of that coffee shop and tell her she was never to see Matilda again.
 

“You…you know about that?” she asked.
 

“It happens,” Matilda said, nonchalantly. “Pretty girl like you walking around all ripe and tender. You can’t stop thinking about dick, can you?” Matilda chuckled again.
 

“Don’t say it like that,” Val objected.
 

“What? It’s true isn’t it?”
 

Another long silence stretched out between them. I sat perfectly still, my heart pounding in my chest.
 

“Kind of,” Val finally whispered.
 

I nearly fell out of my chair.
 

“Well then go out there and get it, girl!” Matilda urged.
 

“Stop it. I could never do that to Ken. I could never go behind his back like that.”
 

“Then don’t. Be up front. Tell him you want a fresh dick in your pussy to make you feel good.” Matilda sounded like she was beaming.
 

Val sighed. “I should go,” she said. “Ken’s going to be waiting.”
 

“Well thanks for coming this morning. I like you, Val. Let me know if you need some help. I’ve got a way of getting what I want with guys.”
 

Val didn’t reply.
 

I hunched over as Val and Matilda pushed their chairs away from the table and got up to leave. I sucked in a deep breath at the sound of their footsteps fading into the distance, happy not to have been discovered.
 

But my mind was on overdrive and my nerves were shot. I had no idea what I was going to do about this crazy turn of events. But I knew I had to get home. Val would be wondering where I was.
 






Chapter Six

 


When I arrived back at the apartment I nearly piled straight in shouting Val’s name and demanding an explanation. I stopped myself just as I was about to twist the doorknob and push the front door open. At first it was just to catch my breath. But the longer I stood there thinking about it, the less I thought that confrontation was the right idea.
 

Despite what I’d overheard in the coffee shop Val seemed to be in a fragile place. She was obviously searching for something, something she wasn’t getting in our relationship. As much as that burned, and as hurt as I was that she’d gone dancing to, at least partially, make me jealous, I couldn’t deny the other emotions swirling inside me.
 

Val was going through something. She obviously had been for a while, since Matilda knew all about it. And while she’d been adamant that she had no intention of cheating on me her replies to Matilda’s probing questions hadn’t been totally reassuring. There was something inside her that hadn’t been there before. A side of Val was emerging that I’d never known. It was a little terrifying. But it was also ridiculously titillating.
 

The worst part was that my instinct to put a stop to whatever it was that was happening with her was quickly becoming overshadowed by my own perverted desires.
 

Thinking of Val with another man had been a preposterous proposition a day ago. Now it seemed like the possibility wasn’t as far-fetched as I’d made it out to be.
 

So instead of barging into the apartment, I unlocked the deadbolt, eased the door open and slipped inside. I stood there listening to the silence, wondering if I was going to terrify Val if she stepped out into the hall.
 

Through that silence a faint sound twisted out through the bedroom door. A high-pitched whine, it seemed, punctuated by a rhythmic gasping.
 

Stepping out of my shoes, I shuffled across the hallway and pressed up against the wall beside the bedroom door. The door was slightly ajar, just enough that if I leaned to the side I could peek in and make out one half of the bed.
 

My heart skipped a beat as I did just that and laid eyes on Val. She was lying on her back, still dressed in her yoga outfit. She was holding her phone with one hand on the bed. Her other hand was stuffed down the front of her tights, fingers curling as she rubbed her clit.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Val, my Val, was lying on our bed and masturbating to porn. While I couldn’t see the screen of her phone it was clear by the sounds coming from it that she was watching a woman being taken pretty roughly by some grunting thug.
 

Her breathing quickened, along with the motion of her hand in her tights. She scrunched her eyes shut tight and her mouth fell open. She was nearing a climax.
 

My cock was stiff as I watched her fingering herself. Her panting got faster. Her fingers started spinning around her clit. The wet sounds of her lubricated pussy splitting with each stroke filled the room.
 

It was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. Val lying on her back with her knees up, masturbating to some woman getting fucked and flicking herself off made me want to run into that room, rip her pants off and plow into the soft folds of her soaked puss.
 

Her body started spasming on the bed. I could tell she was perched on the edge of an orgasm as her ass rose up off the sheets. She let out a quiet “eee!” and as she did, she plunged two or three fingers into her whole and kept them there. “Fuck me hard!” she said through clenched teeth.
 

I was beside myself as I watched her shake through a climax. Seeing my normally shy, embarrassed wife so horny that she had to take care of herself was an incredibly potent aphrodisiac that had my cock leaking inside my underwear.
 

Val’s body fell back down onto the bed. Her fingers squirmed inside her a few more times before she pulled them out of her tights and wiped them on her ass. She mashed the screen of the phone with her thumb, cutting off the sound track to the porn she’d been watching. She rested an arm on her forehead. “What the fuck is wrong with me?” she whispered.
 

Hearing her swear made my stomach clench. But I realized this was probably my best opportunity to let her know I was home. I padded back over to the front door as quietly as I could, opened it, then shut it loudly enough that I knew she would hear. “Val? Hey babe I’m home! Are you hear?” I called out.
 

The sounds of Val scrambling off the bed drifted from the bedroom. She emerged a few moments later still wearing her yoga outfit, her cheeks a little flushed but smiling as she leaned against the door frame. “Hey,” she said. “Where were you?”
 

It took a pretty big effort to keep my voice from shaking as I spoke. “I, uh, got kind of bored and went out to grab a coffee. How was yoga?” I asked.
 

Val bit her lower lip and nodded. “It was fine,” she said.
 

Forcing myself to smile, I walked toward her. I felt a sudden impulse to reach out and wrap my arm around her waist, pull her in close and smell the lingering scent of her soaked sex.
 

Val put up a hand to stop me. “I’m all sweaty,” she said. “I should go take a shower.”
 

“Okay,” I muttered, letting her walk away toward the bathroom, my eyes falling to watch her ass sway before it disappeared behind the door. My pulse was still pounding in my ears.
 

I paced the apartment as she showered, trying to figure out what course of action would be best. I considered confronting her. Spilling all the beans, telling her I’d overheard her and Matilda in the coffee shop and hashing out whatever it was that was going on with her.
 

This would have probably been the most sensible path to take. We were married, after all. We loved each other. Didn’t we owe it to each other to be open and honest? To talk about our true feelings no matter how shy or embarrassed Val got about it?
 

But it seemed that doing had the potential of closing a door that couldn’t be opened again. A door behind which lay a tantalizing possibility. That Val might give in to whatever it was that she was going through, throw caution to the wind and indulge in what Matilda had been urging her to do. Step outside the boundaries of our marriage and sleep with another man.
 

The thought filled me with a wondrous dread. Thinking of sweet and innocent Val allowing another man into the sacred space normally reserved for me was a terrible, beautiful thing.
 

I shook my head and laughed at myself for entertaining that possibility. There was no way. Was there?
 

The door to the bathroom opened with a creak. Just enough for me to see the outline of Val’s leg, bent at the knee, her shoulder, and one eye peering at me through the crack. “Ken?” she whispered.
 

“What is it?” I asked.
 

Her eyes darted toward the bedroom door. “You want to…do it again?”
 

My cock throbbed at the suggestion. First twice in the span of hours and now twice in one day?!? This wasn’t just horny. This was fever. This was a heat that was spinning out of control. What was it Craig had said?
 

Sometimes you put a bitch in heat and she stays there.
 

Surely that wasn’t true. It couldn’t be real.
 

“Uh…sure. Of course. I mean if you do,” I stammered.
 

Val locked eyes with me and nodded. She jerked her head toward the bedroom. “Go in and wait for me,” she whispered.
 

I did what she asked. Walking across the hall I stepped into the bedroom and sat down on the bed. The air still smelled like her wet sex.
 

When Val came in a few seconds later she was wearing her fuzzy, white bathrobe. She padded across the carpet on bare feet and came to stand in front of me. Her eyes raked over my body. There was a certain…hunger, I suppose is the only way I can describe it, in her stare.
 

She looked so beautiful standing over me, even with her curves all covered by the bathrobe. My mouth fell open and my heart swelled at how lucky I was to be with her. “Val?” I whispered.
 

“Yeah?” she whispered back.
 

“What’s…what’s gotten into you?” I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to keep my mouth shut and see how things played out but I just couldn’t. As sexy as Val looked she just felt so far away with all those secrets between us.
 

I was shocked when she didn’t scowl or back away, didn’t flinch at the question. My cock jumped as she, instead, swung one leg over my lap to straddle me. She settled onto my thighs, her lips just inches from mine and shook her head. “I don’t know,” she said softly.
 

Unable to resist her pouting lips, I leaned forward and kissed them.
 

Val returned the kiss, pressing back against my tongue as I pushed it into her mouth. She let out a faint sigh and put her hand on my chest.
 

When I pulled away to look at her again, at that angelic face staring back at me my heart swelled with love again and my cock grew with a hungry lust.
 

Val leaned forward, pressing her cheek to mine. “Can I tell you a secret?” she whispered.
 

A shiver raced through me at her hot breath on my neck. “A secret?” I asked.
 

Val nodded. “Yeah,” she said.
 

“Of course. Anything,” I replied.
 

Val drew in a quiet breath. She pulled away and closed her eyes.
 

I sat transfixed, staring at her and wondering what she was thinking, wondering whether she was coming up with a lie to explain her unusual behaviour or if she was contemplating telling me the truth.
 

She opened her eyes slowly and stared into mine. “Matilda did it with another man,” she said.
 

“What?” Even though I knew full well what.
 

“Matilda did it with the yoga instructor,” she said.
 

My eyes opened wide at what I was hearing. “She…she did?”
 

Val nodded. As she did, her bathrobe parted revealing the first hint of the curve of her breasts.
 

My eyes immediately fell to the sight, captivated by the exposed flesh. When I looked up again it was to find Val watching me intently.
 

Glancing down at her chest, she pulled the robe a little farther apart, exposing her breast so I could almost see her nipple.
 

I let out a quiet groan. My cock flexed. “Why are you telling me this?” I whispered.
 

Instead of answering, Val picked up my hand and lifted it, palm facing her. She tucked it into the robe, pressing my sweaty palm against her breast. She closed her hand around the back of mine, making me knead her tit. She let out a soft sigh.
 

I was dizzy with lust. Val had never taken charge the way she was doing now. A blistering heat crackled through me, the same I’d felt when she’d used my mouth to make herself climax.
 

“I want to try something,” Val said, her voice soft and low.
 

“Of course,” I blurted. “Anything.”
 

Val looked at me with a dark stare. “It’s dirty,” she said.
 

“It’s…it’s okay,” I replied, holding her gaze.
 

“I want to take your cock into my mouth.”
 

My cock was pleased to hear this. It flexed so hard that I felt my jeans press against Val’s sex. “Are you serious?” I asked.
 

Val nodded.
 

“Why?”
 

Why?
 

What sort of man asks “why” when his wife says she wants to take his cock into her mouth? “Er…I didn’t mean…I just meant…” I blathered.
 

Val stared at me until I stopped talking. “I just never tried it before,” she said. “Do you think it’s gross?” she asked.
 

Gross? Gross?!? I was so stunned it took me a moment to come to my senses. “I think it’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever heard you say.”
 

Val lifted her eyebrows. “Really?”
 

I shook my head. I was drunk on lust with Val sitting atop me, still pressing my hand against her tit, telling me she wanted to use her mouth on my cock. She’d given me a blowjob once but we were both drunk and it hadn’t gone very well. And while I had a million questions about why this was happening the way it was, after yoga and in broad daylight, I had no interest in pursuing any of them. It was like a dream come true that wiped my mind of anything but desire for Valerie. “Really,” I replied.
 

“It’s not gross?” she asked.
 

“It’s not gross at all,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s…it’s so hot.”
 

A spark lit in Val’s eyes. “Will you tell me if I’m doing it alright?” she asked.
 

“Whatever you want, baby.” My cock was so engorged by then I didn’t think I’d last more than a minute if Val put her mouth on it.
 

After a beat, Val pulled my hand out of the robe and away from her breast. She shuffled back like she was going to get off my lap, then paused. “Can I ask you one more thing?”
 

“Anything,” I said.
 

“This one’s kind of dirty, too,” Val whispered.
 

“It’s okay.”
 

“When…when it’s time, like, for you to finish, can you tell me?”
 

I gave an eager nod.
 

“Ken I did a bad thing.”
 

My chest constricted. “What?” I croaked.
 

“I watched something. Something naughty. It was on the internet.”
 

It was like I was suddenly living in a wet dream. Every single thing she said was straight out of my most depraved fantasies. “What is it?” I asked, breathless.
 

Val slipped off my lap and knelt on the floor in front of me. She put a hand on each side of her robe and slowly pulled the two apart, revealing her breasts. Her cheeks flared red, along with her chest. But she didn’t run away or try to hide her shame. In fact she seemed to almost be enjoying what she was going through. She looked at her breasts, then reached up and cupped them, pressing them together slightly. “When you do it, can you do it on here?” she asked.
 

I nearly popped.
 






Chapter Seven

 


I undid my belt and pants and had them down around my ankles in seconds.
 

Val gasped and her mouth fell open as my cock sprang out in front of her face. She covered her mouth with one hand, her eyes darting nervously up to meet mine.
 

For a second I thought she was going to change her mind. But when her eyes fell to my cock again I knew I was wrong. There was something different about her. Something inside her that suddenly needed this.
 

“Can I touch it?” she whispered.
 

“Oh god baby yes,” I groaned.
 

Val lifted her hand, index finger pointing out. It was shaking. She brought it up to the underside of my cock and pressed it gently against my rigid flesh. “It’s like rubber,” she said. “Hard rubber.” Then she drew a line along the underside of my shaft until the tip of her finger was at the root of my muscle. “You like this?” she asked.
 

“I love it,” I panted.
 

“I never touched it before. Not like this. I only ever had it inside me.”
 

“It feels amazing, baby.”
 

Val changed direction and dragged her nail up the underside of my cock again until it was touching my glans. Then she wrapped her fingers around my girth and squeezed.
 

My mind was screaming a million questions to ask Val. Why was this happening now? What had changed for her that she was willing to sit there with the lights on playing with my dick? None of that mattered in that moment. All I cared about was the delirious pleasure rushing through me each time she touched me.
 

She squeezed my shaft again. A clear bead of pre-cum seeped out of the tip of my prick.
 

Val stared at it until the surface tension broke and it rolled down onto her fingers. “How come you never told me you want this?”
 

It was a crazy moment to pick to ask that question. I was so close to an orgasm I could barely think. “Baby, I…oh god,” I moaned again as she squeezed me. I closed my eyes and sucked in a breath as I felt my testicles draw up between my legs.
 

Please don’t come yet. Please don’t come.
 

“I’m going to put my mouth on you now,” Val whispered.
 

“Oh god. Be careful. Please. I’m really close,” I begged.
 

Gazing up into my eyes, Val opened her mouth and leaned forward. She pulled my cock toward her and hesitated for a second before drawing it into her lips. Her cheeks hollowed, the suction from the blow job making me groan again.
 

I stared as she drew me deeper into her mouth, then relaxed her cheeks and released me. The cool air was soothing on the hot head of my prick, pulling me back from the brink.
 

“It’s salty,” Val said.
 

“You don’t have to keep going if you don’t like it,” I offered.
 

“I like seeing you like this,” Val admitted. She flicked her tongue out, tilted her head, then licked just below my glans.
 

It was hard to believe but she was already sucking and licking like a pro. I had to wonder if she’d been watching more porn than what I’d seen not thirty minutes earlier. Had this thing that was driving her now been there for longer than I knew?
 

Val slurped me into her mouth again. This time she bobbed faster, really sucking like she was trying to draw my soul out from in between my legs.
 

My thighs started trembling as my body threatened to erupt into orgasm. Still I stared at the way her lips were stretched around my meat, how she was staring up at me in wonder with her big doe-eyes; as if she had just discovered something about herself, about us, hell, about life itself and could barely believe it.
 

The cauldron of arousal that had been bubbling between my legs finally cracked from the heat. I grunted as the a shot of pleasure rushed up my spine. Reaching forward I pulled Val’s face off my cock so she didn’t get an unexpected surprise in her mouth.
 

Her lips popped off with a wet slop and just in time. The first gush of my ejaculate spewed from the head of my cock and sailed in an arc through the air. It landed with a splat on Val’s exposed chest. Tugging my cock toward herself and pointing the tip at her tits, she proceeded to stroke the remainder of my jizz from it.
 

The feeling of her smooth hand on my twitching muscle drew every last drop of seed from my body and sent it hurtling onto those, until now, unsullied breasts.
 

Once I emerged out the other end of my orgasm all I could do was pant and stare at the lascivious sight of hot globs of my semen slowly rolling down Val’s chest. What was most shocking was how unperturbed Val seemed by what had just happened.
 

Releasing my cock, she glanced down at the sticky deposit coating her breasts. Reaching up, she swept her fingers into the thickest smear, collecting my seed on their tips. She raised her hand, bringing the sticky mess up to her eyes as if for inspection.
 

I sat staring in stunned silence as she turned her hand back and forth, studying my essence. There was an eerie yet serene calm to her expression. “I can’t believe this is all it takes to make more of us,” she whispered.
 

It was a bizarre thing to hear. Once again completely unlike something Val would normally say. Stranger still, it was a sentiment I’d probably thought of myself in my dirtier moments. It was as if all of her feminine embarrassment had evaporated and been replaced with a fixation on the nastier elements of human replication.
 

I shook my head, having a hard time comprehending what was happening to Val but unable to contain my reaction to it.
 

Val rose abruptly. She cast a stern gaze in my direction before walking out of the room.
 

I jumped up off the bed and followed her to the bathroom. I knocked on the door. “Val? Val?” I said.
 

Val pulled the door open a crack.
 

To my astonishment, she was standing in front of the mirror still admiring the slimy stains that were starting to cake on her skin. “Valerie I love you,” I said, pushing my way into the bathroom and behind her. I wrapped my arms around her waist. “I love you but you’re scaring me. What’s happening with you? This is so unlike you, acting like this.”
 

“You don’t like it?” Val asked.
 

“I…I like it. It’s not that it’s just…”
 

Val turned around slowly to face me.
 

My eyes darted to her still exposed breasts and the residue on them before looking back up at her again.
 

Val looked up into my eyes and nibbled on her lip. “Something happened to me, Ken,” she whispered.
 

“Something happened?” I echoed. “What happened?”
 

Val shook her head. “I don’t know. But something happened when you said all those dirty things.”
 

“Which ones?” I asked.
 

