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    Chapter 1 
 
    As I pulled into the tiny parking lot of the Glenton municipal airport, the sun was well above the eastern horizon, climbing steadily higher into the cloudless sky, its warming rays searing away the last remnants of the frost that had so thickly covered the short grass beside the asphalt runway not two hours ago. Not surprisingly, the parking lot beside the two-room brick building that served as the airport’s terminal was empty, except for the airport manager’s rusty, ancient Oldsmobile and the line boy’s mud-encrusted 4x4, straddling a slowly growing puddle of transmission fluid.  
 
    I parked my pickup facing the runway and got out, turning my collar up against the bite of the wind as I stepped up onto the walkway that separated the parking lot from the tarmac. Turning to face the runway, I hooked my fingers through the cool wire of the chain link fence, scanning the powder blue sky for the airplane that I expected to appear at any moment, but the heavens were empty for as far as the eye could see.  
 
    In the stillness of the late fall morning, my eyes swept the flat expanse of the airfield, taking in the cracked asphalt and the dilapidated hangars, complete with chipped tin signs advertising long defunct fuel suppliers, heralding a time when this humble strip had bustled with energy and activity.  
 
    An elderly tug stood abandoned beside the hangars, its once-proud paint now blistered and streaked with blood-red rust stains, tires rotted away to leave it sitting on the crumbling rims. A family of sparrows had taken up residence in its exhaust, wisps of pale straw and baling twine protruding from the cracks in the rusty muffler. There was a sad beauty to the squalor and decay; a piece of Americana moldering away on the outskirts of a forgotten little boom town surrounded by the vast prairie. 
 
    Turning back to the runway, I stared out at the empty stretch of pavement, my thoughts wandering back over the past three days. They had been the longest of my life. Actually, that wasn’t quite true. The days themselves had passed fairly quickly, it was the long dark nights that had almost killed me. 
 
    During the daylight hours, there had been plenty of work to occupy my time. I fed the livestock, cleaned stalls, checked the fences and water tanks, and exercised both my wife’s mare and my gelding, Buster. Hell, I even got off my ass and cut a little firewood and stacked it in a neat row under the overhang of the back porch. In addition to my own chores, I was helping out our injured neighbor, Tom, who’d broken his leg a few days ago; checking his cattle and his fences and making sure he was eating properly. 
 
    But the nights had been a different matter... in so many ways. You see, each night at 9:00 p.m. I got a call from my wife. But this wasn’t your typical goodnight call. I mean sure, there was plenty of the usual small talk and cute little inside jokes that married couples share with one another when they are apart, but once that was finished, she would put the phone on speaker and let me listen in while she made love to another man… 
 
    My wife Elizabeth, or Lizzie as I usually call her, and I had recently ventured into the realm of wife watching and, once we overcame our initial hesitation, we’d both taken to it like ducks to water.  Lizzie in particular, had come out of her shell, quickly shedding the shyness that had so defined her personality in the early days of our marriage.  
 
    For the last week or so, we’d been enjoying some naughty fun with our friend and Lizzie’s new lover, Lance, on his ranch about 500 miles south of here, exploring our newfound hobby in the seclusion of his remote, yet swanky country home.  
 
    We had originally planned on staying until Monday, but when our neighbor, Tom, had a sudden accident on Thursday, it had placed us in a very awkward situation. Tom had been doing our chores in our absence, which meant that we were going to have to come home Friday morning to take care of things on the ranch, but, unable to stand the disappointed look on my wife’s beautiful face, I had made a bold, impulsive suggestion. I had offered to go home alone and let Lizzie stay and enjoy herself with Lance for the next three days.  
 
    I’m still not sure whether I expected her to do it or not. Some part of me had actually hoped she’d refuse and come home with me, the loyal wife. But there was another part that got a secret little thrill when, after thinking about it for a whole 30 seconds, she decided to stay on and continue riding her new lover’s enormous cock without me. There was something distinctly exciting about the fact that my wife was now allowing her lust for Lance to influence her decisions. 
 
    And so, I spent three days jerking off each night to the sound of Lance and my wife fucking like minks. It had been a shattering, overwhelming experience that left me deeply conflicted. In all my life, I had never been so damned jealous. I hated it, and yet each night found me looking at the clock every 30 seconds, scarcely able to wait for 9:00 o’clock. Rapidly becoming an erotic obsession, the thought of them together filled my head all day long and made sleeping practically impossible at night. I found myself masturbating several times a day, sneaking off to the bathroom like a 16-year-old kid to spank my monkey. 
 
    If I’d learned anything about myself during our recent escapades, it was that jealousy and arousal were somehow closely intertwined when it came to my feelings about Elizabeth. As much as it killed me to see her in Lance’s arms, to watch him penetrate her and give her those soul-shaking orgasms, never before had I been so completely infatuated with every aspect of my sensual, gorgeous young wife. Try as I might, I was unable to explain it, but seeing her fucked drove me crazy with lust. I simply couldn’t get enough of her when she was naughty. 
 
    I had been somewhat surprised by the ferocity of the emotions I had experienced over the past few days. I’d honestly thought that I could handle her playing without me for the weekend. After all, once you watch another man fuck your wife, what difference could it possibly make if it happened again without you there, right? Oh, but it did make a difference. It made one hell of a big difference.  
 
    This weekend had added a subtle twist to our kinky little game, one I had yet to fully wrap my head around. Leaving her alone with him had somehow changed the dynamics of our relationship, and the more I thought about it, the more I realized that a bridge had been crossed. I had been cut out of the action, sidelined and forced to listen in, rather than participating. No longer was I the proud, open-minded husband, sharing my beautiful wife with another man. Any way I looked at it, it was hard to escape the conclusion that, for the past three days, I had been well and truly cuckolded. 
 