“About breeding me,” she said, the faintest snarl curling her lip at the word breeding. “I got all achey and…and hungry, almost. Like I could never get enough…” She trailed off, her eyes focusing on some spot far away.
 

“Get enough what, Val?” I urged.
 

It took a minute or so before she zoned back in and looked at me again. “Ken?” she whispered.
 

“What is it baby?”
 

She leaned against my chest. “I want it again.”
 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
 

Val pushed me out the bathroom door and back into the bedroom.
 

By the time my back hit the bed my cock was hard and my mind was reeling again. 
 

Val slipped the robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground and I was treated, for the first time in broad daylight, to the gorgeous sight of her hourglass figure. Her abundant breasts soft and tender. Her trim waist swaying back and forth above me. Hips, normally covered by baggy dresses, flaring into generous thighs. A body built for breeding.
 

My mouth fell open and I gasped as she swung a leg over my lap and mounted me, sliding her hot, hairy pussy back and forth along the length of my shaft. Her tits swayed above my chest. I looked up and our eyes met.
 

Without warning, Val lifted her lips, reached down between our bodies and grabbed my organ, then let her weight settle onto me, sheathing me inside her drenched pussy. And she was drenched. Hot juice seeped out from between our flesh, dripping down onto my balls and coating them.
 

Dazed by my arousal, I lifted a hand and palmed her swaying breast.
 

Val reacted by rolling her pelvis harder against me and leaning forward, as if she wanted me to suck on her nipple.
 

I took the dare. Slurping the taut bud into my lips I swept my tongue around it, my mind humming with the pleasure of being sheathed inside her pussy.
 

Val moaned as I suckled at her breast.
 

It was surreal and intensely exciting seeing her like this. Enough to coax me to try and take her a little farther out of her comfort zone. I palmed her other breast and let go of her nipple with my mouth.
 

She didn’t resist as I pushed her to sit up on top of me.
 

Her chest was heaving as she rocked her hips back and forth, her pussy choking my cock and trying to milk the cum out of it.
 

Val closed her eyes and looked off to one side.
 

But I had enough to look at and I was busy staving off another orgasm anyways.
 

As Val rocked her hand drifted toward her belly, then lower, between her legs. She pressed a finger into the dense thatch of hair above her pussy, parting her lips until she found her clitoris. Her back arched again as she started flicking herself off.
 

All I could do was lie there with an open mouth and stare with wonder at how sexy Val looked. When her pussy started clamping down harder onto my cock I had to bite my tongue to keep myself from coming.
 

Her mouth fell open and she began panting. Her free hand shot to mine, still on her breast, and she squeezed my fingers, forcing me into pinching and twisting her nipple.
 

My mind darted from the moment back to the coffee shop and the conversation I’d overheard her having with Matilda. Matilda obviously had something to do with this. Surely there was no way that me just telling her I was going to breed her had set off this reaction that she couldn’t control. I was determined to get to the bottom of this.
 

In the meantime, Val continued grinding against me. She closed her eyes and threw her head back. Her fingers were still between her legs as she played with herself.
 

She started rocking forward a little farther. Far enough that she almost pulled off my cock with each thrust but keeping the head of it inside her pussy. It was so hot and wet and tight in there. But the what really had me burning with desire for her was staring at her amazing body, at how consumed she seemed by the moment and the pleasure coursing through her.
 

Val let out a tiny squeak and her thighs trembled against my legs. Her pace quickened, her pussy suckling and gripping at my cock.
 

I let my hands fall to her thighs, guiding her to move even faster as we both climbed toward a climax.
 

She fell forward, planting a hand on either side of my head. Her breasts slapped against each other as she started bouncing her ass up and down on my lap.
 

I slurped a nipple into my mouth again and sucked it the same way she’d sucked my cock, like I was trying to draw the spirit out of her.
 

It had the intended effect. Val moaned and her twerking intensified.
 

The feeling of her hot pussy slopping down onto my throbbing cock occupied every last inch of space left in my mind. My body was burning with a need to fill her with my gift, to drench the fertile walls of her sex in the hopes that my seed would take. I closed my eyes, my insides tight and ready as I approached release. The feeling of Val’s hand on my chin made me open my eyes again.
 

“Ken?” she mewled, not pausing for an instant.
 

“What is it baby?” I panted.
 

She furrowed her brow and glared at me. “You better fill my little pussy up, Ken,” she said through clenched teeth. Her expression melted into pleasure for a moment before resuming it’s intensity. “You better squirt everything you have up into me you hear me? I want every last drop of that seed.”
 

I’d never heard a filthier or more delightful command. I shivered as I grabbed her ass with both hands and started slamming up into her hot cunt with my cock. I pounded up into that crevice like my life depended on it.
 

Val’s fingers curled on my chin. She grimaced then her jaw fell, her mouth forming a perfect “O” shape as she began to come. “Fuck me! Fuck it into me!” she screeched.
 

The cork popped off my excitement. A surge of hot sperm shot through my shaft and exploded inside Val’s tight slit. My vas charged and the spasming muscles of my organ sent another blast of spunk into her insides.
 

Val grabbed her tit as she continued to grind against me, as if intent on draining everything I had into herself.
 

It was a dizzying climax that left me exhausted and my ears ringing.
 

It took Val a good few more minutes to ride out the end of hers before she collapsed onto my chest.
 

We lay there until our breathing had calmed and the room was filled with silence.
 

“Baby?” I whispered. She was so still I wondered if she’d fallen asleep.
 

“Hm?” came her response, soft and dreamy.
 

“We should…we should probably talk, don’t you think?”
 






Chapter Eight

 


Val rolled off of me and tucked her legs up against her chest. There was nothing shy or embarrassed about her body language. She held her knees up in the air with her hands. Her breasts were in plain view and she made no effort to cover them. She looked sleepy. “What do you want to talk about?” she whispered. A shiver raced down her back. She grabbed the covers and dragged them over herself.
 

What did I want to talk about? It was a good question. One which I couldn’t find an easy answer for. There were so many thoughts drifting around in my head. My emotions, thankfully, had been quelled by my two most recent orgasms, clearing my mind enough that I could at least try to tackle the situation rationally.
 

I slipped under the covers and cuddled up next to Val. “Val, sweetheart, I’m…I have a confession to make.”
 

Val turned to look at me with a worried stare. “You do?” she asked.
 

“I do.”
 

“What is it?”
 

“Earlier today, this morning, I…I did something. I did something I’m not proud of.”
 

“Ken what happened?”
 

I took a deep breath and steeled myself. “I went down to the yoga studio. And then…and then when I saw you coming out I panicked and ran across the street to the coffee shop.”
 

“Oh,” Val replied, seeming almost bored by the revelation.
 

“Oh?” I echoed.
 

Val shook her head. “I knew you were there, Ken. I saw you. I sat right behind you, remember? What? You thought I wouldn’t recognize my husband hunched over a paper pretending to read it?” She chuckled, eyeing me with a devious stare.
 

“Why didn’t you say anything?” I asked, bewildered.
 

Val’s eyes narrowed. “Why were you there in the first place?”
 

My eyes fell to the pillow. Another question I couldn’t really find an answer for. I wasn’t even sure I remembered the reason. Dancing? Craig’s ominous prediction? Val’s sudden seemingly insatiable hunger for dick? Some combination of all three, I suppose. But how to say that? “Are you happy with me?” I opted for instead.
 

Val’s lips parted and she furrowed her brow a bit. The momentary hesitation before she replied spoke volumes. “I…what? Of course I’m happy with you,” she said. “Why would you ask me something like that?”
 

Was she serious? If she knew I’d been sitting behind her in the coffee shop surely she remembered what she’d talked about with Matilda. “I heard you say you thought things between us were…rocky,” I ventured.
 

Val let out a sigh. “Oh. That.”
 

Yeah. That.
 

A faint anger flared up in the pit of my stomach. Was Val being deliberately opaque or did she really not think saying something like that to her friend was a big deal? I let a silence stretch between us hoping it would grow uncomfortable enough for Val to offer more of an explanation.
 

“I think things are better now,” she finally said.
 

“Were they bad before? How come you didn’t say anything?” Val’s seeming indifference to how her words had made me feel fanned my anger into a flame.
 

She eyed me with a somewhat cautious and, if I wasn’t mistaken, slightly devious stare. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “How do you start a conversation like that? And when?” she said, shrugging.
 

“When?” I asked, slightly breathless at Val’s nonchalance.
 

Val shrugged again. “I just mean when’s a good time to bring up something so serious? Over breakfast when you’re about to leave for work in the morning?”
 

My eyes widened. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You don’t think I would have made time for you if you told me you thought things were rocky between us?” I said, doing my best not to clench my jaw.
 

“I didn’t say that,” Val replied. “I said I couldn’t find a good time to do it.”
 

“Val,” I said, almost barking her name. “This is us. I feel like you’re treating this like it’s no big deal.”
 

“Well it isn’t anymore. Is it?”
 

“It is for me!” I said, much more forcefully than I’d intended.
 

Val flinched.
 

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to raise my voice.” I shuffled closer to her on the bed so our faces were just inches apart. “I love you. I want you to be happy. If you think things are rocky then I want you tell me about it,” I explained.
 

Val offered a contrite nod in reply.
 

I still wanted to know how she felt about the state of our marriage. But I didn’t want to start a fight about it and now that I’d spoken so harshly I knew Val probably felt defensive. “Baby,” I whispered before kissing her forehead. “It’s me. Let’s be honest with each other, okay?”
 

“Okay,” she replied, nodding again.
 

My stomach tightened as the question I really wanted the answer to, formed in my mind. “What about dancing?”
 

Val’s eyes darted to mine and held my stare. “What about it?” she asked, the question sounding like a dare. A dare for me to continue this line of inquiry, like she had something she wanted to share about that night.
 

“You never go dancing,” I said, finding it difficult to push the words out for the way my chest was constricting. “Why dancing all of a sudden?”
 

The tiniest hint of a smile formed on one corner of her lips. She shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said, sounding far too much like she was toying with me for my liking. “Something got into me, I guess,” she said.
 

The answer, and the way she said it, drove me to the brink of outrage. It wasn’t that she refused to list the reasons she’d gone. It was that she was being so damn coy about it. I took a deep breath to steady myself. “Was it Matilda? Did she make you go?” I asked.
 

Val shook her head.
 

“Who else was there?” I demanded.
 

“Just me and her,” Val said.
 

The admission settled onto me like a weight around my neck because of what it revealed. “So it wasn’t Matilda’s idea?” I asked.
 

Val shook her head again.
 

“It was yours,” I said.
 

Her smile blossomed into something terrifying. Something wicked. She nodded.
 

My heart started pounding in my chest again, a typhoon of conflicting emotions raging inside me. Val had thought our relationship was rocky so she went dancing about it. What the hell? “You gave another man your phone number,” I said, nearly seething.
 

Val giggled. “Not my real one,” she said.
 

My face flared red. But between my legs my cock was rising again. The treacherous organ betraying that beneath my outrage a dark current of arousal flowed.
 

Arousal at what? I could barely say. All I knew was that the idea of Val going out on the town, flirting with another man then giving him her number – even if it was fake – did something to me. Something terrible and yet incredibly elating. I moved my hips away from hers so she wouldn’t feel my cock pressing against her leg as it inflated. “Val!” I snapped.
 

This time she didn’t flinch at my harsh tone. She giggled again.
 

“Do you think this is funny?”
 

She did her best to wipe the smile off her face but couldn’t. The resulting expression was somewhere between feigned contrition and a dopey grin, as if she’d done nothing worse than been caught with her hand in a cookie jar. She shook her head.
 

“Me neither,” I said, my voice nearly a growl. “Then why did you do it?” I demanded.
 

Val’s eyes narrowed as she stared at me. She rolled off her back and onto her side so she was facing me. She studied my face for what felt like minutes. “To make you jealous,” she whispered. Before I could react her hand shot out beneath the covers, the tips of her fingers grazing against my now stiff erection. She raised one eyebrow and bit her lip.
 

I let out a soft grunt as she wrapped her fist around my cock. This was no time for more sex. Grabbing her by the wrist I pulled her hand off of me. “Not now, Val,” I said.
 

Val seemed unshaken by my rejection. Still staring right into my eyes, she wormed toward me, squeezing her knee between my thighs, then higher until the soft flesh of hers was touching the underside of my balls.
 

“Val stop that,” I muttered, trying to push her away.
 

“Do you really want me to stop?” she whispered.
 

“What? We just had sex. I can’t believe…”
 

Mischief twinkled in her eyes. Her hand slid beneath the sheets until she was cupping my cock with her palm. “Do you really want me to stop, Ken?” Val asked in a whisper. She stroked my cock with her hand, gazing into my eyes.
 

It felt so wrong. Because it seemed like what I should really do was try to get to the bottom of why Val had felt the need to go dancing about our rocky relationship. But thinking of her body swaying in the darkness, touching some sleazy thug at a dance club was nearly tearing me in two.
 

“Did it work?” Val whispered, tearing me from my thoughts and placing me squarely back on the bed.
 

“What?”
 

“Did I make you jealous?” she asked, the smile creeping back across her face. The way she was looking at me was driving me crazy. “Because I seem to remember that when I got home that night you couldn't wait to…breed me. Was it cause I was dancing, Ken?” A wicked chuckle rolled out of her.
 

My mouth fell open as she gripped my cock tighter and caressed it in long, slow strokes, pausing at the head and twisting it. I shook my head. “What is happening to you?”
 

Val laughed again. “I don’t know,” she said. “But there’s a need in me, Ken.”
 

My heart skipped a beat and my cock flexed in her hand. “A…a need?” I stammered.
 

Val looked delighted at the way my body had reacted to her admission. She glanced down at the covers, at where her hand was touching me beneath them and grinned. “You…like something about this,” she said.
 

I balked, swallowing the saliva that had pooled in my mouth and shaking my head, trying to resist this…this slightly demonic version of Val that had popped up again. I was about to reject what she’d said when she reached beneath my balls, cupped them and squeezed ever so gently but with enough force to make my body stiff. I sucked in a breath.
 

“Do you like thinking of me dancing with another man?” Val whispered.
 

I wanted to shout, to scream “no!” at the top of my lungs. But my mind was instantly clouded by the vision Val had conjured, causing my cock to lurch in her palm again.
 

Val leaned forward and pressed her lips to my open mouth in a gentle kiss. “I guess that’s a yes?” she said, her voice barely a breath. Her hand started moving a little faster along my cock.
 

For a moment I managed to collect myself. I shook off the mental fog and tried to push her away. This was all too confusing and way too intense.
 

Val wouldn’t let me out of the moment, though. “You want to hear about who I danced with, Ken?”
 

I sucked in another breath, unable to believe the Val I was seeing. This was no demon. This was a succubus. “What? No!” I said, but the words were flat and weak.
 

“Are you sure?” Val said, narrowing her eyes playfully.
 

“You should stop,” I panted. Already my cock was starting to feel the tickle of another orgasm.
 

“Should I?” she asked, pulling her hand away from my member.
 

The absence of her hot touch made an ache spring up between my legs. My hips arched forward, as if my cock were searching for her hand without me even willing it. I almost groaned when Val rolled onto her back, still teasing me with her smile.
 

“Come here, Ken,” she said, taking my hand and tugging me toward her.
 

My head was spinning. There was a quiet voice inside it muttering something about this not being a good idea. But my cock had been granted full read-write permissions and anything my brain had to say about it was going to be ignored.
 

Giving in to the devilishly depraved instinct to mount Val again, I crawled between her welcoming thighs and pressed the head of my cock against her sex. It was soaked with the remnants of our last coupling and a fresh trickle Val’s hot lubricant. I closed my eyes and tried to press into her.
 

“Wait,” Val said. “Don’t you want to hear my story?” Val asked.
 

I shook my head. Staring down at the space between our bodies I saw my hard shaft throbbing and ready to pierce her. A grogginess came over me, the kind that descends whenever your body is close to fulfilling it’s singular purpose in life: procreation. I tried again, heaving my hips forward, my cock-head slipping into the tight muscles of her wet cunt.
 

Val flexed her thighs, preventing me from burrowing into her depths. “Well I want to tell you anyways,” she said, chuckling. “He was tall, Ken. About six inches taller than you.”
 

I gasped and my eyes shot open at the pulse of lust that raced through my belly and into my loins.
 

Val must have felt my cock jump inside her because she sucked in a slow breath and closed her eyes in pleasure. Her smile widened. “His name was Rick,” she said. “Or at least that’s what he told me.” She opened her eyes and gazed into mine. “I was just dancing but you know what, Ken?”
 

“What?” I said, staring at her like I wanted to bore into the core of her soul.
 

“I think he was trying to have sex with me.” She relaxed her thighs as she said it.
 

As her legs splayed open my weight fell onto her, my cock gliding past the petals of her dripping flower and stretching open the walls of her sex. “Oh my god,” I groaned.
 

Val responded with wispy sigh. As my sack settled against her ass, she reached around the back of my head and let her hand settle on the back of my neck. “He told me so,” she said, her chest heaving, back arching off the bed so her pussy clamped down on my cock.
 

I jerked out of her with a grunt, then pushed back in, groaning at the pleasure her tight cunt sent tingling through my shaft.
 

“I have to tell you something else,” she said, her body swaying as my thrusting became more intense.
 

My eyes darted along her expression, studying each twitch of every muscle in her face as she prepared to reveal another step she’d taken toward betraying what we had together. Should I have been furious? Maybe. Maybe if I wasn’t inside her rutting, I would have been. But her teasing had laced through the feeling of thrusting into her tight heat in a way that felt like the two would never be untangled again. “What is it Val? Tell me,” I panted.
 

Her grip on the back of my neck tightened. She rose up off the bed, hanging onto me as her body swayed with each time I bucked into it. “He touched me,” she whispered.
 

My cock engorged, stiffening inside her and making her eyes snap open. “Oh my god,” I breathed.
 

“Oh my god,” Val echoed, groaning. “You’re so stiff.”
 

Beside myself, I grabbed her hair in a fist and yanked her head back, exposing her neck. My eyes drifted down her body, down the undulating curves that were goading me to spill seed into her. “How did he touch you?” I growled, a possessive, protective instinct gripping me and causing me to drill my cock into her sex. Her hot liquid spilled between us, trickling down my balls and turning up the heat on our coupling.
 

“Again,” Val ordered. “Harder.”
 

I drove myself into her and pinned her to the bed impaled on my member. “How did he touch you?” I demanded.
 

Val locked eyes with me. Time seemed to stop. Her pussy clenched around my muscle. Her lips parted and she licked them. She bent her head forward as I released my grip on her hair. Grabbing my arm, she brought it around to the front of her chest and smacked my hand against her tit. “He grabbed my breast,” she admitted. “Like this.” She closed my palm around her breast.
 

My imagination conjured up the vision of a sweaty, swaying Val, behind her a dark shadow of a man moving in time with her hips. Faceless, I saw only his hand as it reached around from behind her back, moved up past her stomach and palmed one of her tits. The image made me lose control.
 

My body started sawing into her, balls smacking against her ass as my cock plied her pussy.
 

Val’s mouth fell open. Her eyes stayed locked on mine as she rode toward the peak of a climax together with me.
 

Anger and jealous lust fuelled my furious fucking, our bodies twisting together, Val’s legs wrapping around my trunk as if she were holding on for dear life. She clenched her teeth and a lusty snarl formed on her lips.
 

“You fucking slut,” I grunted, surprising even myself at how hot the words made me.
 

This time Val didn’t recoil at the words. She embraced them. Digging her nails into the back of my neck, her hips started bucking beneath me, urging us both closer to an eruption of pleasure. “I was a little slut, Ken,” she seethed. Her eyes dropped to where I was stabbing her with my prick, then back up to mine. “What are you going to do about it?”
 

Whipping the covers off my back with her other hand, she raked her nails up my back then down again, finally grabbing my ass and urging me deeper inside herself. “Oh fuck,” she said, breathless. Her pussy contracted, then released, then locked onto me again.
 

“Oh fuck,” I grunted back as I tipped over the edge. My body started spasming as a shot of hot seed splattered out of me and into Val.
 

Her eyes rolled back into her head. She whimpered and closed them, her hips still keeping time with my thrusts as she accepted my gift into herself.
 

The orgasm came like a storm out of nowhere, swirling above me before the thunderclap of a climax tore down my spine and made me bury my cock as deep as it could get into Val. As I held it there she kept grinding and groaning, moving over the peak of her own pleasure, her pussy lips rippling around the root of my organ as her body drank my emission.
 

When her shoulders relaxed and her fingers uncurled she fell back down onto the bed, eyes closed, lips parted, panting for air.
 

I stayed frozen above her, staring at the delicate features of her beautiful face and wondering what had just happened between us and whether either of us would ever be the same again.
 

Val smiled and sighed when I finally pulled myself out of her and rolled onto my side on the bed. She looked angelic, all of the wanton lust drained from her face. Her head rolled to the side so she could look me in the eyes. She giggled and covered her mouth with a hand.
 

The calm didn’t last. When I remembered what had provoked my thunderous climax I nearly started to shake. “You let another man touch you?” I said through clenched teeth.
 

Val giggled and edged toward me. “No, silly,” she whispered. “I barely even danced.”
 

My brow furrowed in puzzlement. “What? Why did you say that?”
 

Val touched my cheek with her finger. “I thought you said you liked it dirty?” she teased.
 

“You…you said all that for me?” I asked.
 

Val nodded. “Did you like it?” she asked.
 

“You didn’t…he didn’t touch you?”
 

She shook her head. “He doesn’t even exist, Ken. Matilda and I got to the club, took one look inside and got the hell out of there. Those places are sleazy.”
 

I felt like I was going to melt into a puddle on the bed. “Sweet mother of…” I wheezed, putting an arm on my forehead. “You didn’t,” I said, as if still trying to convince myself. “You didn’t go dancing and nobody touched you.” A thought gripped me. I shot up, propping myself up on one elbow. “Hold on a sec. What about the cafe? When Matilda asked about you giving him your number?”
 

Val rolled her eyes and shook her head, her hair swishing along her shoulders. “I can’t believe you actually thought we didn’t know it was you, Ken. Matilda knew as well as I did. She was just playing along.”
 

More relief was laced with doubt at the deception, harmless as it might have been.
 

Val propped her head up on a hand and squinted at me. “And I can’t believe you actually thought I’d put myself into a situation like that. I’m not that kind of girl.”
 






Chapter Nine

 


Val slept well that night but I didn’t. It took an hour or so but I managed to get over feeling hurt about her lying to me. About the club, about being groped and, as it turned out, about having told Matilda she thought our relationship was rocky. She hadn’t. That, apparently, had been part of their little deception as well.
 

I guess in a way I deserved it for overhearing their conversation and not saying anything.
 

This should have all been good news.
 

Except with all that out of the way I couldn’t stop thinking about Val's little game. All the dirty things she’d said and pretended she’d done just to…to make me crazy, I guess.
 

It wasn’t just about making me crazy, though, and that’s what kept me from sleeping. It had made me crazy but it had also given me the biggest, hardest boner of my life. And the orgasm that had come from Val’s stories had been earth-shattering.
 

I couldn’t help but lie there and ponder what that meant. It took another few hours before I could finally admit to myself what had happened. I’d been turned on by the idea of thinking about Val with another man. Not just turned on, either. Hopelessly aroused. Completely under her spell as she recounted not even being with another man but merely being touched by one.
 

I started to imagine what would have happened had Val and Matilda stayed at that club. Would a situation like that have occurred? Val was incredibly attractive and those places were notorious for being filled with horny men, weren’t they? I didn’t know. I’d never been to one myself.
 

When I did finally fall asleep in the early hours of the morning I was racked with what should have been nightmares but were far too appealing to be scary. Dreams of Val seducing another man. Visions of my wife stripping naked then lying on her back and splaying her legs, opening her sweet tight pussy up and welcoming a stranger into her.
 

I woke up with another massive hard-on to find Val staring at me from her side of the bed and smiling. I stared into her eyes for a long time not saying anything.
 

“You’re awake,” she said, breaking the silence between us.
 

“I guess I am,” I replied.
 

“You want to get breakfast? It’s Sunday.”
 

The haze of sleep lifted. I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and sat on the edge. To my surprise, Val sat up behind me, wrapping her arms around my chest and pressing her face to my back in a hug.
 

“Did you sleep okay?” she whispered.
 

I shook my head. “I…had a hard time,” I admitted.
 

“Want to talk about it?” she asked.
 

And for the first time in a long time, I felt like the distance between us was closing. Val wanted to talk. Val rarely wanted to talk, especially about feelings. She was a weird woman that way. “Do you?” I asked, testing to see whether this was just a way of appeasing me or genuine interest.
 

Val got up on her knees behind me. Her breasts pressed against my back. She leaned over my shoulder and kissed me on the ear. “I feel like we’re closer,” she said.
 

I craned my neck to look over my shoulder and into her eyes. “Me too,” I said.
 

“Are you mad about last night?”
 

I shook my head.
 

“That’s good. When I woke up I was worried you’d be mad,” she said.
 

“Why did you do that? Why did you say all those things?”
 

Val sighed. She brought her hands up to my shoulders and started to rub me.
 

I couldn’t resist trying to steal a glance of her tits over my shoulder.
 

“Pervert,” she said, chuckling.
 

I smirked. She was right. She’d just never said as much. She’d never been this direct about anything. I wanted to close the distance between us even more. I felt like I was finally getting a glimpse of what Val could really be like. Not just the dirty-talk, either. There was something more sincere about her demeanour as well. “Hey Val?” I muttered, my heart lurching to my throat as I contemplated what I was about to say.
 

Val kept rubbing my shoulders, her breasts occasionally pressing against my back and making my half-hard cock jump in my lap. “Hm?”
 

I thought of turning around to look her in the eye as I asked the question but couldn’t find the courage. “You never…we never talked about our pasts much, did we?” It was a weak way of broaching the topic but I was in uncharted waters. I had no idea how Val was going to react.
 

The shoulder rub stopped but she kept her hands there, to my relief. “Our pasts?” she asked.
 

“Yeah,” I said, turning to one side so I could at least glance at her out of the corner of my eye. “You know how some couples talk about…who they were with before and stuff?”
 

Val waited a while before answering. “You mean about, like, past partners?” she said softly, leaning over me to whisper the words into my ear.
 

Now I might have been under the influence of everything that had happened in the past few days. But I could have sworn that Val wasn’t shying away from this conversation. She wasn’t pulling back and shutting it down and saying she had to go to the bathroom or take a shower. No, she was still there behind me, her chest pressed against my back and her lips next to my ear, her warm breath sending shivers racing down my spine.
 

“Yeah. I guess that’s what I mean,” I said, my insides still tight and worried about how she might react.
 

Val’s hand slipped around my torso, her fingers opening as she worked them through the hair on my chest. She curled them and scratched my pecs.
 

My cock jumped.
 

“You want to hear about other men I’ve been with?” Val whispered.
 

At this, my cock rose and stayed semi-erect this time. My heart had started beating harder and I was having a hard time finding what words to use next. “I just…” I said, my face hot and my mind flustered by Val’s unexpected curiosity. “I don’t know. I guess I…”
 

I stopped when Val’s hand drifted down past my stomach and between my legs. She grazed the side of my shaft with the tips of her fingers. “Thinking about me with other men…”
 

I sucked in a sharp breath and held it as Val’s pause stretched out.
 

Her fingers dipped beneath my cock and whispered up the underside, flexing it to and steel-hard stiffness.
 

I stared at her slender hand manipulating me. It felt like that moment right before you climax where the whole world contracts and forces you to focus on that singular feeling between your legs.
 

“…turns you on,” Val said, finally finishing her sentence.
 

I let out the breath I’d been holding. Hearing her say it out loud made my head start to spin. I guess up to that point I’d toyed with the notion. But it had been in the privacy of my own mind. Now it was out there. Now Val knew and it wasn’t just mine any more. I was at a loss for words again. “I don’t…I don’t know what to…” I stammered, shaking my head and blushing. This was not something I ever would have imagined transpiring between us.
 

Val swung a leg over the edge of the bed. She kept one hand on my shoulder as she stepped around and in front of me.
 

Her stunning naked body made an ache form between my legs as my eyes raked up and down her frame. She put one knee up on the bed, then the other and gently slid onto my lap keeping my cock between us.
 

I shivered again as her wiry pubes scratched the underside of my glans. When I looked up at Val I found her staring down intently at my cock.
 

She rocked her hips back and forth, scratching me again. It tickled a bit but ratcheted up the tightness between my legs. “I’ve never even really seen it like this,” Val said. She touched the tip of my cock with her fingers and twisted slightly.
 

“God that feels good,” I muttered.
 

Val swayed forward and scratched me with her pubes again.
 

I put a hand on her back to try and pull her closer to me but she declined by pushing back with a hand on my chest. She gazed into my eyes as she teased me with her bush again. “You like this?” she whispered.
 

“Of course I like this you’re my…”
 

“I mean you like it like this,” Val clarified, interrupting me mid-sentence. “You like it when you can see me.”
 

“I love when I can see you,” I said, once again trying to pull her closer to me.
 

Once again, she resisted but pulled me closer to another orgasm by rocking back and forth.
 

I could feel her lips were soaked. I longed to be inside her. She looked beautiful sitting there and the longer she did, the more she kept teasing me, the more she changed in my eyes. Almost like she was…finding herself. Coming into her own. Becoming the woman she’d always been meant to be.
 

“You like all this dirty stuff,” she whispered, still staring intently at me.
 

I blushed and my eyes fluttered away from hers in embarrassment.
 

Val put a finger and thumb on my cheek and turned my head, forcing me to look directly into her stare. “Ken?”
 

“Yes?” I whispered, my voice tight.
 

“Answer me,” Val said.
 

An overwhelming lust surged through me, ballooning to a size I thought might just make me explode. Val taking charge, staring at me with her stern and probing gaze, demanding that I answer her was not just out of character. It was mind-bendingly hot. “Yes,” I whispered.
 

After a pause, Val nodded. She glanced down at my cock and rocked back and forth on my lap again. Her pussy left a wet smear on my shaft. “You never told me,” she said.
 

I tried to look away again but Val held me fast. I shrugged. “It didn’t come up,” I said.
 

Val’s eyes narrowed. “All those times we made love in the dark and you never said anything,” she whispered.
 

“I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable. You seemed…content.”
 

“But you weren’t?” Val asked.
 

“I was. I swear I was. I love you. I want to make you the happiest woman alive.”
 

Val nodded, studying my expression. “What about you?” she said, finally.
 

“What about me?”
 

“Are you happy?”
 

“Of course I’m happy.”
 

“In bed?”
 

“I love our life,” I said, not hesitating for a second.
 

Val nodded again, ever so slightly. “But you’d be happier if…if it were a little dirtier. Right?”
 

I opened my mouth just as another swell of arousal threatened to overwhelm me. “I can tell you I love what’s going on right now,” I said.
 

Val shuffled closer to me on my lap, her pussy lips splitting and drenching my cock with her wetness. She leaned forward, mashing my shaft against her sex.
 

I groaned, trying to buck back so I could stuff my cock into her.
 

Val wouldn’t let me. She put a hand on my back, pressing her chest against me as she found a rhythm to her rocking. “I’m afraid I don’t have any good stories for you,” she said, running a finger along the line of my jaw.
 

I glanced down as my nuts tightened between my legs. I was already perilously close to an orgasm and Val must have known it by the way I was panting. She slowed and backed off, her wet pussy lips now barely touching my organ. “It’s okay,” I whispered, my voice tight.
 

“Gordon had a thing for feet,” she said, looking off to one side as she resumed the back and forth motion.
 

My cock lurched between us.
 

“He always wanted to…come on my toes,” she admitted.
 

“Did you let him?” I asked, breathless but lost in the heat now simmering between us.
 

Val smiled with one corner of her mouth. “No, silly,” she said softly. “I’m not…”
 

“…that kind of girl. I know. I know,” I said, finishing her sentence.
 

Val shook her head before leaning forward to kiss me. “Not for Gordon, anyways. He wasn’t the one.”
 

“But I am,” I said. I don’t know how I knew but I was certain there was a very particular path Val wanted to follow in this exchange.
 

“You are,” she said. She leaned forward and ground against me with her pelvis.
 

I closed my eyes and groaned as pleasure racked up my back. I couldn’t have dreamed up a better way for this to go. Val taking the lead, taking my hand and pulling me down into this dark fantasy behind her.
 

“And, well, I know I always say I’m not. But maybe I could be? If the right guy came along?”
 

My eyes shot open and I stared into Val’s. “Are you…are you serious?” I stuttered.
 

Val shrugged. Her eyes dipped down to my lap. She scratched me with the thatch of hair above her pussy. “Are you?” she said, raising her eyes to meet mine.
 

I shook my head, unable to believe what I was hearing. “Who are you?” I whispered.
 

Val smiled and her head fell back. She took a deep breath and let it out in a soft sigh, then bit her lip. “You did this with your dirty talk,” she said.
 

“This isn’t just about dirty talk,” I countered.
 

Val locked eyes with me again. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s not.” 
 

“What’s it about?” I asked.
 

Val’s eyes wandered around the room, as if the answer to my question lay somewhere in the corners. “Something happened to me,” Val said, her voice breathy and soft. She closed her eyes and rubbed her puss against my cock. “It started with Matilda. When she told me I should make you a little jealous, that’s when it started.” She sank onto me so that my cock was pressed between our bodies, the head grazing against her belly as she rubbed the shaft with her soaked lips. “It started off as just a silly little thing. A game, really. But then…then you started talking about…about making me pregnant, about breeding me,” she groaned after she said the word. “And then I couldn’t stop. All I’ve been able to think about the last few days is getting off with you inside me.”
 

“Holy fuck,” I said, a finger of pleasure shooting up through me and tickling the base of my brain.
 

Val leaned forward to whisper into my ear again. “And you know what, Ken?” she said.
 

“What?” I gasped.
 

“I started and thought it was just going to be a fun thing. Like having too much to drink at a party then paying for it the next day.”
 

“Uh-huh,” I grunted.
 

“And then I woke up the next day and all I wanted was more.”
 

“More? More what?”
 

Val locked onto my eyes with hers. “Cock,” she said, her voice nearly a growl. “You’re fucking cock inside me shooting a load deep into my pussy,” she snarled. “Every time I think about it while we’re…while we’re fucking it makes me come,” she said through clenched teeth. Her hand dipped down between us and her fingers pressed against the head of my prick. She forced it down between her legs and up into herself.
 

I groaned and shook at finally being ensconced in her dripping slit.
 

“I dream about it at night,” Val said. “I dream about you filling me with your cock and pumping me full of your cum.”
 

My ears began to ring.
 

“And last night,” Val went on. “When I was telling you about Rick touching my breast, like this,” she said, lifting my hand and squeezing her tit with it. “When I felt how hard you got? Your cock got so hard,” she said, shaking her head as if in disbelief at how hard I’d been. “I thought about that, too,” she said.
 

“Thought about what?” I croaked.
 

“I thought about what it would be like to let another man do that. What it would be like to take another man inside of me while you watched.”
 

My body began to twitch and shake beneath her. My mouth fell open and a weird warbling sound came rolling out. I looked up into Val’s eyes. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…I’m so close,” I panted.
 

Val nodded and the hint of a smile formed on her lips. “I know you are,” she said. “I can feel it.” She closed her eyes and took another deep breath.
 

I couldn’t help but wonder and imagine what was going on inside her mind at that moment. I felt like if she wasn’t going to let me come soon, though, my brain might just crack.
 

Val’s eyes snapped open and she stared at me. “Is there something wrong with us?” she whispered.
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I replied.
 

“Because I’m thinking of what it would feel like to have someone else inside me right now,” she said, followed by a final lip bite.
 

The orgasm didn’t come rushing through me like a bullet through a chamber this time. It was more like a pot boiling over. Slow and messy. Cum oozed out the head of my cock before it started to spasm, bubbling over and into Val.
 

She felt it, though, because her mouth fell open and she sucked in a quick breath. Her pussy didn’t choke down on me either. It closed slowly, sealing the emission trickling from the head of my prick and pulsing as she shuddered through her own orgasm.
 

We sat there with only our hips and waists moving, arms wrapped around each other, noses in each other’s necks, clinging to each other for dear life as we fell through to the other side, to a world neither of us knew could exist but that we’d both just admitted intrigued us.
 

It was as magical as it was frightening.
 






Chapter Ten

 


We walked to brunch holding hands. Val and I never held hands. Well, not never. We had after our wedding and then a few times in pictures. But Val wasn’t really into public displays of affection, generally. Suddenly it seemed like she couldn’t give any less of a fuck if she tried.
 

She moved through the sunny Sunday smiling and content and visibly changed by what we’d just experienced.
 