    Cuckold. The word itself was fraught with a thousand horrors. Was it not the ultimate disgrace a man could suffer? Wasn’t it something every man wanted to avoid at all costs? But for all my doubts and fears, when I really analyzed things, I had to admit that I was more turned on than ever. 
 
    The solitude of the weekend had given me a great deal of time to reflect on my situation, and I had realized that my cuckoldry wasn’t something that had suddenly been thrust upon me by Elizabeth spending the weekend with Lance. It had been like a seed, which once planted, continued to grow steadily and unobtrusively, only truly noticeable once it burst into full flower.  
 
    Technically, I guess I had been a cuckold since that first night in the trailer. And since that seminal event, there had been a series of subtle changes in my relationship with my wife. Changes that seemed to have little consequence at the time, but now appeared ominously significant in light of what had come to pass.  
 
    The only man other than me to ever fuck her, Lance had also been the first man to have her bareback. There had been something decadently sexy about that, not just for me, but for her as well. So, we had continued to use condoms, both of us reveling in the fact that she had given him something I wasn’t given. In fact, it had proven so exciting that she had upped the ante during our trip to Lance’s.  
 
    Only he had been allowed inside her for the past week, and for some crazy, fucked-up reason, it had turned me on. Something about her teasing me like that struck a chord, heightening the eroticism exponentially. And then, it had been my turn to up the ante, leaving her to fornicate with her well-hung lover while I went home. And it was at that point that I realized just how far down this road we had gone. 
 
    The past few days had revealed a willingness on both our parts to take things further than we had originally intended. In fact, I had begun to wonder just where our limits were… or if there were any limits at all. 
 
    For some time, a slight hum had intruded upon my reflections, and growing louder, it finally tore me back to the present. Blinking, I released my grip on the chain-link fence, surprised to find that, lost in thought, I had been gripping it tightly enough to leave painful, if temporary indentions in my fingers.  
 
    I cocked my head to look southward toward the new sound and immediately saw a small dot in the distant sky, like a gnat on a blank piece of paper, slowly crawling ever closer. A minute later, the dot had resolved itself into an airplane, its aluminum hide shimmering in the waxing light of the rising sun as the aircraft descended toward the airstrip, the quiet hum now transformed into the throaty roar of two powerful engines singing in harmony.  
 
    A series of turns brought the plane to a point a mile off the end of the runway. On she came, low and slow with full flaps, her main gear unfurled like great talons beneath the twin engines, her slender nose gear jutting defiantly down from her sleek, pointed nose. She was a beautiful sight, floating effortlessly down through the cold air to sweep onto the runway like an enormous bird with never a bounce nor a bobble. Whatever other skills he might have (and Lizzie could no doubt list several), Lance Corbin was one hell of a flyboy. 
 
    Turning off the runway, the Cessna taxied slowly to where I was parked. I waited behind the fence until Lance had killed both engines, before walking to the gate and making my way to the plane’s door behind the left wing.  
 
    Suddenly, I was nervous. In retrospect, perhaps I had been looking forward to seeing my wife again even more than I knew, but in that moment, as I stood there waiting for the door of the plane to open, I felt like a kid on his first date, mouth as dry as cotton and wondering what to do with my hands. 
 
    The click of the doorlatch seemed to break the spell, and I stepped forward confidently to greet them as the door opened. Lance was the first out, dressed in faded blue jeans as usual and shrugging on a stylish leather flying jacket as he descended the stairs. He saw me as he stepped down onto the tarmac and broke into a huge grin, extending his hand toward me. 
 
    “Hiya Bill! How the hell are you? Damn! It sure is a lot chillier here than where we just came from! Brrrrr!” 
 
    “Tell me about it! Seems like I’ve been breaking ice on every stock tank in the county for the last three days!” I chuckled as I shook his hand. “Where’s Li…” 
 
    I never finished my sentence. At that moment, my wife stepped through the hatch in a full-length fox fur coat, left enticingly open, and started down the stairs, her boot heels clicking assertively on the thin aluminum steps. I stared at her, speechless, instantly erect. 
 
    She’d purchased several outfits for our trip to Lance’s, mostly lingerie and swimwear, with a few slinky skirts and dresses thrown into the mix, but the outfit now peeking from the gap in the luxuriant fur coat eclipsed them all.  
 
    It was a black mini dress that stopped just below the crotch, sheer lace that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. A pornstar’s dress. The lapels of the coat covered her nipples, but I could clearly see her cute little belly button winking at me through the gauzy fabric, as well as the tiny pair of lace panties that spanned her curved hips, barely concealing her treasures.  
 
    A pair of long black stockings encased her perfect legs, ascending from the intricately stitched tops of her favorite cowboy boots to end in twin bands of intricate lace that stopped well below the hem of the dress, leaving a 4-inch expanse of pale, naked flesh that drew my eyes like a magnet to her slender, supple thighs. 
 
    I’d never seen her dress like this in public. Hell, I couldn’t remember the last time she’d dressed like this for me in private! Looking at her made me shiver. There was no denying how sexy she looked, but damn! What if someone saw her? How would I explain Lance returning my wife to me dressed like a high-priced call girl? Everyone in town would know my wife was fucking another guy!  
 
    I cast a nervous glance toward the terminal, but there was no one in sight. When I looked back at her, her eyes met mine and she smiled knowingly. 
 
    “What do you think of the old coat?” said a voice behind me. “I think it looks pretty good on her.” 
 
    “Wha..?” I slurred turning. For just an instant, I was surprised to see Lance there. 
 
    “The coat,” he explained, gesturing toward my wife. “It was my mother’s. Lizzie helped me go through some of her old things and we came across the fur coat my dad got her years ago. I honestly don’t think mom ever wore it more than a couple of times. Too damn hot for a coat like that down south. Anyway, Lizzie tried it on and it looked so good on her, I told her she should keep it.” 
 
    “It…It’s beautiful!” I stammered, turning back to look at her.  
 
    Lizzie beamed, turning left and right as she modeled the gorgeous fur for me. Soft and very feminine, the fur really did make her look exquisite, closely matching the color of her own hair, which was now piled in a deliberately casual bun atop her head, accentuating the length of her pale, slender neck. It wasn’t until that moment that I noticed the pearl choker she was wearing. 
 
    I immediately realized it was a gift from Lance. Obviously expensive, it consisted of four rows of identically sized pearls of the finest grade, artfully laced to form an even band that encircled Elizabeth’s throat like a gentle caress.  
 
    Broad and flawlessly white, it stood out starkly against the deep black lace of her dress, shimmering iridescently as the light caught it. She saw me staring and brought her hand up, her graceful fingers trailing slowly across the beads around her neck before reaching up to stroke a matching earring. With a wicked little grin, she looked straight into my eyes and breathed, “Lance has been so good to me, Sweetie! You really should thank him!” 
 
    “Th…Thanks Lance,” I said automatically, unsure whether I was thanking him for spoiling my wife with expensive gifts or for giving her the reaming of a lifetime. 
 
    “Hey, I should be the one thanking you! You guys made this the best Thanksgiving I’ve ever had! In fact, I was telling Lizzie earlier: if you guys don’t have anything planned for the holidays, you’re more than welcome to come spend them with me. Seriously, come for Christmas and spend the week! I always throw a little New Year’s Eve party and I know you guys would have a great time.” 
 
    “Thanks man! We’ll have to check with our families and see what everybody’s plans are,” I offered, “but, if they don’t have anything going, we might just take you up on that.” 
 
    “I understand. Family is important! But if you two find yourselves with no plans, I’d really appreciate the company.” 
 
    Not to mention the chance to bone my hot little wife again, I thought to myself with a wry smile as I followed him to the plane’s luggage compartment. He popped the door open and handed me Lizzie’s bags, which I carried to the truck. I put them in the back, then returned to the plane to say goodbye to Lance. 
 
    Rounding the wingtip, I discovered that my wife was already saying her own goodbyes to Lance. Her lithe young body was pressed tightly to his, her fur coat enveloping them both as she kissed him passionately. I could see the movement of his hands beneath the fur, roaming down her back and kneading her little ass as they made out on the tarmac.  
 
    Feeling like a third wheel, I glanced uneasily toward the terminal, hoping that there were no witnesses to my wife’s quite public display of infidelity, but again there was no one. By the time my eyes returned to them, she had stepped back and closed her coat, respectable once more. 
 
    Clearing my throat, I stepped forward and thrust out my hand, turning slightly to the side in the hope of concealing the boner I was sporting after witnessing their farewell kiss, “Have a good flight, Lance, and thanks again for everything!” 
 
    “No problem, Bill! You two give some thought to New Year’s and let me know! Seriously.” He pulled me closer, slapping my shoulder, and said softly, “And thanks for loaning me your wife for the weekend!”  
 
    With a wink, he released me and strode up the steps into the airplane, turning to give us a final wave before closing the door. Lizzie took my hand and we walked back to the truck, closing the gate behind us, before turning to watch Lance’s airplane taxi back to the runway. A few minutes later, he roared down the strip and lifted off, wagging his wingtips at us before setting a course toward home. 
 
    “So…did you miss me?” Lizzie giggled, placing a hand on my still prominent erection. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    The familiar smell of my wife’s perfume quickly filled the cab of the pickup, making it impossible to ignore her alluring presence on the seat beside me. Line after line of dull orange t-posts raced by outside the window, the tumbleweeds thick in the fencerows, clinging obstinately to the rusty strands of barbed wire.  
 
    I tried to concentrate on the yellow line in the center of the blacktop, willing myself to keep my eyes firmly on the road, but the scantily clad beauty sitting next to me was making that very difficult. 
 
    With her new fur coat lying safely on the back seat, the full glory of Lizzie’s mini dress was on flagrant display. I found myself stealing furtive glances at her long legs and the pert little nipples now clearly visible through the black lace. My God, she was a vision and she was well aware of the fact that I was looking. 
 
     “So…” she began. I jumped like I’d been shocked, causing her to laugh and place her hand upon my bicep. “Wow! Looks like somebody’s tense!” 
 
    “Shit Lizzie! You have no idea! The past three days have been…they’ve been… damn, I’m glad you’re back!” 
 
    “Aww! Sounds like you really did miss me. That’s good, Sweetie.” She slid closer to breathe in my ear as her hand moved down my ribs to caress the inside of my thigh. “I’m glad to be back, too. And I have sooo many things to tell you about!” 
 
    I shivered with excitement. “Oh fuck, Lizzie! What kind of things?” 
 
    “Naughty things, my dear hubby. Very naughty things! Things that Lance and I did while you were gone. But you’ll have to wait ‘til we get home. I want to tell you about them in bed!” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t time it, but the rest of the trip home might just have set a new land speed record. When we got there, Lizzie snatched her fur from the back seat and, grabbing the house key from my hand, planted a very wet kiss on my lips. Pulling back, she grinned, looking deeply into my eyes, and chirped, “See you in the bedroom!” before hopping out and running inside. I quickly grabbed her bags and trotted after her. 
 
    Kicking the door shut behind me, I dropped her luggage in the mudroom. Prying off my boots with the bootjack, I peered into the kitchen, only to find it empty. A glance toward the living room revealed the same. Lizzie was nowhere to be seen. Grinning to myself, I hung up my coat and hat on the pegs next to the door, then strode toward the bedroom, unbuttoning my shirt as I walked.  
 
    When I rounded the doorjamb, I saw the new coat carefully draped across the chair that sat in front of the antique mirrored dresser. The bed came into view, and I found her waiting for me, propped up on one arm atop the thick, quilted comforter with her hand lazily trailing little figure eights across the tops of the lace stockings that adorned her long legs.  
 