For my part I was having a hard time accepting it. While Val was already sauntering through the new world we’d found, more content than I’d ever seen her, I was still clinging to the possibility that this was all an illusion. That none of it could be really because Val was…well, Val.
 

But as the day wore on into night I realized that there was no going back. We’d opened a door and walked through it. How far we’d go on the other side was still up for negotiation. But there was no putting a lid on this.
 

That afternoon we watched a movie and had a light dinner. After we’d cleaned up, Val took me by the hand and started leading me toward the bedroom even though it was only eight o’clock. “Isn’t it a little early?” I asked. “Remember your back gives you trouble if you stay in bed too long,” I pointed out.
 

Val flashed a wicked smile. “That’s only if I’m lying down,” she explained.
 

Which was enticing. No, it was pretty damn hot. Truth be told I was getting the tiniest bit sore from how much sex we’d had over the weekend. But I wasn’t about to turn down her offer. This was a dream come true and I was going to ride this wave for as long as I could before I fell off. Besides, if Val really did get pregnant, who knew what that would do to her libido? Now was the time to get some.
 

As soon as we’d stepped into the bedroom Val spun around, threw her hand around the back of my neck and pulled me into a deep and sloppy kiss. She wasn’t joking when she said she was hungry. The need in her was real, or so it seemed. Her hands fell to my belt and started tugging it open before she even pulled away from the kiss.
 

My pants were around my ankles, my cock in her hand when she finally did. I gazed into her eyes, still shocked by this woman that had been living inside my shy, reserved wife all along. “You’re…insatiable,” I said.
 

Val smirked. “Too much for you?” she asked.
 

“I didn’t say that,” I replied, letting her push me backward toward the bed.
 

She pushed my chest with both hands just as I felt my calves touch the mattress, sending me flying onto my back on the bed.
 

I kicked my pants and underwear off of my feet as Val sank to her knees on the floor in front of me. My eyes opened wide as she grabbed my dick and wagged it side to side, staring at it.
 

“It’s kind of a nasty shape, huh?” she whispered, eyeing it like she meant to eat it whole.
 

“Kind of, I guess,” I said.
 

Val giggled. “Kind of like a flesh trowel, right? For planting things?”
 

My jaw fell open which made Val burst into a fresh set of giggles. When the laughter had passed, her smile faded and she eyed me with a porn-star seriousness. “You gonna’ plant something inside me tonight?” Before I could respond, Val leaned forward and smacked her cheek three times with the head of my prick.
 

I balked even as my cock hardened up in her hand. “What…what are you doing?” I whispered.
 

Her expression got deathly serious. “I saw it in on a porno movie on the internet,” Val admitted. Tilting her head to one side, she smacked her forehead with the underside of my cock.
 

“When were you watching porn?” I asked, gobsmacked by this even filthier Val that was emerging.
 

“This morning while you were sleeping,” Val replied. She narrowed her eyes. “I saw some really dirty things, Ken.”
 

“You…you did?” I asked, my eyes opening even wider.
 

Val gave a slow nod. She turned her head to look at my cock as her fingers stroked and circled it.
 

“What did you see?” I ventured. To my knowledge, Val had never watched pornography on the internet before. At least not as long as we’d been married and I highly doubted she had before that. This was an even more astounding revelation.
 

“I watched this one movie,” she said, then tilted her head, stuck out her tongue and licked my shaft from the root to the tip.
 

I shuddered at the wet warmth of her tongue.
 

“I watched this one movie where a woman…a woman let a man finish inside her mouth,” she whispered before licking my cock again.
 

“You…you did?” I panted.
 

Val nodded. “Did you ever want to do that Ken?” Val asked softly. “Did you ever think of coming into my mouth?”
 

“Oh god so many times,” I said.
 

Val positioned her mouth over the head of my cock and lowered it, engulfing the head inside her sweet lips and swiping her tongue along the ridge of my glans. “You have to do something for me first,” she said, popping off with a wet smack.
 

“Anything,” I said.
 

Val stood up and stripped her shirt off over her head. She undid her bra, her tits sagging as she released them. Tucking her fingers into the top of her pants, she shimmied her hips, wiggling them off until she was standing naked in front of me. Then she laid down on the bed and lifted her legs, wrapping her arms around her calves and tipping them back so her pussy was pointed straight up. “I want you to do me like this,” she said. “So I can see you going in.”
 

I scrambled up off my back and onto my knees in between Val’s legs. My cock was throbbing an angry red as I pointed the tip of it at her pussy.
 

Val was staring intently at her opening. She licked her lips. “Put it in me, Ken,” she ordered.
 

I sank lower driving my cock into her soaked lips then buried the rest of my shaft into her.
 

Val threw her head back and moaned. She let go of her legs and grabbed my ass, pulling me deeper into herself.
 

I grunted as my balls smacked against her ass. Tendrils of pleasure started crawling up my spine as my mind descended to the space between my legs. I stared at Val’s breasts as I began to thrust, watching them slap against each other on her chest.
 

“Oh god Ken it feels so good,” Val groaned, seemingly lost in the moment. A second later her eyes open and she stared directly at me. She raked her nails up my back, then down again. “Do you want to see another man inside me?” she whispered.
 

My cock jerked inside her, stiffening as it threatened to spill it’s contents at what she’d said. I could barely believe what I’d heard. A hot and angry jealous roared to life inside me. Beneath it pulsed a raw and primal lust. Beside myself, I did something I’d never done before. I grabbed Val by the throat and pinned her to the bed.
 

Her momentary shock faded quickly and a wicked smile blossomed on her face. She licked her lips and purred as I fucked my cock harder into her. “You like that? You like thinking of your wife being a cheating little slut for you?”
 

I gritted my teeth and slammed into her so hard it shook the bed. “You wouldn’t,” I said, shaking my head, my eyes locked onto hers.
 

“You sure about that?” she said, biting her lip.
 

I could feel my blood coursing in my veins, my heart thumping so hard in my chest I felt it in my feet. I drove myself into her again coming precariously close to the edge of a climax. “You fucking slut,” was all I could manage to grunt as I did my best not to come.
 

Val grabbed my back and hauled herself up off the bed until our foreheads were touching. “Do you want it, Ken? Do you want me to take another man for you?”
 

I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath as I pulled my cock out of her and prayed I hadn’t tipped over the edge. My mind was swimming in a frothing cocktail of arousal laced with jealousy, anger and feelings I didn’t even have a name for. My cock was twitching and I could feel seed oozing through it, my body ready to dump another load inside Val. I felt her hand drift up into the hair on the back of my head. Her fingers curled in a light scratch that made my eyes open.
 

She was staring straight at me. “I’d do it for you,” she said. “I’d let another man put his penis inside me if you want.”
 

That proved too much. My hips jutted forward, plowing my prick into Val’s clenching snatch. The semen that had built up inside it shot out the head, a bubbling frothy mess of creamy white coating her insides. I moaned as the vision of Val in this exact position, on her back with her feet high in the air but with another man’s organ in her instead of mine tightened around my mind like a vise.
 

“I want to do it Ken,” Val whispered as I crested my climax. “I want to do it for you.”
 

It gave my orgasm a pleasant twist of pain hearing her say it. It was only once I’d floated back into myself that a spike of anguish drove into my gut. Still inside Val, I lifted myself to look into her eyes. “Are we…are we really going to do this?” I asked softly.
 

“I think I want to,” Val said, her expression as serious as I’d ever seen it.
 

Another spike jabbed into my gut. But my flagging cock flopped inside her. “Holy shit,” I whispered.
 

“Ken?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“I…can you help me? I really need to come.”
 






Chapter Eleven

 


I got a surprisingly good sleep that night. Exhausted by our copious couplings, and after “helping” Val, I fell into a deep and dreamless sleep that ended all too quickly when the alarm rang at six the next morning.
 

Val stirred to life as I slipped out of bed and made my way toward the bathroom to take my shower. By the time I’d finished she was in the kitchen, the smell of toast and black coffee filling the condo.
 

I dressed in the usual shirt and tie that I wore to work, then walked into the kitchen where Val, to my surprise, was standing at the counter buttering toast wearing nothing more than an old white t-shirt that went barely to her thighs. The sight of her lithe legs, one bent slightly at the knee, had me thinking of calling in sick. I walked up behind her and she tilted her head to one side to let me kiss her neck.
 

It was only when I touched her that the memory of what she’d said the night before loomed larger in my mind. Of course I’d thought of it when I first woke up. But when I pressed my lips against her neck and smelled her scent it suddenly became far more real.
 

“You’re scruffy,” Val said. “You didn’t want to shave?”
 

“I thought you liked it when I was a little scratchy?” I replied.
 

“I do,” she said and I could hear by her tone that she was smiling.
 

“Val?”
 

“Yes sweetheart?” she whispered.
 

“About last night,” I said, then paused.
 

Val turned around and looked at me with smiling eyes. “What about it?” She looked angelic in the light of dawn streaming through the window.
 

“You know what? Maybe we should save this until tonight when I get home. It’ll give us more time to talk,” I said, returning her smile and tucking a stray tress of hair behind her ear. As eager as I was to know whether she’d been serious about what she’d said life wasn’t only about eroticism. It would be hotter to leave it to that evening anyways. Would give me something to think about as I went about my day.
 

Val nodded. “Sure,” she said.
 

The doorbell rang.
 

We both frowned, puzzled by who could be at the door at that time of morning.
 

“I’ll get it,” I said. Prying myself away from Val’s warm body I walked through the hall adjusting my tie in the mirror as I passed it. When I peered through the peephole to see who was standing on the other side, my heart skipped a beat.
 

It was Craig.
 

I undid the deadbolt and swung the door open. “Craig?”
 

“Hey buddy!” he said, his voice booming through the hallway and into the apartment.
 

“What are you doing here?”
 

Craig cocked his head to one side. “Uh…the bathroom?” he replied.
 

It took a moment before things started to click. Craig was doing the bathroom. Craig, who had first planted the seed of this bizarre idea we’d explored all weekend, in my mind. Handsome, swaggering Craig was going to be working on the bathroom. And Val was going to be home all day. Craig, Val.
 

Val, Craig.
 

My vision tunnelled and the my stomach cramped. I nearly had to reach out and put a hand on the wall to keep from falling down.
 

“Everything okay pal?” Craig asked. “You’re looking a little white.”
 

“Ken? Who is it?”
 

Val’s voice behind me grounded me back in the moment. Then I remembered what she was wearing. I turned around and tried to make myself as big as possible to shield her modesty from what I knew would be Craig’s leering eyes.
 

Val was looking over my shoulder trying to see who was at the door.
 

“It’s…I forgot to tell you, Craig’s…I asked him to do the bathroom this week. I just didn’t think it would be now,” I explained.
 

Val should have turned and walked red-faced back to the bedroom. That’s what the Val I’d married would have done. But this was not the Val I married.
 

This Val’s eyes lit up and she put a hand on my arm and moved me out of the way. I caught a glimpse of Craig’s raised eyebrows at seeing Val standing there in nothing but a t-shirt and my heart thumped.
 

“Craig!” Val said, smiling.
 

“Uh…hey Valerie,” Craig replied, dropping his eyes to the ground and rubbing the back of his neck to keep himself from staring. Trouble was he couldn’t. Every few seconds his eyes would dart up, first to Val’s legs, then higher to her breasts, unconstrained by a bra, the nipples now poking lewdly through the thin fabric of the shirt she was wearing.
 

“We’re getting the bathroom done?” Val said, turning to me her expression a mixture of surprise and delight.
 

“I was going to surprise you,” I muttered, my voice tight.
 

“Ken! You’re amazing!” Val squealed, throwing her arms around my neck. She lifted one foot off the floor as she hugged me.
 

Craig’s eyes immediately darted to her supple thigh, then slightly higher to the round orbs of her rear.
 

It felt like I was struggling to breathe. The fantasy we’d toyed with the whole weekend suddenly solidified from an ephemeral, hazy thing into a freight train barrelling toward me at full speed. Something needed to be done. One look into Val’s eyes made me certain of that. This was no time for insinuations or misunderstandings. I needed to make it clear to her that the fantasy was still just that. Something between us. Something that had to stay in our bedroom, at least for the time being.
 

“Aren’t you going to ask him in?” Val said, looking up at me with a twinkle in her eye.
 

Her transformation from angelic innocent to lusty vixen was immediate and intense.
 

“Uh, of course. Craig why don’t you come in. There’s coffee in the kitchen. I just need to talk to Val for a sec before I go to work,” I said, glaring at Val and not once turning to Craig as I spoke to him.
 

“Sure thing. I’ve got a few more things to bring up anyways. Mind if I leave this here?” Without waiting for an answer, Craig deposited his tool belt on the tile floor in the hallway and walked back down the hall to get the rest of his things.
 

I shut the door behind him and turned to Val again. “This isn’t…you’re not…what I mean is…” I lifted a finger and paused, trying to collect my thoughts.
 

Val pressed up against me, her hand coming up between my legs to cup my cock. Instead of my cock, she found my balls, making me huff out a short breath of air. “Craig?” she asked, one eyebrow raised.
 

I shook my head. “No, no. It’s not…”
 

Val’s eyes narrowed as she pressed a finger against my lips. “Did you set this up?” she asked.
 

I shook my head again, more vehement this time. “No,” I said, not letting a single note of uncertainty creep into my tone. Then, just to be sure she knew I meant it, I pulled her finger away from my lips and stared deep into her eyes. “Do not try anything with Craig.”
 

Val seemed unconvinced.
 

Which was terrifying.
 

“Oh so you didn’t just happen to invite Craig to do the bathroom after everything we talked about?” she asked, then giggled.
 

I’d never experienced anything quite like the feeling of losing control the way I did in that moment. For a few, dizzying seconds I had the impression that no matter what I did or said, Val wouldn’t believe me. That she would, instead, take Craig’s presence as an inference of what I really wanted. It didn’t help that my cock was swelling into her palm. “Val,” I said, breathing fast and shallow. “Seriously. Don’t do this. I just forgot to tell you he was coming.”
 

Val leaned forward and gave me a soft kiss as her hand slipped up and stroked my bulging shaft. “Oh he’ll be coming,” she said. “And I won’t forget to tell you about it tonight.” Then she kissed me on the cheek.
 

It was the closest I’d ever come to feeling like the world was falling apart around me. As if I was standing inside an illusion, a giant mirror and great big shards of it were cleaving off revealing only blackness on the other side. “Val,” I whispered, my voice now shaking. “I’m serious. Don’t…don’t…”
 

Don’t fuck Craig while I’m gone.
 

My cock flexed, the head of it as hard as a fist in Val’s palm.
 

“Don’t what?” she whispered. “Don’t fuck Craig while you’re gone?”
 

It was as if she’d reached into my mind and plucked the words out for herself.
 

My mouth fell open as I gazed into her eyes.
 

“It’s kind of perfect though, isn’t it?” she said. “Even if you didn’t mean it? It’s kind of perfect that he’s here.”
 

The urge to scream and shake her nearly overwhelmed me. And I wasn’t like that. Grace under pressure was my thing. But this wasn’t pressure. This was me hurtling through a nightmare of my own making with nothing to grab onto and not knowing how deep the pit went. “Please,” I whispered, a final, pitiful plea to the woman I loved, to the person holding my happiness in her hands, not to betray what we’d built these last three years.
 

Val ran her finger up and down the underside of my cock through the fabric of my pants and closed her eyes. Her chest heaved as her mind conjured up god only knew what perversion it could come up with. When she opened her eyes again there was a calming stillness to the look in them. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. “And that makes me so hot.” She bit her lip and took another deep breath, causing her breasts to rise and fall again. “But if you don’t want me to, I won’t,” she finally said.
 

The tension filling me blew out like air out of a whoopee cushion. “Oh my god you don’t know how glad I am to hear you say that,” I blurted.
 

Val smiled. “I guess I’ll go take a shower then,” she said, pecking me one last time on the lips. “Before Craig tears up the bathroom.” And by the way she looked at me as she said it I could tell this wasn’t just about her getting clean. She was going to torment Craig the whole time he was here. Was she going to stay in that shirt all day? Or was she going to put on yoga pants and prance around swinging her ass until his dick was so hard he’d have to pump one out over the toilet.
 

And now that the immediate danger of Val letting Craig inside her had subsided, that idea was so arousing that I had no clue how I was going to get through my day. I stood in the hall and watched Val disappear into the bathroom.
 

Three quick knocks came at the door again and I opened it to see Craig with his arms full of tools.
 

“Hey again buddy. You better get going or you’re gonna be late!” he barked as he stomped past me into the apartment. “Where’d your wife get off to?” he said, peering in toward the kitchen, then the bedroom.
 

I nearly snarled at him but managed to keep my composure. “She went to take a shower before you get started. Why don’t you go have some coffee? I’ve got to get to work.” I picked up my laptop bag from beneath the table where we kept our keys and stepped out the door.
 

“Hey pal?”
 

I turned around to see Craig’s crooked grin. “What?” I growled.
 

“Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of Valerie today.”
 

I knew it was just Craig being stupid Craig but the instinct gripped me to grab him by the front of his shirt and mash my fist against his face. I shook my head instead. “Fuck off, Craig,” I muttered.
 

Craig looked…taken aback, to be honest. Something I somewhat appreciated. “Wow,” he said, raising his hands. “Somebody got up on the wrong side of the bed.”
 

Realizing that nothing good was going to come from standing there I jerked my head in an unfriendly “goodbye” and stormed down the hall toward the elevator.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


I won’t say my day at work passed quickly. In fact it was possibly one of the longest days of my life. I could barely focus on anything. My mind would constantly wander back to my apartment, back to where Craig was working on the bathroom, and where Val was potentially prancing around in her too-short shirt and taunting him with her legs.
 

This resulted in trips to the bathroom every fifteen minutes where I’d stand in a stall and breathe through the massive erection that idea gave me. A few times I thought of actually just stroking one out but thought knew that would probably be the end of my job, if not my career, if someone caught me.
 

By the time I got into the car to drive home I was exhausted from the mental effort of trying to stay focused all day long. But the closer I got to my condo my energy returned, my cock bulging in my lap as I thought of what was going to happen when I saw Val.
 

My cell phone rang.
 

Glancing at the screen on the dashboard, I saw Craig’s number. I mashed the green button on the steering wheel to pick up. “Hello?”
 

“Dude,” Craig said, his voice gravelly.
 

My throat tightened at his tone. My mind began to race. Why was he calling? What was he about to tell me? My thoughts careened toward the unthinkable, that Craig was calling to confess that he’d bedded Val in my absence. “What’s up?” I said, doing my best to keep the tension out of my voice.
 