    She had shaken out her bun, leaving her auburn hair to fall loosely down across her slim shoulders, giving her a slightly disheveled look that contrasted delightfully with her boots and lace. A sly little smile creased her face as I stepped into the room. 
 
    Cocking an eyebrow, she demanded playfully, “What took you so long, Sweetie? I was beginning to think you’d lost interest or something!” 
 
    “Not hardly, Baby! Not hardly!” 
 
    I stopped at the edge of the bed and unbuckled my belt, the big silver buckle I’d won in New Mexico this summer whacking me uncomfortably on the bridge of the foot as I let my pants fall. Damn it, that hurt! But I was past caring at this point.  
 
    Only one thing mattered now, and that was the fact that I was finally going to get to make love to my wife. No more speakerphone, no more masturbation, no more Lance Corbin, damn it! Now, I was going to fuck her! I, Bill Allen! 
 
    Kicking the pants away, I quickly whisked my underwear down to my ankles and almost fell in my haste, my foot catching stubbornly in the white cotton and causing me to hop awkwardly to regain my balance. Lizzie giggled affectionately at my urgency as I reached down to tear the garment away from my foot. Once free, I stood and moved to the bed, my average-sized cock jutting proudly straight up, slapping against my belly as I tumbled onto the bed with her. 
 
    “Gosh, Billy!” she giggled. “I think you’re going to have to work on your striptease routine!” She laughed sweetly, reaching out to run her hand along my chest and scooting closer. “Actually, I like how eager you are… how eager you’ve been since we started this!” 
 
    Before I could answer, she pushed me onto my back, moved down, and took me in her mouth, inhaling my penis to the root in a single motion, her tongue slashing at my sack as her nose buried itself into my pubic hair. I gasped loudly, in shock and pleasure, my fists clawing at the sheets. Good Lord, she had gotten good at this!  
 
    Staring at the top of her cute little head as she bobbed on me, it was utterly impossible to talk. Hell, I could barely even think as she hoovered me. But, there was one thought that managed to bore its way through the lust-induced fog that had seized my brain: Lizzie had changed! 
 
    Just a few months ago, Elizabeth had viewed oral sex as something of a chore, a bit of obligatory foreplay to get me stiff enough to move on to the actual event. Since her dalliances with Lance, however, her attitude toward fellatio had changed… changed dramatically.  
 
    Each night during our visit to Lance’s ranch, she had sucked me off instead of allowing me to fuck her, and by the end of the week I had come to realize that she enjoyed giving blowjobs! She enjoyed it a lot! 
 
    After just a few minutes, I could feel that old familiar tingling in my balls. I reached down to pull her up to me. I had had enough of blowjobs. I didn’t want to cum in her mouth this time; I wanted…No, I needed to fuck my wife!  
 
    At that moment, she pulled off of me, then, taking me in her hands, she rubbed and stroked my shaft, petting and playing with me briefly before plunging her mouth down over me again. With a plop, she then released me and crawled up my body. My cock felt different now and, without even looking down, I understood. She had just unrolled a condom onto me. 
 
    Hiking up her dress, she pulled her panties aside and guided me into her. “Mmm! There we go!” Her sapphire eyes shone as she smiled sweetly down at me. “It’s been a while!” 
 
    She bent her lips to mine, kissing me fiercely as she mashed her pointy little tits against my chest. My hands slid down the lace of her dress to find her tight little butt cheeks. Gripping them firmly, I began to thrust up into her.  
 
    It took about 30 seconds for it to become painfully obvious to both of us that this wasn’t going to work. Lizzie’s lace panties had worked their way back over to press against my shaft, scraping both of us frightfully with each thrust. We were going to both be rubbed raw if we kept this up! 
 
    “Just a sec,” she said, hopping off me. I rolled onto one elbow to watch, delighting in the sight of my beautiful young wife in the glow of the midday sunlight streaming in through the windows behind me. She reached beneath the hem of her dress and hooked a thumb into the waistband of her sexy panties, shimmying seductively as she slid them down her long, slender legs. “Should I take the dress off, too?” 
 
    “Yeah, but leave the stockings and boots on!” 
 
    “Pervert!” she stuck her tongue out with a grin, then crossing her arms in front of her, raised the sheer garment up over her head. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I exclaimed, staring in shock at my nearly naked wife. Her mound was cleanly shaven. The familiar trimmed little bush was gone, her pouty labia obscenely on display. 
 
    Lizzie had never shaved her pussy before. She had always maintained a carefully trimmed landing strip. To be honest, I liked her that way, liked to run my fingers through the wiry hair, to feel the rasp of her sex against me when we made love. She looked so different now, her slick mound unfamiliar, foreign… I found it impossible to tear my eyes away from her. 
 
    Realizing what I was looking at, she self-consciously brought her hand down to cover herself. “Yeah,” she muttered shyly, “I forgot about that.” Her eyes searched mine, unsure how I was going to react. 
 
    “Lance?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” she nodded demurely, glancing down at herself as she stroked the smooth skin with her fingertips. “Last night.” She looked back up at me. “It was really sexy, shaving it off for him. I hope you’re not mad.” 
 
    I shook my head, “No Baby, I’m not mad.” It was true. In fact, I was turned on. Very turned on! Not so much by her new look. I didn’t hate it, but it wasn’t really my thing. What turned me on was the fact that she had done it for him, that she was willing to change the way she looked to please him.  
 
    In a month, it would grow back. It wasn’t a permanent change, not like a tattoo, but for the next few weeks, it would serve as a reminder that another man had marked my wife. Every time we made love, every time I saw her getting out of the shower, I would be reminded of that fact. A shiver ran down my spine as I thought about it. 
 
    Sitting up, I swung my legs to the floor and motioned Lizzie to me, taking her hands in mine as she approached the bed. I pulled her to me, wrapping my arms around her upper thighs, and planted a kiss on her flat stomach above her belly button. I followed it with another kiss, then another, tasting her skin as I bent forward, slowly working my way down her tummy.  
 
    I could feel her breathing quicken, goosebumps popping out on her sensitive flesh as my lips nipped at her, moving ever lower to explore her newly shaven mound. Planting a kiss just above her pussy, I grasped her buttocks firmly, lifting her and scooting backwards, pulling her onto the bed with me.  
 
    She moaned softly, her hands reaching for the back of my head as my shoulders hit the mattress. My tongue immediately found her weeping slit and I drove it forcefully up into her, tasting her arousal. I kneaded her ass cheeks as I ate her, curling my tongue far up inside her, before pulling back to flick across her hard clit. Lizzie pulled me into her wantonly, rubbing herself unabashedly back and forth on my tongue, riding my face like a saddle. 
 
    Her time with Lance seemed to have erased the last vestiges of bashfulness in my wife. She was now a slut, a sexual dynamo, a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and just how to get it. Her face looked so gorgeous, mouth open, eyes wide, staring down at me from between her pert little breasts.  
 
    I felt her thighs tense, trembling next to my ears, betraying how close she was. Then suddenly, she sat down harder on my face, almost dislocating my jaw, and threw her head back, shuddering and screaming in heedless abandon. 
 
    Lifting her from my now-wet face, I eased her to the bed, rolling on top of her and entering her now-shaven pussy in one fluid motion. Lizzie gasped at the unexpected penetration. 
 
    “Oooh! Oh God!” she gasped, her trembling arms wrapping around my neck and pulling me tightly against her heaving chest. “God, I’ve missed you, Baby!” She kissed me passionately, her darting tongue fencing with mine as she moaned urgently into my mouth. 
 
    When her lips left mine, I stopped moving, lying still between her widespread legs, gazing into her deep blue eyes. “So, what else did Lance do to you,” I asked, “besides shave you?” 
 
    “You really want to hear about that?” she asked coyly. 
 
    “Uh-huh. It’s all I’ve thought about for the past three days!” 
 
    “Mmmm! I like that!” she grinned up at me wickedly, grinding her pelvis against mine. “Well, for starters, Lance asked me to stop wearing clothes once you were gone. We had to turn the heater up a couple of degrees, but it was so worth it!” 
 
    I groaned, imagining my wife strutting around Lance’s house naked, her cute little ass jiggling with each step. “Fuck Lizzie! You stayed naked the whole time?” 
 
    “Well, not really naked, Baby,” she teased. “After all, Lance really, really likes me in my boots!” With a naughty giggle, she brought her long legs up to run her boots suggestively along my sides. 
 
    “Holy shit!” I croaked, quickly pulling out to keep from cumming immediately. As exciting as the idea of her walking around nude had been, the thought of her in nothing but boots was almost too erotic to bear. Lizzie laughed in delight, reaching down to guide me back inside once I had settled down. 
 
    “God, he fucked me, Bill! Like he was trying to wear it out! He was insatiable! I lost track of how many times we did it.”  
 
    I panted with urgency. Careful to move as little as possible, I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, trying not to cum. 
 
    “Then, since we’d already done it in the kitchen, the swimming pool, the living room, and the master bedroom, Lance decided we should ‘christen’ the other rooms as well. He even bent me over the dryer in the laundry room! But my favorite place was on the pool table in the rec room.”  
 
    “Aww shit!” I exclaimed, risking a couple of slow strokes. “I wish I could have seen that!” 
 
    “So do I, Baby!” She brought her hand up to softly brush my cheek, a sudden look of tenderness creasing her brow. “I mean, don’t get me wrong. I had a good time with Lance… okay, a very good time!” she smiled, rolling her eyes and blushing slightly. “But I really like it when you watch.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She bit her lip, her big eyes searching mine. “It’s exciting when you’re watching,” she said, “watching him take your woman! I love the way you’re focused on my every move when I’m with him; how much you want me. And I like that you can’t have me at that moment! Seeing you so jealous and turned on makes me feel so sexy and wicked, so alive. Like I’m your own personal little porn star, performing just for you!”  
 
    “Wow!” I stared at her with my mouth open, my heart thumping in my chest. “God, you’re a dirty little slut! And I love it! I love you!” 
 
    “Aww!” Lizzie blushed happily. “Me too, baby!” 
 
    “But, tell me the truth: wasn’t it just a tad bit exciting, being left alone with him? Teasing me on the phone when you were with him?” I ground myself into her. “It seemed like you were getting off on torturing me.” 
 
    “Well,” she looked at me hesitantly, “I guess… kinda…” 
 
    “Elizabeth,” I said softly, brushing her soft red hair from her face as I slowly thrust in and out of her, “I know you, Baby! And, even over the phone, I could tell how much it was turning you on.” 
 
    “Yeah. You’re right,” she admitted, nodding rapidly. “It was good! Really good! It was different, of course. But in some ways… I don’t know. I guess, in some ways, it was even more exciting.” 
 
    “More exciting how?” 
 
    “Well, I think it’s pretty obvious by now that I get off on teasing you,” she grinned and shrugged her shoulders. “Sorry Babe, but it’s true. Nothing gets me quite as wet as making you jealous! But this was…” she hesitated, chewing her lip. 
 
    “Yes?” I prompted, my heart in my throat. “This was what?” 
 
    “This was different. More intense. In a way, I guess, when you left me alone with him, it felt like you were giving another piece of me to him.” 
 
    “Another piece?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s kind of hard to explain. I don’t know. Maybe I’m crazy, but this whole thing feels like that to me: bit by bit, you’re letting Lance have more and more of your wife. And each time makes the game hotter for both of us. Does that make any sense?” 
 
    I swallowed hard, nodding. It did make sense. In fact, it made a lot of sense. From that first night in the trailer, that’s exactly what I had been doing. “Yeah, I guess that’s true. I’d just never thought of it like that.” My hips started to move more quickly, her words arousing me. 
 