“Don’t hate me, bud,” Craig said.
 

My fists clenched around the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles turned white. “What?” Stopping at a red light I closed my eyes and braced myself as I waited for Craig to turn my life upside down.
 

“Your wife was trying to bag me, man!” Craig said and followed it up with a low chuckle.
 

My stomach twisted into knots. “What?”
 

“I told you to lock that shit down! She was fucking dancing around the condo in that t-shirt all day asking me if I needed anything, fucking bending over to get a pan out of the cupboard when I came into the kitchen for a glass of water. I saw a piece of her pussy dude!”
 

A jealous rage burned up my throat. “What are you talking about?”
 

“I’m not fucking with you!” Craig said. “You better breed that little pony quick because she’s fucking hot to trot.”
 

For a moment I wanted to reach through the phone and choke him. But each fresh swell of anger at what he’d said was followed by a wave of bubbling, gurgling lust that made my cock sore from how hard it was. “You’re being a dick,” I said to Craig.
 

“Hey!” he barked and this time I was a little taken aback by his tone. He really meant it. “I am being exactly the opposite of a dick right now. I’m telling you your wife was acting like a fucking slut not that I slept with her, which I fucking could have the way she was begging for it.”
 

The thought of Val sauntering through the apartment trying to catch Craig’s eye and begging for it, as he described it, with her body was almost blinding. But through that bright flash of rage that had me seeing stars, an idea emerged.
 

An idea at once so dark and sinister and at the same time paralysingly erotic. Val was into this. This wasn’t just dirty talking any more. Val, my wife, my sweet, shy partner and confidant was hungry for another man.
 

Which made me start to wonder just how far would she take this if given the chance? How much would it take for her to break, or maybe just bend, our vows and step outside the boundaries of our marriage? Not much, it seemed. Which was equally arousing in it’s own disgusting way.
 

“You still there?” Craig bleated, pulling me from my thoughts and back into the car.
 

Behind me a horn sounded and I glanced up to realize the light had changed to green. On an impulse I flicked the turn signal and mashed my foot on the gas, darted across into the right turn lane to the sounds of more horns as I cut the guy behind me off. “I’m still here,” I growled.
 

“What the hell’s going on out there? You in a traffic jam or something?”
 

“Everything’s fine,” I replied, doing fifteen over the speed limit toward the plaza on the other end of town. The tips of my fingers were tingling with nerves as I calculated the best way to go about this. There would need to be evidence. A few discreetly placed cameras would take care of that. But there would need to be a cock involved, too. And that problem was a little more sticky. “You finish the bathroom?” I asked Craig.
 

“Are you kidding? I only just started. It’s going to be like, three, maybe four more days. Why? You pulling me off the job? I told you I didn’t fuck her, man,” Craig explained.
 

“I’m not pulling you off the job,” I said, turning right into the plaza full of big box stores. “But I need you to do something else for me.”
 

“Okay,” Craig said, sighing. He seemed relieved. “What is it?”
 

Pulling into a parking spot I turned the car off and sat there gathering the courage for what I was about to say. “We’re friends, right?” I asked.
 

There was a moment of silence on the line. “What? Yeah. Whatever. I guess.” Craig wasn’t one to talk at length about these things.
 

“I need you to do me a favour,” I explained.
 

“Okay. You gonna’ tell me what it is?”
 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. The breath brought clarity. When I opened them again the world seemed sharper than before. And my decision had been made. “I want you to fuck Valerie.”
 



***

 


I walked through the door of the condo later that evening to find nearly all the lights off. I opened my mouth to call out and see if Valerie was there but the faint sliver of shifting light coming from underneath the bedroom door caught my attention. I closed the door quietly behind me and listened.
 

Soft moaning sounds could be heard through the bedroom door. My chest suddenly felt full as I set down my laptop bag, slipped off my shoes and walked across the hall to stand by the door.
 

Closer to the source of the sound I could now make out that there were two sets of moans and a low rumbling male voice beneath them. One set, along with the rumbling, were tinny, obviously coming from a speaker. The other voice was Val’s. Pressing my fingers against the door, I swung it open a crack to peer inside. My heart leaped into my throat.
 

Val was lying naked on the bed with her legs splayed wide open. The fingers of one hand were between her legs, gliding along the glistening folds of her drenched pussy, rubbing just beneath the hood of her opening and against her clit. She was holding her phone up with her other hand, occasionally opening her eyes to glance at it as she stroked herself.
 

“You like that? You like that?” the male voice growled.
 

“Oh fuck yes!” the female squeaked.
 

Val moaned as her fingers started flicking faster along her sex.
 

“You want me to dump it in you baby?”
 

My cock rose to an aching stiffness again.
 

Val’s lips twisted into a pleasured snarl and her mouth fell open as she started panting.
 

“You want me to finish in you?” the male voice asked again.
 

“Ask him,” the woman replied in a breathy tone.
 

Val bit her lip and stared at the screen.
 

“What do you say, boss?” the man asked. “You want me to breed your bitch?” The video went silent for a moment before a third, also male, voice replied “do it,” in no uncertain terms.
 

Val sucked in a breath. Her eyes opened wide as she stared at the screen.
 

A frantic mewl erupted from the speaker, the voice of the woman being seen to. “Oh god baby he’s coming inside me. He’s coming in my pussy, I can feel it!” she squealed.
 

Val emitted a sharp shriek of her own. As her body began to spasm on the bed, she shoved two fingers into her pussy and started pumping them in and out.
 

My hands balled into fists, the heat in my loins nearly bursting through my cock as I watched her climax.
 

The phone fell from her hand onto the bed. She grabbed her breast with that free hand and started kneading and pawing it, pinching the nipple as her orgasm drained out of her. As it faded her toes curled, her thighs still occasionally twitching, fingers buried deep inside her entrance.
 

I waited until her body went completely still, staring at her supple curves, before pushing the door open wider.
 

Val sat up with a gasp, momentarily forgetting her new self, and covered her breasts, tugging the comforter over her body with her other hand. When she realized it was me, she smiled. “You scared me,” she whispered. “How long have you been standing there?”
 

“Long enough,” I replied, my voice even. I took a step into the room. Arousal swelled inside me as I walked toward the bed. The scent of Val’s dripping sex filled the room. “You have a good day then?” I asked, unbuckling my belt.
 

Val’s smile turned a little more sly. “Good enough,” she said, still a little breathless from her orgasm.
 

“Yeah? What’d you do?” I asked, unbuttoning my shirt and shrugging it off.
 

“You know,” she said with a shrug. “Just house stuff.”
 

Lying little slut.
 

But somehow her lie, I wasn’t even really sure it was that, I always took everything Craig said with a grain of salt, didn’t inspire the anger or jealous rage I was expected. It had almost the opposite effect. When I looked at Val I didn’t see a wicked vixen trying to get a little something on the side behind her husband’s back. I saw a sultry goddess ready to do her husband’s bidding. “Come here,” I said, letting my pants fall around my ankles and stepping out of them.
 

Val raised an eye at the order but obeyed it. She shuffled to the edge of the bed and sat there, no longer worried that her tits were hanging out for me to see. “Why?” she whispered. “What are you going to do to me?” She glanced down at my erection and for a moment I could have sworn she was going to lick her lips.
 

“You’re going to get on your knees and suck my cock.”
 

An incredulous expression formed on her face, her eyes opening wider and her chest swelling as she drew in a breath. She bit her lip but did as I said, slipping off the edge of the bed where she’d been sitting and down onto the floor on her knees.
 

Grabbing my cock I took a step toward her so I was towering over her. I slapped her cheek with the side of my meat.
 

Val let out a breathy “ah” and her mouth stayed open.
 

“You like that? You like being a cock-hungry slut?”
 

Val responded with a smile and an eager nod.
 

“Then take it,” I said, pressing the head of my prick past her lips and feeding her dick until felt the back of her throat.
 

Val gagged.
 

I pulled out, giving her time to catch her breath and quell her gag reflex.
 

She looked up at me with wide eyes as she leaned back and let the head of my cock fall out of her mouth. She flicked her tongue side to side under the head before swallowing half of it. Her cheeks hollowed as she started to suck. As she began bobbing slowly back and forth she started purring. Low “mmm” sounds, the kind porn stars made, like there was no better way the could imagine of spending their time than with a cock in their mouth.
 

Except Val’s seemed genuine. When she grabbed the root of my cock with her fist and squeezed, she closed her eyes and swept her tongue along the underside of my shaft and moaned.
 

The vibration of the sound made my cock flex.
 

I don’t think I’ve ever seen her more beautiful than when she opened her eyes and looked up at me again with that hungry expression. The way she was looking at me made it seem like she was absolutely begging for it, for everything I could give her.
 

As Val’s sucking intensified my mind drifted back to the conversation I’d had with Craig in the car. I imagined Val waltzing around the condo, flaunting her goods trying to catch Craig’s eyes. I thought of her bending over in that t-shirt, exposing a part of herself to another man that only I’d had the privilege of knowing since we’d been married.
 

And while a part of me still clung to the notion that I should be upset with her, that as a man I should feel threatened by her newfound desires, that part seemed distant and unimportant. There was still a jealous edge to my arousal but the pain of it only sharpened the pleasure I felt at knowing that Val was discovering a side of herself that was previously buried.
 

There was something wondrous and terrifying about watching the woman I loved cracking out of her repressed shell and becoming a sexual animal. An animal that not only followed her baser urges but submitted to them.
 

As the cum started to drain from my balls into my vas I thought of spilling the whole story. It would no doubt spice up the blowjob to tell Val that Craig had confessed, that I knew she had been a little slut that day, hungry not just for my cock but for any cock she could get.
 

But the plan I’d laid out for the next day was too intriguing to spoil for a little extra heat. If all went well the payoff would be more than worth it. I grunted as my cock twitched, the first spasm of my coming climax flexing my cock in Val’s mouth.
 

She popped off my cock, breathless with her tongue hanging out and started stroking my cock with her hand. “Do you want to do it in my mouth?” she whispered.
 

I didn’t reply. I gazed into her eyes, fascinated by this creature I could take some credit for creating.
 

Val sank her lips back over my cock and started sucking and bobbing, her hand twisting around my shaft like she needed every last drop I had to give.
 

I rose toward the peak of my climax staring at her tits slapping against each other, eyeing the slick wet her mouth left on my organ and feeling my brain drop down between my legs until the feeling there was all that existed. “Fuck,” I grunted, my cock twitching. “I’m gonna’ come in your fucking mouth.”
 

Val’s eyes opened wider, like nothing could have given her more pleasure. She redoubled her efforts, fucking me with her face like a true porn star. Unlike a true porn star, Val had never taken a load in her mouth before.
 

Maybe I should have pulled out and glazed her face and tits. But the sight of cock disappearing into her lips and the feeling of her hot, wet mouth gliding along my shaft proved irresistible. I shouted as a shot of hot spunk blasted out of the head of my prick.
 

Val’s eyes bulged as it hit the back of her throat but, god bless her, she kept going. When the next wad erupted into her mouth she coughed. A splatter of cum flew out of her nose and landed on the fist she had wrapped around my prick. And still she kept going.
 

I groaned as my climax twisted through me, staring at Val’s reddening face, cum dripping out the sides of her mouth. As Val slowed I watched my cock twitching rhythmically, expunging the remaining ejaculate into Val’s waiting mouth. It was over too soon and my knees went weak at how spent I felt. A pang of guilt wormed through me at what I’d done to my wife.
 

But to my surprise and delight, Val didn’t run to the bathroom with her hand over her mouth and vomit out my seed into the toilet. She looked up at me, flecks of sperm clinging to her lip where she’d snorted it out of her nose, and her mouth fell open.
 

A stream of milky-white cream oozed past her lips, falling with a wet splatter between her breasts and then rolling down her stomach to where it was eventually stopped in it’s tracks by her thick bush. She pushed out the rest of my emission with her tongue and glanced down at the mess on her chest.
 

Until that point I’d felt like I was king of the world. My wife sucking me to a climax with her lips on the end of my cock. But the waning of each orgasm bends the light back to the way we normally see it. Another pang of guilt gripped me. “Are you okay?” I asked.
 

Val looked up. Putting her hands behind her on the bed, she stood up tall in front of me.
 

The sight of my secretion caking on her creamy flesh was an impossible distraction.
 

“That was filthy,” Val said.
 

“I’m sorry I…”
 

“Don’t be sorry,” Val interrupted, shaking her head. “Just let me know when you’re ready to go again.” Leaning forward she pecked me on the cheek before sauntering out and into the bathroom.
 

I’m not sure how long I stood there, at once stunned and elated at what Val had become. Tomorrow was going to be an incredible day, if everything went as planned.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


It had taken some convincing to get Craig on board, which came as somewhat of a surprise. For all his big talk about Val and how I needed to breed her pussy to lock her down his reaction to my request was unexpected. You’d think a stud like Craig would have said something like “Yeah bro!” high-fived me and got on with it.
 

No.
 

“Ew gross dude!” was what he’d first said after a long silence on the line.
 

I’d nearly chickened out and told him I was joking when I first heard that. But the terrifying promise of seeing Val debauched seemed a touch safer if it was going to be done by someone like Craig.
 

Val had absolutely zero interest in him romantically, of that much I was certain. She obviously wasn’t offended by his looks, given that she’d spent the better part of Monday flaunting her lady bits in front of him. Both of these things made Craig seem like a safe bet.
 

In the end I was quite proud of myself for the coaxing and cajoling I did to get him to agree to try and bed Val the next day. I told him that it was his warning that had inspired the idea. I told him, possibly revealing a bit too much about our private life that past weekend, that Val had taken to my dirty suggestions like a duck to water. That had softened him but not enough for him to agree outright to do what I was asking.
 

What cinched it was a little white lie. A small exaggeration that, during our naughty weekend, Val had dropped his name as we’d flirted with the possibility of an extra-marital experience.
 

“Really? She said that about me?” Craig had asked.
 

A few more assurances and then a mention that Val had also called him a “stud” who she was certain would “get the job done,” was what finally got him on board. After a few more reassurances that, no matter what happened, this would not affect our relationship – something Craig was surprisingly concerned about – had cemented his resolve.
 

After Val fell asleep that night I spent an hour fidgeting with hiding a small battalion of goPro cameras around the condo to cover as many possible angles as I could. Another hour was spent connecting them to an app that would live stream all of the feeds straight to my smartphone.
 

I woke up the next morning with a massive hard-on and the sound of my blood rushing through my ears in anticipation of what the day might bring. After a quick shower I popped into the kitchen to find Val, once again, wearing a very flimsy t-shirt, no bra and possibly no underwear. Trying to act as normal as possible I gave her a kiss and poured myself a cup of coffee. “Any plans for today?” I asked, leaning against the counter and watching her butter her toast.
 

Val shrugged. “I don’t know. Just putter around, I guess.”
 

I couldn’t help but wonder whether she was already thinking of Craig. Again I felt the impulse to tell her what I’d done, admit that the house was full of cameras and that Craig had been primed to try and take her.
 

But her not knowing added an intensely erotic element to the situation. Sure, we’d talked about this over the weekend. I’d walked in on her masturbating to what was presumably a man watching his wife being bred by a stranger. She’d even told me outright that she wanted to be with another man. I just hadn’t given her permission.
 

That was the part that in turns terrified and scintillated me. Was Val really so changed that she’d have sex behind my back? Had she really turned into such a greedy little whore that she’d fuck Craig while I was out of the house?
 

I have to admit I wasn’t really thinking clearly or that far ahead. I was too wrapped up in the moment to worry about what the repercussions of her caving might be. This was all just a game after all. We were just playing. It was like dirty talk except…better.
 

By the time I’d finished my coffee, however, the prospect of leaving Val alone, knowing that Craig was locked and loaded and ready to try and fuck her, had me a little shaky. “I guess I should go,” I said, picking up my laptop bag and heading for the door.
 

Val followed me down the hall. “Okay. You want anything special for dinner?”
 

I turned to look at her, my eyes wandering down to her exposed thighs. “You going to wear that all day?” I asked.
 

Val raised an eyebrow. “Why?” she asked, her tone tinged with put-on innocence.
 

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Might be a distraction for Craig while he’s working,” I said.
 

Val raised both eyebrows this time. “Did he say something?” she asked, sounding a little breathless.
 

My heart rate spiked as I imagined what she might be thinking. She must have been aware that she’d had some effect on him the previous day. Val didn’t prance around strange men in her underwear. What was really scary was wondering what place inside her that was coming from. Was she doing it consciously? Or was it just a feral reaction to the need she felt?
 

The first option felt safe. The second? Not so much. The second seemed like a thing that would be far more difficult to control.
 

I took a step toward her, staring into her eyes with a stern expression. “What are you doing Val?” I asked. I couldn’t tell whether her puzzlement was feigned or genuine.
 

“I’m just…I’m just…” Her eyes focused on some spot far away as she searched within for the answer to the question.
 

I waited for quite some time for her to come up with an answer but none came. It was somewhat disquieting but I knew Craig was going to be there soon and I didn’t want to be when he arrived. I kissed her on the forehead. “I’ll see you when you I get home.”
 

I pulled the car out onto the street from the garage and turned right, the way I normally did when I was going to work, in case Val was watching. But as soon as I’d turned the corner I found a spot on the street and backed in. I pulled out my cell phone, turned on the screen and tapped the streaming app I’d set up the previous evening.
 

My reaction to the image that popped up on the screen was not at all what I’d expected. The view was from the camera I’d installed in the hall, just behind the potted plant that was standing on the table where we left our keys. There was Val, standing in her skimpy shirt and in front of her, with his back turned to me, was Craig. A cold sweat broke out on my forehead and my hands started shaking a little.
 

Suddenly this thing that had been just a fantasy turned into something very real and very visceral. My heart started to thump in my chest as I watched Val’s nipples stiffen and poke against the fabric of her shirt. “Hey,” she said.
 

“Hey,” Craig replied. He set his tool belt down on the ground. “That coffee I smell?” he asked.
 

Val smiled. “It is. You want some?”
 

“That’d be great,” Craig replied. When Val turned to walk to the kitchen his eyes immediately fell to her swaying ass and stayed there until she’d disappeared.
 

I could barely switch the view to the camera in the kitchen, my hands were shaking so badly. When it flipped, the camera installed on top of one of the cupboards, I got a view of Craig striding in, his gait as cocky as ever.
 

Val poured out a mug of coffee, turned around and handed it to him.
 

Craig palmed it and took a sip.
 

Val leaned against the counter and crossed her legs. They stared at each other for a while.
 

“You at home again today?” Craig asked after a long silence.
 

“Uh-huh,” Val replied with a nod.
 

“Cool,” Craig said, then drank some more of the coffee.
 

As he tipped his head back to finish the cup I saw Val’s eyes dart down his body and settle on his crotch for a moment before she looked back up into his.
 

My stomach clenched at what I was seeing. Val was biting her lip now, gazing at Craig with a sultry stare that could only mean one thing.
 

She wanted him.
 

Craig smiled with half his mouth as he leaned forward to set his coffee mug back down on the counter. His face came so close to Val’s cheek I thought he was going in for a kiss. 
 

My insides seized at seeing that but my cock kept throbbing between my legs.
 

“Can I get you anything else?” Val asked, putting her hands on the counter and leaning back. Her posture and expression said it all. Want to go for a ride?
 

“Ken’s one hell of a lucky guy,” Craig said, rubbing his chin.
 

Val smirked and turned her head to look out the window, like a woman pretending the compliment meant nothing and she didn’t care for the attention. “Thanks, I guess?” she said, her tone dismissive.
 

“You’re welcome,” Craig replied. “He usually okay with letting you walk around dressed like that?”
 

Val scowled. “What?”
 

Craig shrugged as his eyes fell to her tits. He made no effort to conceal that he was staring at them. He stared at them long enough for Val’s cheeks to heat. “I’m just saying if I had a wife I’d sure as hell make her put some more clothes on before my buddy got there to do the bathroom.”
 

Val huffed and rolled her eyes. “What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.
 

“It means I know you want it,” Craig said.
 

Val’s mouth fell open in disbelief.
 

Craig smirked. “Oh, yeah, right. You don’t know what I’m talking about, right?” He laughed and shook his head. “Lie all you want but I can smell you from where I’m standing.”
 

Val’s face went bright red as her eyes opened wide in horror.
 

I felt as if I’d left my own body in that moment. Staring at the screen watching Val’s reactions to what Craig was saying was intoxicating.
 

When Craig took a step toward her Val sucked in a sharp breath but didn’t recoil. He was towering over her slender body, his builder’s frame nearly obscuring her from view. “You want to do this?” Craig asked.
 

Val swallowed, staring into his eyes. “Do what?” she whispered, like she had no clue.
 

Instead of replying, Craig put a finger under her chin and tilted her head back.
 

A fist squeezed around my heart as I watched him lean forward, tilt his head and bring his mouth an inch in front of hers.
 

“Fuck you smell good,” he growled.
 

Val turned her head ever so slightly to one side, away from Craig’s lips but exposing her neck.
 

Craig brought it back into position with his finger then closed the distance between them.
 

My lust soared as I watched them lock lips. Arousal thrummed down my body as Craig’s jaw started to move, his tongue plunging into Val’s mouth and playing with hers. But the most potently erotic part of it all was that Val did nothing to resist.
 

She gave into him completely, letting him taste her and suck her lips. When his hand came up and palmed her breast her chest rose, pressing against his palm. As if this is everything she’d ever wanted from a man. To hear him tell her she reeked of sex, that he knew what she wanted and that he’d be the one giving it to her.
 

I knew that in that moment her transformation was complete. There would be no going back from any of this. She was a changed woman for better or for worse and we would both have to live with whatever came of that.
 

Craig’s clawing hand twisted, cupping her breast, his finger and thumb trailing down to the tip of it where the nipple was erect beneath her shirt. He squeezed it gently, as if he were testing what her reaction would be.
 

When Val pressed closer to him he took it a step further. Pinching her nipple, he twisted it to one side.
 

Val’s body arched sideways but the moan that escaped her lips into his mouth meant one thing. She wanted this. More than anything.
 

I sat with my eyes glued to the screen, ignorant of the world around me and entirely focused on the way Craig was manipulating Val’s body with his hands and mouth. When he pulled away from the kiss, he kept his finger and thumb on her nipple, his eyes on hers watching the pained expression on her face. When she whimpered, he released the tender bud, leaned forward and touched his cheek to hers. He whispered something inaudible.
 

I scrambled, thumbing at my phone to try and turn up the volume.
 

Val’s eyes went wide and her chest swelled again.
 

By the time I’d managed to turn the volume up to full it was too late. Craig had already pulled back and was staring into her eyes. “You suck good dick?”
 

Val’s eyes darted away, suddenly shy, a shadow of her past self gracing her expression for a few seconds. “I…I don’t know. I guess?” she said.
 

Hearing her answer was like a fist to the gut, but one that drove right into my innards and melted into something incredibly hot and wet and sticky. Pre-cum was seeping out of the head of my cock and a dark stain had formed on the crotch of my pants. This was going to happen. This was it. I was going to watch Val take another man’s cock into her mouth.
 

Craig jerked his belt buckle open and pushed his pants down. He reached into his boxers and hauled out and impressive slab of meat. Already half-erect, the head of it glowed an angry red.
 

Val’s eyes fell to his member and widened. It was the first cock she’d seen since we’d been married and probably one of only a handful she’d laid eyes on in her life. Her reaction was magnificent. A shy and innocent wonder as she gazed at another man’s prick.
 

“You like that?” Craig asked.
 

Val swallowed and shrugged. She chewed on the inside of her lip, her eyes darting sideways in shame at what she was doing.
 

“You want to touch it?” Craig said.
 

Val’s eyes fluttered back to his meat as she licked her lips. “I don’t know,” she said with a shrug. “I guess.”
 

Craig reached out and took her hand in his. He drew it closer to himself. Putting his hand on the back of hers he twisted it until her palm was hovering just an inch above his prick. “Come on. It’s not gonna’ bite,” he said. He smirked as he pulled her hand closer and wrapped it into a fist over his shaft.
 

Val’s mouth fell open again and she drew in a quiet breath. Her eyes were locked on Craig’s cock and her hand wrapped around it.
 

“Fuck,” Craig growled, “that feels good. Fuck Val you’ve got nice hands,” he said, closing his eyes as he made Val stroke him.
 

Val kept staring at his cock, watching it inflate and harden in her little hand. She looked…incredibly beautiful and at the same time insanely dirty. It was the most magical and twisted thing I’d ever experienced.
 

Craig let go of Val’s hand and now I could see it. Her dainty fingers wrapped around that hard tool, grazing the underside of it as she mimicked the motion he’d shown her and stroked up and down on her own.
 

“Oh yeah,” Craig muttered. He opened his eyes and grabbed the hem of her shirt to lift it.
 

Val tucked her arms closer to her body, the first sign of apprehension at what was happening.
 

“Hey, it’s okay baby,” Craig said, his voice low. “It’s okay. I want to see those titties.”
 

Val bit her lip. Her eyes darted side to side as if she were having second thoughts about all of this.
 

Please don’t back out now.
 

The tension left her shoulders and she raised her arms to let Craig pull her shirt off over her head.
 

I gulped in air as the shirt left her body, exposing her beautiful round breasts. Her nipples were as hard as I’d ever seen them. When Craig leaned back and tossed the shirt on the floor she shied away again, trying to shrink backwards and cover herself.
 

Craig chuckled. “That’s a good act,” he said.
 

“What act?” Val snapped, suddenly serious.
 

“Relax,” Craig said. “I’m half playing.” A smile curled on his lips. “You play a good shy girl is all. That look, like you’re not sure you want it? It’s perfect.”
 

Val furrowed her brow.
 

Craig picked up one of her breasts and lowered his mouth to it, holding her gaze with his. He slurped her nipple into his mouth and started suckling.
 

“Ah!” Val gasped. Her chest thrust out again, back arching creating the most beautiful curve in her body. She put her hands against her legs, as if she didn’t know what to do with them. But a few more seconds of Craig’s suckling had her lifting one and pressing her palm against the back of his head. She closed her eyes and her head rolled back as a soft moan escaped her lips.
 

Craig pulled away, her nipple leaving his mouth with a wet plop. He stood back up, grinning. His eyes raked down her body, settling on the thatch of hair above her sex. “Nice bush,” he said. “Very nineteen-eighties.”
 

Val’s clenched her jaw and glared at him.
 

“Easy, baby,” Craig said. “I’m just messing with you. I love it.” He put a hand between her legs and cupped her pussy.
 

An electric shock of adrenaline raced from my brain all the way down to my toes.
 

With his hand under her sex, Craig applied pressure until Val had no choice but to get up on her toes, helpless in his grasp. “What did I tell you?” Craig said. “You’re fucking soaked.”
 

Val whimpered as he rubbed his fingers along her folds.
 

Craig took his club in one hand and wagged it. “What do you say? You want a taste?” He held her with his stare, letting her know the question was not rhetorical.
 

Val’s lips parted as she stole a glance at his manhood. “I…I don’t…”
 

“You don’t what? You don’t want it?” Craig insisted.
 

“I just…”
 

“I want to hear you say it.”
 

Val’s eyes darted up to meet his, her mouth still open. “I…”
 

“Say it.”
 

“I want it,” she whispered.
 

“What do you want?” Craig demanded.
 

“I want to taste your dick.”
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


Craig smiled with one side of his mouth. “That’s a good girl. I like a woman who knows what she wants,” he said. He put a hand on her shoulder and started pushing her onto her knees.
 

Val slid down the smooth face of the cupboards and settled on her knees in front of him. She was looking anywhere but at his cock.
 

Craig put a hand under her chin and turned it so she had no choice but to stare at the hard shaft just inches from her lips. “Let’s see what you got,” he whispered.
 

Val closed her eyes, opened her mouth and knelt perfectly still, waiting for his intrusion.
 

Craig rubbed her cheek with his thumb. “Baby, baby, baby,” he said until she opened her eyes. “That’s not how you suck dick. Didn’t Ken ever teach you?”
 

She flinched at hearing my name.
 

Craig didn’t seem to notice, or care if he did. “Keep your eyes open and look right up here,” he said, pointing at his face. “Now let me see your tongue.”
 

Val pushed her tongue past her lips but couldn’t hold his gaze.
 

“Eyes up here,” Craig said.
 

She forced herself to look at him.
 

“That’s better. Now lick it nice and slow. Tilt your head and lick it. Yeah. Like that. Eyes open, sweetheart.”
 

I thought my eyes were going to pop out of my skull. This wasn’t at all what I’d expected. I’m not sure what I thought would happen but I certainly hadn’t anticipated watching Val get a masterclass on sucking dick. I shuddered as her tongue connected with the hard flesh of Craig’s cock. My back stiffened as I saw a look of wonder dawn on her.
 

She dipped lower, now holding Craig’s gaze like he’d told her, her tongue sticking lewdly out of her mouth as she swiped it along the side of his cock then swirled it around the head.
 

Craig smiled again. “Now you’re catching on,” he said as his cock lurched at her touch.
 

The compliment seemed to animate Val. She reached up and wrapped a hand around the root of his cock then licked it again looking like she was sucking on a lollipop. “Like that?” she said.
 

Craig grinned. “You got it,” he said.
 

Val’s head bobbed back and forth as she ran her tongue along one side of his cock, then the other. She gave him a few gentle strokes with her hand before tilting her head and moving it side to side, focusing on one spot on his prick.
 

“Mm,” Craig purred. He put hand on her head and guided her lower, toward his pelvis. Reaching beneath his legs he pulled out his sack and and offered it to her.
 

Val’s eyes grew wide and darted from his nuts to his.
 

“I guess you don’t suck balls huh?” he said, chuckling. “Try it. You’ll like it.”
 

Val hesitated for a moment but gathered her courage and reluctantly licked the wrinkled skin of his ball sack.
 

Craig put a thumb on her chin and tipped it open. He put two fingers behind his nut and fed it into Val’s mouth.
 

Her lips closed around it and her cheeks hollowed as she began to suck it.
 

“Oh fuck yeah just like that,” Craig said. He wrapped his hand around Val’s and made her start stroking him again. “Nice and slow, baby. Nice and slow. Eyes up here. Right up here.”
 

I stared at Val’s face, partly buried between Craig’s thighs, her soft hand pumping his stiff cock, her eyes now locked on his just like he’d ordered.
 

It was a hypnotic sight and one that took every last brain cell I had to process it. The jealousy that had haunted me the last few days now seemed no more than background radiation, the vision of Val tea-bagging Craig and simultaneously jerking his dick burning into my retinas until my eyes watered.
 

After a few more minutes Craig touched the side of Val’s face and she pulled away. “Baby,” he said, his voice gravelly, “you’re a fucking natural at this.”
 

Val blushed at the compliment.
 

“You ready to suck a dick?”
 

The eagerness with which she nodded in reply cranked up the heat churning between my legs.
 

Val leaned back, opened her mouth and was ready to pop the head of Craig’s cock into it when he stopped her. “Easy! Easy, baby. Nice and slow. Eyes up here remember?” He kept his hand under her chin as he pushed the head of his cudgel lower toward her lips. “You want to know what makes a good cock-sucker?” Craig asked.
 

Val chewed her lip but nodded.
 

“It’s all about the eyes, sweetheart. You gotta’ make love to me with your eyes and your mouth. You got it?”
 

Val gave another slow nod. Steeling herself, she looked right into Craig’s eyes as her lips parted, then closed enveloping the head of his cock. Her cheeks hollowed and she dipped lower, taking more of him into her mouth before pulling back again.
 

“Fuck yeah,” Craig said, grinning. “That’s better.”
 

Val wrapped her fist around his cock again and craned her neck, taking him half way down his shaft until her lips touched her finger. Whenever her eyes wandered away Craig would touch her cheek and she’d stare at him again.
 

After a few minutes of this, Craig put his hand on the back of her head and held her in place. His hips tipped forward, his cock slipping deeper into her mouth. He grunted as the tip of it met the back of her throat.
 

To my astonishment, Val didn’t gag or choke the way she had with me. With her eyes still locked on Craig’s the muscles in her throat started moving as she opened herself up for him.
 

He waited until she’d adjusted to the feeling of his girth in her throat. Then, ever so slowly, he leaned forward and fed her the last few inches of his dick.
 

I stared in stunned silence as the outline of his cock grew in her neck.
 

Val opened her mouth wider to ease taking the rest of him. As her nose pressed against his pelvis, a wet “gack” sound bubbled up from the back of her throat.
 

“Oh fuck,” Craig groaned. “Fuck that’s tight. You’re no fucking whore, that’s for sure.” He savoured the feeling of being inside Val’s neck for a few more seconds before pulling himself out to let her breathe.
 

As he did, a sticky strand of Val’s spit and bile clung between her lips and his prick.
 

Val stared at it, looking a little aghast but not the least bit dissuaded by the nasty thing he’d just done to her. She tried licking it away with her tongue but when that didn’t work, she wrapped it around her fingers, then twisted them around Craig’s cock, lubricating him for another entrance.
 

Without waiting for more direction, she popped back onto his cock and started moving her mouth back and forth in long, slow strokes. This time her eyes never left his. Her head turned from side to side, her tongue licking around inside it. Raising her other hand, she wrapped that around his cock and started pumping gently.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. This was some porn level shit and I could only assume that Val must have seen it in one of the movies she’d watched on the internet. The thought made me shudder. That this was inside her, that all she had needed was the right sort of guy to come around and unlock this dirty, filthy hunger she felt made my world shake.
 

“Fuck your talented,” Craig said through clenched teeth.
 

The dark stain on my crotch had grown. I could feel pre-seed leaking out of the tip of my cock. I was desperate to touch myself, to relieve the overwhelming pressure in my loins. But jerking off in a car in the middle of the city is not exactly advisable. That would have to wait.
 

As Val continued her dirty dance Craig’s cock started to throb in her mouth. “Fuck baby you got me close,” he grunted.
 

Val’s eyes twinkled with excitement. She sped up her rhythm like she was desperate to taste what Craig had to give her.
 

“Wow, wow!” Craig said, touching his hand to her head again. “Don’t speed up! That was good just like that. You want to be a good cock-sucker you’ve got to stretch out the end. That’s the best part. You’re hungry though aren’t you? You want to taste that fucking cum, right?”
 

Val whimpered and nodded at him, not letting go of his cock for a second.
 

“You’ll get it, baby,” Craig promised.
 

Val slowed to her previous rhythm, moaning over his cock as she stroked and sucked him.
 

Craig’s expression turned pained.
 

Time seemed to stand still for me.
 

“Fuck…yeah…gonna…” he grunted.
 

Val seemed to have a sudden stroke of inspiration. She slowed her stroking to nearly a standstill, twisting her fists around his shaft, tilting her head and flicking her tongue along the ridge of his glans.
 

“Holy fuck yeah,” Craig muttered. Swatting her hands away, he grabbed his cock, pulled it out of her mouth and pointed it at her face.
 

With her hands free, Val grabbed a breast in each and mashed them together as she stretched her mouth wide open and flashed her tongue for Craig’s pleasure.
 

I felt like my body was going to collapse in on itself.
 

Craig gave his cock a quick pump. A spurt of ejaculate shot from it in a sloppy arc, sailing through the air between them before landing in a disgusting diagonal streak across Val’s face.
 

She closed her eyes and flinched but immediately opened them again to look up at Craig, whose face was now burning red.
 

“Take it,” he ordered, jerking himself again and pressing the head of his cock on her lip. A second streak of cum shot from it straight into Val’s mouth.
 

She pushed out her tongue, white liquid spilling down the corner’s of her mouth and landing in hot splats on her chest.
 

Craig peaked and started furiously pumping his cock, the head of it now flailing wildly as he couldn’t stand still from the orgasm.
 

Cum flew through the air and splattered on Val’s forehead, her breasts, her neck. More of it gushed into her mouth which she kept dutifully open for Craig, squeezing her breasts together and shaking them for his pleasure.
 

As the last flecks of semen were expended from Craig’s muscle, he groaned then sucked in a massive breath of air. “Fuuuuuck,” he said, shaking the tip of his cock and sending the remaining drops down onto Val’s painted body.
 

The filthy sight of her on her knees coated in another man’s cum will remain forever seared in my memory.
 

Even as Craig let out a final sigh Val stayed in place, waiting for his next command and looking utterly unfazed by what had been done to her.
 

It was only when Craig stood up straight and tucked his flagging meat into his shorts that a frown creased her brow. “What…what about me?” she said.
 

Craig smiled. “You’ll get yours, baby. Just not today.” He turned around and stepped out of view of the camera.
 

Not today?
 

I might have been there for hours trying to parse whether those were the words I’d just heard. It couldn’t have been hours though because Val was still kneeling naked on the floor of the kitchen when my eyes focused on the screen again.
 