    “Just like the thing with the condoms,” she murmured beneath me, responding to the increased pace of my thrusting. I held my breath, waiting for her to continue. “You liked the fact that he got to have me bare. A little piece of me that belonged to him.”  
 
    “Oh God, Lizzie!” My head was spinning. 
 
    “We both know it’s true, Bill. Even now, you’ve never asked me to let you go bareback. You know I’d say yes, but you like that he gets that privilege instead of you! It makes you jealous, but it also turns you on.” 
 
    Her teasing words sent a sharp pang of jealousy through the very center of my heart, driving me crazy, causing me to fuck her harder. She was right, dammit! There was no way I could deny it. I was turned on by the thought of her doing things with Lance that she didn’t do with me. Special privileges reserved only for her “boyfriend”. I drove my jealous cock savagely into her sopping wet pussy. 
 
    Lizzie knew she had me. She could read the effect of her words on my straining face. Her crystal-blue eyes shone with a diabolical light as her hands snaked up to grasp the back of my neck. She lifted her head from the pillow to chew on my earlobe as I slammed into her. “And it turns me on, too!” she hissed through clenched teeth. “Oooh…! I like that we’ve saved that for him! Aaah...! It’s so fucking hot that my own husband… has never cum inside me!” 
 
    “Oh shit! Oh fuck, Baby!” I groaned. “Aaah! You’re going to make me cum!” 
 
    “Oh yes! Go on, Bill!” She looked right into my eyes and a cruel little smile curled the corners of her mouth. Then, she turned the screw: “Cum in your condom for me!” 
 
    Bam! My orgasm hit me like a sledgehammer. I’d already been close, and her final taunt was the last straw. With a surprised grunt, I hunched, burying myself in her to the root, and began to cum. Spurting, straining, pulsing; the sensations that swept over me were so intense that they wiped everything else from my consciousness. Nothing else in the world existed for me at that moment than this feeling, this moment. And as I ground against her, in her, my cock flexing and squirting again and again, the word “condom” echoed in my head like the ringing of a struck anvil. 
 
    It seemed like an eternity before my climax subsided, but eventually, I sank down on her, exhausted. Her warm little hands caressed my back lovingly as I panted into the tangled mass of her fiery red hair. “Shhh,” she whispered in my ear, as though comforting a restless child, “that’s better now, isn’t it?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Once I caught my breath again, I moved off Lizzie and went to the bathroom to discard the condom and clean up. I was a little surprised to find her still in bed when I got back, silently staring up at the ceiling, her fingers idly twirling a lock of her red hair. Curious, I flopped down next to her on the rumpled sheets.  
 
    “Hey Babe,” I said softly. “Penny for your thoughts.” 
 
    Without answering, she rolled onto her side, facing me with her head propped on the palm of her right hand. The nails of her left hand lazily traced little circles along my abs while she studied me. Something was on her mind. 
 
    “You haven’t even asked,” she said at length, just the hint of a rueful little smile creasing her lips. 
 
    “Ask? Ask what?” I was puzzled, still not thinking straight in the afterglow of our lovemaking. 
 
    “You know…” she hesitated, looking suddenly vulnerable, “about your texts…” 
 
    “You mean…” Of course! Now I knew what we were talking about. Elizabeth wasn’t on the pill and this weekend hadn’t exactly been the best time for her to be playing with Lance unprotected. But every time I’d mentioned it in my texts, she’d refused to give me a straight answer, simply sending me a winking smiley face emoji. 
 
    Part of me had been certain that she was just messing with me; that it was simply another way for her to make me jealous. But another part of me couldn’t help but wonder…  
 
    “So, did you?” I began haltingly. “Use protection, I mean?” 
 
    Her eyes darted away from mine, staring down to look at her fingers, which were still playing lazily along my belly. 
 
    “Lizzie,” I pressed. “Tell me, Baby.” I reached down and caught her hand, stopping her fingers and causing her to look up into my eyes. She smiled, but for the first time, I saw worry there. “Just tell me what happened.” 
 
    “I tried to be good, honest,” she whispered, “but…” Her voice trailed off. 
 
    My heart beat furiously in my chest. Deep down, I knew what was coming; knew what had happened. But, I needed to hear her say it. “But what, Lizzie?” I asked, raising her hand to my lips and kissing her fingers. “Come on, you know you can tell me anything. What happened?” 
 
    She looked at me just a second longer, her eyes wide and uncertain. “I had honestly forgotten about the condoms until I got your text,” she confessed, her beautiful red hair bouncing crazily as she shook her head. “God, Bill! I know it was stupid, but we hadn’t been using anything up until then, and I guess I just got caught up in the excitement of everything and forgot.” Her bright eyes searched mine, trying to read my reaction. “I’m so sorry!” 
 
    “Shhh! It’s okay, Liz!” I stroked her cheek. “What about after my text?” 
 
    “Well,” she smiled shyly, “Lance didn’t know. Anyway, not at that point. And we’d already done it a couple of times before your text. It wasn’t until you mentioned it that I remembered. And then…” she hesitated, looking at me. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Umm, well, when I started to answer, I saw the little winking emoji down in the corner of the screen and thought it would be kinda funny. Just a little joke, jerking your chain a little! But I made up my mind to be more careful. Honestly, I was going to make him use condoms from then on!” 
 
    “…going to?” I asked, swallowing hard, noticing for the first time that I was getting hard again. Why was I getting excited? 
 
    “Well, the next morning, he woke me up kissing my neck, spooning me from behind,” she explained, “and before I knew it, he was inside me again and… well… he…” 
 
    “He came inside you again.” 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she nodded, “and then again in the shower, and then it sorta seemed like ‘what’s the point?’ I mean, the damage was already done. You know what I mean?”  
 
    As she told her tale, she relaxed visibly. She had noticed my erection, and it was obvious that I was far from angry. So, she now began to embrace what she had done, teasing me with her account. 
 
    I shrugged, trying to look unconcerned. “Yeah. I guess.” Good Lord! The damage was already done? “So, you guys didn’t… didn’t use anything after that?” I could feel my breathing getting quicker, shock and jealousy doing battle with arousal in my feverish brain. 
 
    She shook her head. “The thing is…” she started, then changed her mind. 
 
    “Go on,” I whispered, my voice shaky with worry and growing excitement. 
 
    “I know it’s awful, Bill, but the more I thought about it, the more it aroused me. And then you kept asking about it. I knew it was affecting you, and that just ramped up the eroticism for me. Every time you texted, it was another reminder of how bad I was being, the risk I was taking. Oh God, the risk!!” 
 
    “The risk?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she tenderly touched the side of my face, “it terrified me, still does, but in a weird way, I kinda liked it.” She looked at me and smiled, rolling her eyes. “Okay, so maybe it was a little more than ‘kinda’! It was a major turn-on! It made me feel so wicked, so terribly naughty, that I was taking such a chance with him.  
 
    But it was more than just the risk itself… it was imagining your reaction to it. Picturing the look on your face. I liked the thought of you fretting about it. I imagined you seeing that little emoji and getting all worked up. And it made me so hot! God, it turned me on!” She leaned forward and kissed me. Her sapphire eyes blazed once more with passion as she recounted her naughty tale. “Tell me, Sweetie, just how did it make you feel?”  
 
    How did it make me feel? Panicky. Dizzy. The room suddenly seemed too hot. But through it all, I was also excited; dreadfully, painfully, hopelessly excited. I’d cum not 15 minutes ago, and now I was as hard as I had ever been. I opened my mouth to speak, but no sounds would come out. 
 
    Her hand slid down my body to cup my crotch, finding me erect and throbbing. She smiled knowingly. “I can only imagine how nervous you must have been. You poor thing! Did it turn you on, worrying that I was risking that with him? Thinking about the consequences?” 
 
    “I… I mean, I…” Was this really happening? Was my wife really saying these things to me? Was she just messing with me, pushing my buttons, or was she actually turned on by the thought of risking pregnancy with Lance? Was I? No! That would be crazy! Wouldn’t it? My brain raced, trying desperately to catch up to the conversation. Why was I so fucking hard? 
 
    “Was it difficult to concentrate, Sweetie? Wondering what we were doing, wondering if he would send me back home to you with a bun in the oven?” Her soft hand caressed me slowly, playfully toying with my hardness. The combination of her skillful touch and teasing words was driving me insane! 
 
    “Oh God, Lizzie,” I gasped, involuntarily hunching at her little hand, “is there a chance that he… that you’re…?” 
 
    “Let’s just say, I can’t guarantee that I’m not,” she cooed, enjoying herself. “We’ll just have to wait and see…” 
 
    “Oh shit!” I groaned, my dick flexing and bobbing with excitement. 
 
    She giggled, glancing down at my crotch. “Why Bill Allen! If I didn’t know better, I’d swear that thought turns you on!” With a wicked grin on her face, she pumped me aggressively a few times. “Tell me, Baby,” she hissed, her voice low and sultry, “would you be terribly upset if it were to happen? If your wife’s well-hung boyfriend got there before you?” 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” I moaned as my hard cock began to jerk in her hand, spewing forcefully, coating her tiny wrist with my hot seed. 
 
    When I was finished, she smiled and patted my flagging cock affectionately. “That’s what I thought,” she said simply, rising to her feet and walking down the hallway to the bathroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    While Elizabeth took a quick shower, I put on my shirt and jeans and went to the kitchen. Lunchtime was way overdue, and I was starving! Taking a loaf of bread and some lunchmeat from the fridge, I turned to the counter and busied myself making sandwiches for us. 
 
     When I was finished, I put a plate of food before each of our chairs, then got glasses and utensils and finished setting the table. Satisfied, I stood with my back against the counter waiting for Liz.  
 
    Five minutes later, she walked into the kitchen wearing a loose-fitting T-shirt and a nondescript pair of baggy sweatpants. Giving me a brief smile, she vigorously dried her still-wet hair. Satisfied, she draped the towel over the back of one of the spare chairs and smiled appreciatively at the table. Her cheeks were still flushed from the hot water of the shower, which, combined with her disheveled, uncombed hair, gave her a breathless, wild look that was undeniably sexy, in spite of her formless clothing. 
 
    Walking to the counter, she opened the cabinet on the wall and, standing on her tiptoes, took out a tall glass and filled it with water from the tap. Standing at the sink, she put the glass to her lips and drank, her slender throat bobbing rhythmically as she swallowed, then stood for some time looking absently out the window, holding the empty glass with both hands.  
 
    “Hungry?” I asked, grabbing her chair by its back and pulling it out for her. The wooden legs scraped noisily against the tile floor of the kitchen. 
 
    Elizabeth started, nearly dropping the glass she held in her hands. Her blue eyes flashed briefly to mine as she turned toward me. “Oh,” she said, blushing, “thanks!” 
 
    She refilled her empty glass with an embarrassed little grin and took a seat across from me, avoiding my eyes as she picked up her sandwich and took a bite. We ate in silence, each of us lost in our own thoughts, neither knowing what to say. 
 
    I studied her as I chewed, her beautiful blue eyes staring fixedly at her plate as she nibbled at the sandwich in her hands. Her narrow shoulders were hunched forward over the table, making her look small and vulnerable. Like me, she was nervous now, in the sober wake of our frenzied lovemaking. I knew exactly what she was thinking. I was thinking it, too. Our “game” was getting out of hand. Way out of hand! 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more I had to concede that it had been out of hand for some time now. I mean, wanting your wife to have sex with another man? That’s pretty fucked up! But her risking pregnancy with him?! How much more crazy can you get? 
 