There might have been a sliver of disappointment in her expression but the only thing I could see on her face was hunger.
 

My cock jumped as she dipped a hand between her legs and started rubbing herself. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe I was looking at my wife, covered in Craig’s drying cum, fingering herself on our kitchen floor.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


That day was probably one of the most difficult I’ve ever had to live through. Already late for work, I called in sick knowing there was no way I’d be able to concentrate on my job. Instead, I spent the day driving out to Wagahada Mountain and going for a long hike, hoping some fresh air and sunlight would clear my head and alleviate the throbbing need for release bubbling between my legs.
 

The hike did neither. Every few hundred feet I would whip out my cellphone and replay the vile recording of Val sucking on Craig’s cock. I checked the feeds from time to time whenever I could get a signal but the rest of the day at the condo unfolded uneventfully.
 

What should have been a painful experience – watching my spouse cheating on me with another man – was a painfully arousing one. So much so that halfway into the hike I had no choice but to stroke one out into the bushes. I thought my cock was going to pop off it was so hard.
 

That brought a very slight and only temporary relief. It cleared my head long enough for me to tame the hungry monster of need that had been born of watching Val cheat.
 

Cheat.
 

I knew I shouldn’t be framing it as that. I’d been the one who’d encouraged Craig to hook up with Val. I also hadn’t tapped the brakes when Val and I had been talking this up in the bedroom. In fact, without actually saying as much, I knew I’d implicitly encouraged her to do as much. I was as complicit in what had happened as she and Craig had been.
 

But there was something fantastically exciting about thinking of it that way. That Val’s dirty need had turned into a desire she couldn’t control. That she was a slave to it and destined to succumb to whatever base urge it presented. Powerless to resist even if it meant endangering our marriage and our future.
 

I couldn’t stop thinking about it for the whole five mile hike. I got back to the car around two in the afternoon and drove slowly back into the city. I stopped for coffee and took my time, drinking it at the coffee shop instead of getting it to go. Craig would probably still be working on the bathroom and the last thing I wanted was for him to be there when I got home.
 

Around five I decided it would probably be safe to return home without running the risk of running into Craig. After parking my car in the garage I took the elevator up to our floor. I stood with my hand on the doorknob to our condo for a long time, wondering what awaited me on the other side.
 

Val had no idea about the camera’s. She had no idea, as far as I knew, that I’d asked Craig to bang her. How would she react to seeing me? Would she be in tears, on her knees begging me for forgiveness for straying? Or would she pretend like nothing had happened?
 

The second possibility stung a little more than the first but brought with it a fresh swell of arousal and excitement. The wittol returning home to his cheating wife, who thinks he has no idea how she debased herself that day.
 

Not revealing what I had seen was going to be a challenge. One I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to rise up and meet.
 

After a few deep, calming breaths, I turned the key in the deadbolt, twisted the doorknob and stepped into the condo. The smell of onions and garlic frying in the kitchen wafted out into the hall.
 

Val turned as she heard me set down my laptop bag in the hall. Our eyes met and she held my stare looking as beautiful as I’d ever remembered seeing her. The t-shirt was gone and in it’s place she was wearing a low cut v-neck, one I’d never seen before, the neckline plunging far lower than she should have been comfortable with. A pair of tight jeans outlined her firm ass and thighs.
 

She set down the wooden spoon she’d been using to stir the onions, turned off the burner, wiped her hands on a towel, and started walking toward me.
 

Which is when I realized she was wearing heels.
 

Heels.
 

Val didn’t wear heels to fundraising gala’s, much less at home.
 

My chest swelled as she swayed toward me, a smile sprouting on her red lips. Apparently she’d felt the need to put make up on, too. As she tucked herself under my arm, I put a hand on the small of her back and breathed in her scent to find she was wearing perfume as well. “What’s this?” I asked.
 

Val leaned forward and pecked me on the cheek, then took a step back and twirled around. Her freshly washed hair twirled around her face before settling on her shoulders. “You like it?” she asked, putting her hands out in a sort of “ta-da” gesture.
 

“I love it,” I said, managing not to grunt. My insides had done that thing where they’d all tightened up again. I felt like I was going to cry but not because I was sad. Val’s looks and her newfound easy manner, in the face of what had happened that morning, was twisting through me in the most peculiar way. “What’s the occasion?” I said, bracing myself for her admission.
 

“It’s a surprise,” she said, her smile widening.
 

“Oh?”
 

“I’m going to save it for later though,” she added, kissing me again. “Come on. I made french onion soup and wedge salad.” She took my hand and led me into the kitchen.
 

A jealous anger welled through me as I followed her in. How long was she going to drag this out? Was she going to admit to cheating? Or was she going to keep it from me, thinking that I didn’t know, like a lying whore?
 

“Anything interesting happen at work?” she asked, setting the steaming bowl of soup in front of me. She poured a glass of white wine for both of us and sat down across from me at the table.
 

“Pretty quiet day,” I lied, trying not to glare at her over my soup.
 

“That’s a good thing, right?” Val asked.
 

“Sure,” I said, sipping my soup and nodding. “Anything special happen here?” I almost had to grab onto the edge of the table as I prepared myself for what might be a confession.
 

“The usual,” Val lied. She flashed me a sweet smile.
 

This was at once infuriating and blisteringly hot. We ate the rest of the meal in near silence through which I couldn’t help but wonder what was going on in Val’s mind. After we finished our salad Val suggested we go into the living room and sit on the couch for a bit.
 

She led the way and I followed. As I sat down on the sofa, she plopped herself down on the opposite end, swung her legs up and into my lap and wiggled her toes through the holes in her stiletto's. “Feel like giving me a foot rub?” she asked with a smile.
 

“Sure,” I replied. My cock throbbed as I undid the straps around her ankles and removed the heels from her feet. I wrapped my hand around one foot and kneaded a knuckle into the arch with the other.
 

“Oh god that feels good,” Val groaned. “I’ve been on my feet all day.” She closed her eyes.
 

I stared at her as I worked my knuckle up and down her soft sole, working out the knots in her tired muscles.
 

“Heels?” I finally said, when the silence became almost unbearable.
 

“Do you like them?”
 

“You look great in them,” I replied. “But what the hell are you doing wearing heels around the apartment while you’re cooking? That’s so unlike you.”
 

Val’s laugh probably seemed more menacing than it was meant to. Knowing her secret added a razor sharp edge to the lust that was threatening to boil over inside me.
 

“Seriously,” I said, my voice lower and more serious. “What’s the deal? Are you going to tell me your little secret or what?”
 

Val sat up on the couch next to me. She reached down and pulled one of the shoes onto her foot, then the other. She tightened the straps around her ankles before swinging a leg over my lap and straddling me, her ample chest exposed by the plunging neckline of the shirt she was wearing. She put a hand around my neck, leaned forward and kissed me.
 

My eyes darted to the cleft of flesh her pressed together breasts formed before our lips met. My cock throbbed between my legs.
 

“Do you want to go first?” Val asked with a coy smile.
 

“Do I want to go first with what?”
 

“Secrets. Since we’re sharing I thought you could start,” she explained.
 

“Uh…I don’t…”
 

Val’s eyes narrowed as she stared at me. She tilted her head in what looked to be an accusatory way.
 

“What?” I said.
 

“Okay,” she replied, nodding. “That’s fine. I’ll go first.”
 

I shuddered at the moment that had finally arrived.
 

“I went to the store today and bought something.”
 

My eyes bugged. “You did?”
 

“I did.”
 

“Was it that shirt?” I asked, stealing another glance at her breasts. “Because it looks great.”
 

“Aw, thanks Ken. I’m glad you like it. Yeah I did buy this today but it wasn’t the only thing.”
 

My heart was racing as I sat staring into Val’s eyes. They were filled with mischief and mirth and Val looked so hot in her low cut shirt and tight jeans.
 

She leaned forward until her cheek brushed against mine. “I bought some lingerie,” she said.
 

My cock flexed, pressing up against her thigh. I was rewarded by an even wider smile from Val.
 

“I guess that means you like the idea,” she said, giggling.
 

She was driving me a little crazy, being so coy about her purchases and not hinting at all that Craig had stuffed his cock into her mouth that morning.
 

“You want to see it?” she said.
 

“Uh…of course I do,” I muttered, finally tearing my eyes away and feeling strangely embarrassed by how forward she was being.
 

Val pushed herself off my lap and stood up in front of me. Without a word she spun around, walked around the coffee table and disappeared into the bedroom.
 

The final glimpse I caught of her round ass before it swayed out of view made my organ completely rigid. I heard her humming, heard clothes falling onto to the floor, followed by the closet opening and hangars being moved around.
 

As she stepped out of the bedroom she reached out and flicked off the light.
 

I sucked in a breath at the glimpse of her I caught a moment before the light went out. My back stiffened as she walked into the pool of light being cast by the table lamp in the living room.
 

To be fair to myself I’d never had much experience with lingerie. None of my previous love interests had worn it and aside from a very modest white negligee that she’d worn on our wedding night, neither had Val.
 

But what she was wearing, at least in my estimation, had no right being called lingerie. Hell, it was barely more than two pieces of string that fell from her shoulders, covered her nipples with the smallest patches of fabric I think you could fashion, then dipped between her legs. The view of her pussy was obscured by a set of small chains hanging from a strap that connected the two strings just above her pubic bone.
 

It was the most beautifully vulgar piece of underwear I could never have imagined Val donning. To top it off she was still wearing her heels, the muscles in her calves, thighs and ass flexed from standing on her toes. “You like it?” Val whispered.
 

My mouth fell open as my eyes raked up and down her delicious curves. “I…I love it,” I said, breathless.
 

Smiling with one corner of her mouth, she made her way across the room keeping her hands behind her back. Bending one knee, then the other, she resumed her previous position on my lap.
 

This time there were no stolen glances at her chest. My eyes were riveted. I could barely tear them away to look into hers.
 

“I hoped you would,” she whispered. “You want to take me for a spin in it?”
 

I wanted nothing more in that moment. And yet I was somewhat disappointed – was that it? – in her lack of disclosure. Maybe not disappointed. Hurt? I couldn’t tell. There was something unsettling about the fact that she hadn’t told me about her tryst with Craig yet.
 

“What’s the matter sweetheart?” she whispered, leaning in and kissing me on the lips. “Maybe you don’t like it after all?”
 

“It’s not that,” I said, shaking my head.
 

“Then what?” Val said with a somewhat saccharine smile.
 

“You’re sure that’s all you did all day?” I said, deciding that she deserved one last chance to out herself. To my surprise, she shook her head in reply.
 

“Oh that’s not even half of it,” she said.
 

I raised an eyebrow. This was more promising, though I wondered how she was going to deliver a confession dressed the way she was.
 

“But you know all about that other part already. Don’t you Ken?”
 

“What?”
 

Val brought her hand out from behind her back.
 

My eyes went wide.
 

She was holding one of the many small goPro cameras that I’d installed in the house the previous night.
 

For a second I thought of deflecting, trying to convince her that I had no idea what this was and that maybe Craig had something to do with it. But I quickly realized this would be an absolutely pointless exercise. Why the hell would Craig have installed a bunch of cameras in the house? But then again, how did Val know where to find them, or to look for one at all to begin with.
 

“How many times did you watch me sucking Craig today?” she asked softly, drawing a finger along my chin.
 

My treacherous cock jumped, throbbing against Val’s bare thigh. No matter what excuse I could try and come up with, there was no explaining away the fact that I was hard and quickly getting harder each time she opened her mouth. “I don’t…”
 

It was a ridiculous way to try and start a sentence. I don’t what? I don’t know what you’re talking about? The gig was up and it was time to come clean. “I can’t believe you did it,” I finally settled on, not sure if I was trying to be mad, incredulous or just saying whatever random words came to mind. My head was swimming.
 

Val leaned closer again. “I couldn’t help myself, Ken. I’ve just…I’ve been so…needy lately. And then Craig came in swinging that big cock of his around. I couldn’t believe what was happening but I just…I couldn’t stop. I wanted him so bad. I wanted him inside me so bad.”
 

I was a complete wreck at hearing that. My cock an iron-hard stiffness, the blood pounding in my ears as I sat there and my body screaming at me to take Val, bend her over the arm of the couch and fuck her like I’d never fucked her before. “You…you sucked Craig’s cock,” I whispered, more to myself than to her. Hearing it hurt in the best way.
 

“I sucked his cock and you know what else? I liked the taste of his cum. I loved the way it felt on my body, Ken.”
 

My eyes fell from hers to her shoulders, then lower to her breasts where Craig had spilled his semen on them.
 

I gasped as Val peeled one of the straps of her lingerie away, exposing her nipple. Cupping her breast with a hand, she leaned forward until it was an inch from my lips. “Suck it,” she whispered.
 

My lips parted of their own accord. As Val pressed her tit against my mouth I closed my eyes and started to suck. The vision of her kneeling on the floor in front of Craig blossomed in my mind. My jealous lust came screaming through me like a demon. In an instant and with a strength I didn’t know I had, I’d thrown Val off of me and onto her back on the couch. A moment later my clothes were off, my own fist choking my cock as I knelt between her splayed legs and eyed her dripping sex.
 

Val began to chuckle.
 

“Why are you laughing?” I growled, prying her legs open further with a hand on her thigh and pointing the head of my prick at her snatch.
 

She bit her lip and her eyes opened wider with a wilder look in them. She put a hand between her legs, parted the delicate chains covering her pussy and exposed herself.
 

I sucked in another breath of air. Her frizzy bush was gone. Shaved or waxed or plucked, there wasn’t a single hair left. Blood surged to my cock at the sight of her peachy mound and the tender pink lips beneath it.
 

“Touch me,” Val said.
 

Reaching out with my free hand I rubbed her dripping puss.
 

“Do you feel that?” she said, grabbing her tit and squeezing it. “Do you feel how fucking wet this makes me?”
 

The profanity caused another electric shock to shoot down my spine. She was as fucking wet as I’d ever felt her, it was true. But the real thrill, what was actually causing my cock to drool clear pre-cum, was the change in her that only I could see.
 

A sweet and innocent housewife had been corrupted here. The shy, chaste woman she had been chased away and in her place now lay a slut.
 

“You fucking sucked Craig’s cock,” I growled, dropping to my knees and pressing the head of my prick into her waiting hole.
 

Val scrunched her eyes shut, twisted the tip of her tit and grimaced. “You like that?” she asked, panting, her eyes now open. “Did you like seeing your little slut on her knees in the kitchen?”
 

My hips jerked forward, stabbing my dick halfway into her cunt.
 

“Ah!” Val panted, her eyes darting between her legs to where I was disappearing into her.
 

I was obsessed. “You fucking sucked Craig’s cock!” I shouted.
 

“Oh god baby,” Val moaned. Her hands fell to the inside of her thighs and she caressed her legs as I trowelled deeper into her. “You’re so fucking hard it feels like you’re going to break me!” she said, raking her nails down my chest.
 

Barely able to breathe for how tight my chest was I thrust the remainder of my length into her and felt my sack slap against her ass. “You fucking sucked Craig’s cock,” I whispered as I fell onto her, pressing her into the couch.
 

“Fuck it!” Val seethed. “Fuck my cheating whore pussy.”
 

Cheating whore pussy.
 

Nothing could have been hotter.
 

I broke into a desperate rut, my hips jutting back and forth as I buried my cock over and over inside Val’s tight sheath.
 

In between moans and squeals she would press her lips against my ear and whisper prophecies. 
 

“I’m gonna’ make him fuck me in the cunt tomorrow. He’s gonna’ fuck me just like this. You’ll see. He won’t be able to say no to me again.”
 

I clenched my teeth to stave off my orgasm for as long as I could. That space between Val’s legs and the tight space I’d burrowed into in my own mind were a sort of heaven. Not a joyous place but one filled with the most exquisite tension. A tension that felt like it might break me if I wasn’t careful, but one so potent that I knew I would keep coming back like an addict. Just one more hit.
 

When it snapped I vaguely heard Val screaming. Vaguely because most of my mind was occupied by the sensation of the liquid core of my orgasm spilling out of my balls and draining out my shaft into Val’s waiting receiving organ.
 

Hot, fat blobs of cum spurting into that tender, fertile flesh where they might find the egg she carried inside herself, be swallowed by it and create the potential of a replica of us emerging nine months later.
 

I shuddered as I came to, holding that thought tenderly inside my mind.
 

Val was laying beneath me, one arm dangling over the edge of the couch the other on her forehead. She looked spent but happy. Her eyes fluttered open.
 

“You fucking sucked Craig’s cock,” I said quietly.
 

Val smiled, then giggled. “You fucking packed the place with surveillance so you could watch.”
 

Which brought a chuckle rising up out of me. The next thought wiped my smile away. “You cheated on me.” I wallowed in the dark depression that threatened to consume me by what I’d said.
 

Val narrowed her eyes. “You sent Craig here to fuck, Ken. He told me. Maybe you missed it when he whispered that into my ear right before I got on my knees? So please don’t pull any sanctimonious shit on me okay?”
 

I felt sufficiently guilty about setting her up that the scolding actually stung a little.
 

Val lifted herself up onto one arm, putting her face closer to mine. “Unless that’s part of your game,” she whispered and a smile cracked on her lips again. She pressed her fingers against my chest, easing me up and off of her.
 

I couldn’t resist a glance at her defiled pussy as I rose up off the couch. The lips were stretched and messy. There was a small trickle of sperm oozing out between them. My view of it was hidden as Val stood up and readjusted her “lingerie.”
 

She took a deep breath as she started to walk toward the bedroom. As she walked into the hall, a squishy farting sound came from between her legs as her pussy expelled some of the air I’d fucked into it, along with some of my emission. The coagulating liquid fell to the ground with a filthy splat.
 

Val, who normally would have self-combusted at something so vile erupting from her, glanced over her shoulder, sultry as a siren and didn’t miss a beat. “I hope you don’t think I’m done with you. Get your ass in here before I make you eat me out.”
 

With my jaw slack I scrambled after her having a little trouble wrapping my head around the creature I’d created from the woman who’d once been my wife.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


I woke the next morning to the sound of Val humming in the bathroom. Staggering out of bed I stumbled to it from the bedroom, leaning against the frame and staring into the mirror at Val’s reflection. My breath caught in my chest at the sight of her naked frame.
 

The only thing she was wearing was a very delicate gold necklace, one I’d bought her just after we were first engaged.
 

Catching my eye, Val shot me a sinful smile. “Are you ready?” she purred, running a brush through her hair.
 

I moved toward her, pressing my chest against her back, putting my hands on her arms and kissing her neck. “Promise me something?” I asked.
 

Val raised an eyebrow.
 

“Don’t fuck him until this afternoon? I’ll never get through my day if…”
 

Val turned around to face me. “Baby,” she said, touching the tip of my nose with her finger. “I can’t promise you that. I’ve been thinking about his dick inside me for days now.”
 

My heart sank as I realized how out of control I’d let this get. “Are you…are you serious?”
 

Val grinned. “I love it when you’re this on edge about me,” she whispered.
 

“Really? Why?”
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “The attention’s nice, I guess. But…I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this obsessed with something. And part of that something is me. It’s flattering.”
 

“Please try to wait?” I begged.
 

Val smiled and kissed me on the lips. “I’ll see what I can do,” she said.
 

So I left the house in far less comfortable state of tension than I’d been in the night before. Knowing that, at any moment, Val might be spreading her legs open for Craig and taking him inside herself drove me to the edge of madness.
 

You can imagine my relief when she sent me a text mid-morning.
 

Craig texted. He can’t make it till this afternoon.
 

This, at least, made it possible to pretend like I was going about my day. I put on my best game face as I waded through patients, knowing that with each passing minute I was getting closer to witnessing the ultimate bond Val and I shared being broken.
 

It was as maddening as it was hot.
 

Her second text came at four-thirty in the afternoon.
 

He’s here.
 

This whipped me up into a frenzy. I shelved the paperwork I still had to finish, vowing to come in early and do it in the morning. I offered a made-up explanation to my receptionist about leaving early and didn’t wait for her reply. By four thirty-nine I was in the driver’s seat of my car tearing home.
 

After making it home in record time, I squealed the tires pulling into my parking space in the garage and thumbed open my phone, along with the streaming app from the cameras inside.
 

I checked the hall camera, then the one in the kitchen, then tried the living room but neither Val nor Craig were anywhere to be seen.
 

I groaned at the possibility that I’d missed the most unholy moment of their coupling. Watching Craig press his hard dick into Val’s moist folds. With a thundering heart I swiped to the camera in the bedroom and caught my breath.
 

There was Val on all fours on the bed. She was naked save for the chain dangling from around her neck.
 

Craig was standing next to her, one hand holding a fistful of her hair, three fingers of the other stabbing into her dripping pussy. Val looked like an animal being handled, a cow being prepared for breeding by her handler.
 

With each thrust of Craig’s fingers into her hole she let out a high-pitched whimper. Her tits were swaying in circles beneath her chest, slapping against each other every few strokes.
 

Craig’s eyes were wandering along her body, his cock stiff between his legs as he rubbed her towards a climax.
 

“I’m…I’m…I’m…” Val squeaked.
 

“Fuck yeah, baby,” Craig growled. “You’re fucking right you are. I can feel that hot pussy squeezing me. You ready to fucking come for me? You ready for a big orgasm? You’re dripping all over the sheets.”
 

“I’m ready! I’m ready!” Val mewled, trying to nod but unable to because of the hold Craig had on her hair. “I’m gonna’ fucking come!”
 

This prompted Craig to double his tempo. Now he wasn’t so much finger fucking her as he was pistoning her with his hand. I would have thought Val would be in some discomfort by how hard he was digging into her but she looked blissed out and oblivious to any pain.
 

Her mouth fell open and her eyes went wide as she approached release. “Holy fuck,” she whispered.
 

“Yeah,” Craig droned.
 

A noise shot from her mouth, something like a puppy yelping.
 

Craig yanked his hand out of her cunt.
 

Her body shook and shuddered on the bed. A plume of clear liquid sprang from the pink well between her legs. It separated into smaller droplets in mid-arc, splattering down onto the sheets like a summer rain.
 

Val’s face dropped against the pillow but her ass stayed high in the air as her body shook with pleasure.
 

I stared slack-jawed at my screen trying to come to grips with the fact that I’d just watched Craig teach my wife how to squirt. My trance was broken by the sound of Craig’s palm slapping Val’s wet ass.
 

Val whimpered but didn’t recoil or flinch. Her ass swayed, as if she were inviting him to spank her again.
 

Craig accepted the invitation and swiped up this time, catching the tender flesh right next to her thigh. “You like that? I bet Ken-doll never made you squirt before, huh?”
 

“Unh-uh,” Val replied, sounding exhausted but managing to give her head a shake.
 

Craig licked the tips of his fingers and slathered the dab of saliva over the head of his hard prick.
 

As if Val needed any extra lubrication.
 

He got onto his knees behind her on the bed and put both hands on her ass cheeks, stretching her apart for his own viewing pleasure. “Fuck that’s a nice pussy,” he muttered. Grabbing his cock, he smeared it against Val’s folds.
 

My heart skipped a beat. There it was. The moment I’d been simultaneously waiting for and fearing. The closest any man’s delivering muscle but my own had come to Val’s womanhood. Nothing could have prepared me for the thrill. Nor could anything have prepared me for watching the head of his stiff organ slip into her sweet place.
 

My heart beat even faster as I watched the bulbous head of his rigid cock slip past the tender, glistening folds of Val’s pussy. Her hole seemed to open and accept him, then close around his shaft as if she were moving her center lips herself.
 

Val shuddered as he slipped into her.
 

Craig, staring at his cock disappearing into Val’s body, keeping her stretched apart with his hands, let out a sigh. “Fuck you are tight,” he grunted. He cocked his head at the sound of Val sniffling.
 

Something wrapped around my heart and squeezed so hard I thought I was going to die at that sound. Was she…crying?
 

Keeping his cock buried inside her, Craig leaned over and wrapped a fist in her hair and pulled her up off her face. He hauled her backward until her back was nearly touching his chest. Reaching around her with his other hand he put a finger on her chin and turned her head to look at him. “Baby? You crying?” he asked.
 

Val sniffled again and a tear rolled down her cheek.
 

A hot and vicious pain stabbed through my gut at seeing that tear. What the fuck had I done? Or, I guess, what the fuck had we done together?
 

“What’s the matter sweetheart?” Craig whispered, kissing her on the cheek but otherwise seeming relatively uncaring about her emotional state. He was still inside her, after all.
 

“I just haven’t had another man inside me since I married Ken,” Val whimpered.
 

Craig eased his hips forward, spearing more of his flesh into Val’s. “What’s the matter?” he whispered back. “You don’t like it?” Letting his hand fall to her chest, he grabbed her tit and gave it a gentle squeeze.
 

Val shook her head. “It’s not that,” she said, sounding a little wistful.
 

“Then what’s the problem?” Craig prodded.
 

Val broke their stare and turned her head so she was staring directly at the camera I’d positioned in the corner of the room. Her sultry expression burrowed into the very core of me. “The problem is I fucking love it,” she said, staring straight at me. “Now fuck me before I change my mind.”
 

My eyes got wet. My throat went tight. I nearly sobbed. There was no way I was going to witness this sitting downstairs in the garage. I wasn’t about to let Val go through the most moving and intense experience the two of us had ever shared, alone. “Hang on baby,” I whispered. “I’m coming.” I burst out of the car and stormed up the stairs.
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


My heart was beating so fast when I made it to the front door of our condo. Bracing myself against the wall, I waited to catch my breath before sliding the key into the deadbolt and twisting it open.
 

Stepping inside the house I was gripped by a feeling, a sinking and at the same time soaring feeling that I imagined every jilted must feel, when they first hear the lusty sounds of their own spouse in the act of coitus with another. I let it wash over me, that hot swell of humiliation and outrage, knowing that at the end of it lay the safety net of my arrangement with Val.
 

It was a privilege, in a way, to be able to experience that and know that it would end well and not terribly.
 

The squeaking bed. A mattress thumping against the wall. Soft panting, in time with the slicka-slicka-slicka sound of Craig’s cock gliding into Val’s cunt.
 

I stood there for a moment listening and letting my body become attuned to that pulsing. Then, as the space around me began to feel like it was mine once more, I padded softly toward the bedroom, with my eyes and my heart open and ready to receive whatever waited there.
 

Val was once again bent over. Her face mashed sideways against a pillow. Craig was behind her, one hand on her neck, the other on her waist as he pounded his cock into her puss. His balls fell against her pussy lips with loud, wet slaps with each grunting thrust.
 

When he let go of her neck, Val reared up on two hands, neck craning to glance at Craig over her shoulder. Our eyes met. Val’s went wide and a lewd moan warbled out of her.
 

“You like that?” Craig asked, grinning.
 

Val stared at me for a moment with her mouth open, her body swaying as Craig plied into her softness. She bit her lip. “Harder,” she seethed, her eyes not leaving mine. “Fuck that hard cock into me!”
 

Craig chuckled, a sound that might have been full of menace if I hadn’t been so fixated on Val and what she looked like. As he slammed into her even harder Val kept staring at me over her shoulder until I thought Craig was going to turn around to see what she was looking at.
 

When he was about to, Val took control. Peeling herself off of his cock, she twirled around, fell onto her back and opened her legs wide, her plundered hole opening to beckon him inside her again. “I want it like this,” Val said.
 

Craig eagerly obliged. He fell onto her and stuffed his cock into her hole.
 

Val’s back arched at the pressure, her head falling back for a moment as she groaned at Craig stretching her open again. But as soon as he’d found his rhythm once more, she put a hand on his back and lifted herself up to look over his shoulder at me.
 

She looked so beautiful, her body bucking each time he drilled into her cunt. Her feet were high up in the air, toes pointed and curling in pleasure at each of Craig’s rough thrusts. “You’re gonna’ make me come,” she whispered.
 

And though Craig must surely have thought she was talking to him, I knew by the way she was staring at me that the words were meant for me. That was going to make Val come was not Craig’s excellent fucking but that we were there together, that she had my undivided and unbreakable attention. I knew she understood how beautiful I thought she looked in that moment and I knew that what this was all really about, was us.
 

She squeezed her eyes shut tight. Her fingers curled and she dug her nails into the hard muscles on his back. Her body shuddered beneath him and she let out a feral yowl of pleasure, a sound that will live with me until the day I die.
 

Craig kept up his pounding until Val collapsed onto the pad, one hand on her forehead from exhaustion. Then he fell onto her and pressed his lips to hers and thrust his tongue into her mouth.
 

It was an indescribable thrill, watching Val be taken like that.
 

Her hands drifted up, slow and lazy, fingers lacing around the back of his neck. Such a simple gesture and yet it nearly shook the flesh off of my bones. Two people making love who shouldn’t be. Will anyone ever unravel the mystery of why that’s so hot?
 

Craig proved to be a man of remarkable stamina. He brought Val to three more orgasms before his resolve cracked and I saw the nervous twitch of thighs that indicated he was coming close to his.
 

Val must have felt it too because as Craig’s grunting got louder, she propped herself up on an elbow and put a hand on his back so she could stare at me over his shoulder again.
 

“Oh fuck,” Craig muttered. “I’m gonna’ fuckin’ nut. You ready? You ready for a load of cum on your face and tits?” He slammed his cock so deep into her Val gasped.
 

“I’m ready,” she said, tilting her head to whisper the words into his ears as she held my gaze.
 

But I could already see by the way she’d locked her ankles behind his knees that she had no intention of taking it anywhere but inside herself. As they crept higher up his ass and around his trunk, my heart seized up.
 

“Fuck, Val,” Craig said, trying to swat her legs off his back. “Get off I gotta’ pull out!”
 

The faintest smile curled both corners of her mouth. Her eyes filled with a calm serenity as she mouthed the words “I love you” at me across the room.
 

I had to hold onto the door frame to keep from falling down at what I was about to see. “I love you, too,” I whispered back.
 

“Fuck! Val, get off!” Craig shouted, trying to pry himself out of her pussy that was clamped down on his muscle and no doubt milking it for spunk.
 

This is when Val broke our gaze. She looked up at Craig and smiled, then ran a lazy finger along his cheek. “It’s okay. Don’t stop,” she said.
 

“The fuck?!?” Craig cried.
 

“It’s okay,” Val whispered. Then she reached between his legs, grabbed his nuts and rolled them through her fingers before giving them a gentle squeeze.
 

Craig emitted a guttural grunt. His body stilled. He closed his eyes and his mouth fell open as he did his best to contain a response that had already been triggered and could not be recalled.
 

His cock made a slow pulse and I could have sworn I heard a gurgle as it spat the first blast of his load into Val’s snatch.
 

She closed her eyes and sucked in a breath of air. “I can feel it,” she whispered, the most angelic expression falling across her face. “Your cum’s so hot.”
 

Craig’s body started shaking, his mid-riff pulling out his cock, then pressing it back in, helpless to fight the reaction that was taking place.
 

Clench, release. Clench, release.
 

I watched the root of his cock throbbing. Val’s pretty feet shook above his back. Her thighs were stretched open wide and her head tilted slightly to one side. As Craig’s climax ebbed she opened her eyes and met mine.
 

“Fucking shit, Val!” Craig shouted, scrambling off of her, Val releasing her thighs to let Craig go, then falling back onto the bed with her legs still wide open.
 

Craig stepped off the bed and staggered back, staring at the same part of Val to which my eyes were glued. He slapped a hand against his forehead. “Holy fuck,” he whispered. “Tell me you’re on the fucking pill.”
 

Val’s head rolled to one side and a lazy smile stretched across her mouth. “I’m not on anything,” she whispered, sounding like she was about to fall asleep.
 

“Holy fuck. Holy fuck,” Craig kept repeating. “Ken’s gonna’ fucking kill me.”
 

“No I’m not.”
 

Craig jumped and shouted, then stumbled back as he turned to see where the voice had come from. “What the fuck?”
 

I was to mesmerized by Val’s defiled crevice to even look at him. I walked into the room and loosened my tie. “Go home, Craig,” I said, my eyes not leaving Val.
 

Craig’s head darted side to side as he stared first at me, then Val, then me again. As if the more times he looked at either of us, the closer it might bring him to understanding what was going on. But when neither Val nor I paid any attention to what he was doing, he bent over, swept his clothes up off the floor and stormed out through the door.
 

Val, legs open like she was on a birthing bed, stretched out her arms, beckoning me to come to her.
 

I can’t remember taking my clothes off. All I remember is crawling in between her legs and staring at the creamy mess leaking from her, my cock throbbing and drooling already at the thought of plunging into her muddy pussy and releasing all I had.
 

When I lay down on top of her she wrapped her arms and legs around me and held on.
 

I found her damp lips with the head of my cock and slipped inside. Craig’s mess and Val’s juices leaked out over me. I dug into her with a grunt and felt her body stiffen beneath mine.
 

“You’re so hard,” Val whispered. “So fucking hard.”
 

“You let him come inside you,” I muttered before thrusting into her again.
 

Val looked up into my eyes. “I let him come inside me.”
 

“You’re not anything, Val. You’re bare. Your pussy’s bare. You let him fuck his sperm into you without protection. What if…”
 

She pressed a finger against my lips. “I guess you’ll have to fuck me twice as hard and we’ll see who comes out on top,” she said with a wicked smile.
 

Which was more than enough inspiration for me to do just that. With Val clinging to me I started stabbing my hot, hard prick into her leaking cunt. Each pulse into her sent a blob of Craig’s ejaculate spurting out of her.
 

As the tickle started to overwhelm me and I passed the point of no return I heard Val moan. The sound made my cock rigid inside her.
 

“Fuck it into me!” she cried. “Fuck your cum into me!” Then, grabbing hold of my jaw, she snarled. “Fuck my pussy full of your fucking cum!”
 

Click.
 

My orgasm broke over me with a sharp crack, like a pistol being shot. The hot innards bubbled out, coating my brain in a glaze of dopamine as my hips bucked pushing my cock in and out of Val.
 

As I sailed over the peak of the climax, the thought formed inside my mind that this was competition at it’s most primal. My body was operating on a perfectly tuned auto-pilot, designed by nature herself. I’d relinquished control and let it do it’s work. 
 

Each time my hips jerked back the head of my cock was plying as much of Craig’s emission out of Val’s vagina as it could scoop up. Each thrust back in was accompanied by a muscular spasm evolved to send my own genetic information rushing into Val.
 

And while science is unclear about the function of the female orgasm, Val was experiencing one beneath me so I dared to indulge the fantasy that perhaps her body, too, was doing it’s part to help the fittest seed prevail.
 

We came off the hill together and slowly. A moaning beast with two backs that really did seem as if two bodies had joined together as one. I kept my cock inside her for a long time, relishing her scent and the feeling of my own load now dripping out between us.
 

When I finally rolled off her and onto my side, Val turned to look at me, tucking her hands under her chin like a cherub.
 

“I can’t believe you did that,” I muttered.
 

“I can’t believe you stood there and watched,” she said.
 

I could barely believe that myself.
 

“Ken?”
 

“Yes?”
 

“I love you so much.”
 

“I love you too.”
 

A long silence.
 

“You think it’s going to be okay?” I finally asked.
 

Val smiled. “I think it’s going to be what it is. But I know we’re going to be fine.”
 

Somehow I knew that too.
 






Epilogue

 


I bought Craig a nice scotch and Val baked him a pie. The bathroom project had to be put on hold while he recovered from what was, admittedly, a slightly cruel move by Val. We waited until she had her period to invite him back. It took some doing but he forgave us in the end and said we were the craziest people he’d ever met.
 

Maybe that’s true. It was certainly risky, what we’d done. I think the only thing I’d take back about it is how we lured Craig into our game. He’s a good guy. He deserved better. But all’s well that ends well.
 

Val’s pregnant now. She’s in her fourth month and everything looks great. We figured it’d probably best to put the brakes on our marital experiment after Val got pregnant.
 

But this morning I found Val standing at the kitchen with her hands on her belly just staring at it.
 

I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her and whispered “whatcha’ thinking about?”
 

Val smiled. “Do you like the way my belly looks right now?”
 

I returned the smile. “Of course I do,” I replied, then added, “why do you ask?”
 

Val looked down at her tummy and sighed. “Because I was just wondering what it would look like coated in another man’s cum.”
 

My cock went stiff against her ass. “What are you saying?” I asked, an air of desperation in my tone.
 

Val cracked another, far more wicked smile. “I guess I’m saying ‘what do you say?’” she said softly.
 

I turned her around, tilted my head and kissed her.
 

She thrust her tongue into my mouth.
 

The thought of Val’s pregnant belly glazed stiffened my cock.
 

Val nibbled on my neck, then my earlobe. “Hey,” she said.
 

“Huh?”
 

“I guess I’m that kind of girl after all.”
 


THE END



***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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