    The thing is, the crazier our situation got, the more exciting it was. And, not just for me. It had become abundantly clear during our trip to Lance’s that my wife was enjoying this adventure at least as much as I. She liked being naughty, and she liked me to see her being naughty. And, God knows, up until now, I had dearly loved every second of it! 
 
    We fed off each other’s excitement, like logs in a campfire, each burning hotter in the incandescent glow of the other. Our fantasies and desires dovetailed perfectly into one another, creating the perfect storm of eroticism. Boundaries were pushed and broken on the way toward ever new boundaries, but this… this was something different, the ultimate boundary. 
 
    By taking Lance unprotected for the last three days, Lizzie had taken our game to an entirely different level. We had left the realm of naughty, forbidden fun. Now, there were potential consequences to her actions. For all we knew, she could be pregnant. Pregnant with Lance’s baby! 
 
    What if she were pregnant? What then? Sure, we’d talked about having kids. Recently, we’d been talking about it more and more. After all, we were getting to the stage in our marriage where we were considering starting a family. But to be honest, I’d been dragging my feet a little.  
 
    It wasn’t that I didn’t want kids. I did. Eventually. It was just, well, I didn’t know if I was ready to tackle the responsibility yet. Lizzie and I had been married five years and I was pretty comfortable with our life. There was a set routine to everything, a routine that would be totally upended by the addition of a child. We had yet to make a concrete decision on when to start a family. Now that decision might have been made for us! 
 
    As I looked at her across the table now, a shiver ran down my spine. In my mind’s eye, I saw her flat little belly swelling with Lance’s child. My God! What if it happened? What would we do? What if someone found out another man had gotten my wife pregnant? Glenton was a small town. How would I ever live that down? 
 
    As though reading my mind, Elizabeth looked up from her plate and swallowed. Gone was the self-confident, teasing slut she’d been earlier. Now, there was a look of concern in her eyes. “Hey,” she said shyly. 
 
    “Hey you” 
 
    “Whatcha thinkin’ about?” she asked, but the look on her face made it obvious that she already knew the answer to that question. 
 
    “You know,” I shrugged, “stuff. This past weekend. Our… situation.” 
 
    “Yeah. Me too.” 
 
    “So…” 
 
    “Mm hmm?” 
 
    “Just how worried should we be?” 
 
    She looked at me for a second, as if weighing her answer. “Well, I’m not an obstetrician,” she smiled sheepishly, “but the timing wasn’t ideal.” She pushed her plate away and put her hands in her lap. “I’m sorry, Bill. Really, I am. Things were just so crazy last week, and I was so caught up in all the excitement, and I got carried away. Please don’t be mad at me! I’m so sorry!” 
 
    I raised my hand and smiled at her. “I’m not mad, Lizzie. I’m not. I’m just a little worried. I mean, what if… you know, what if you’re…” 
 
    “The word you’re looking for is ‘pregnant’, Honey. And honestly, I don’t know how to answer that question. We may have a problem, we may not. At this point, we’re just going to have to wait and see.” 
 
    I nodded. “Wait how long?” 
 
    “Well, we should have a pretty good idea a week from today,” she said. Noticing my incomprehension, she explained, “That’s when my period should start. If it doesn’t…” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, chewing on her words. I took a deep breath and slowly blew it out through my pursed lips. “So, next Monday. Something tells me this is going to be the longest week of my life.” 
 
    “Your life?!” she snorted derisively. “Your life! What about me? I’m going to be on pins and needles for the next seven days! And if it does happen, I’m the one who’d get to carry the baby for the next nine months, not to mention giving birth! I think you’re getting off pretty easy here, Mister!” 
 
    “So, you’d want to keep it?” I asked quietly, oddly surprised at the notion. Realizing how that sounded, I quickly added, “You know I’d support you whatever you decided. I… I was just wondering, that’s all.” 
 
    She held my eyes for a long moment, then stood up and walked around the table to me. Straddling my legs, she sat on my lap and ran her fingers through my hair, smiling sweetly. “You really are an amazing man, Bill Allen! Thank you for being you!” She leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “But yeah, if I have Lance’s baby inside me, I think I’d want to keep it.” 
 
    I nodded, thinking about that. An uncomfortable idea had been gnawing at me for some time, a nagging, persistent fear. Hearing her talk about bearing Lance’s lovechild now dredged it to the top. “Lizzie?” 
 
    “Yes, Baby?” 
 
    “Tell me the truth. Are you… are you falling for him?” 
 
    “What?” She arched her eyebrows, looking at me in surprise. 
 
    “Lance,” I said. “Are you falling for him? Do you… do you love him?” 
 
    Her mouth fell open. Eyes wide, she stared at me for a minute. “No!” She said forcefully, her fingers digging into my biceps. “Bill, no! Of course not, Baby! How could you… No!” She shook her head emphatically. “You listen to me, Bill Allen! I’m your wife, and I love you! Only you!” 
 
    “Okay. It’s just that… well, it seems like you’re pretty into him. Especially now. And if… you know, if you’re…” 
 
    “Pregnant, Bill!” Lizzie furnished hotly, her eyes flashing beneath her lowered brows. “I’d think you could at least say the word!” 
 
    “Sorry! I’m sorry! Pregnant, okay? Pregnant. If you are pregnant…” 
 
    “If I am pregnant,” she took over, “and at this point that’s still a major ‘if’, then we’ll face it together. You and I will raise our child with all the love and affection it deserves! And he or she will call me ‘mommy’ and you ‘daddy’ and nothing else matters! 
 
    “Now, as for me being in love with Lance, the simple answer is ‘no’. I am not in love with Lance Corbin!” Suddenly embarrassed by her own fervor, her eyes darted away from mine. 
 
    “But you do have feelings for him,” I pressed. 
 
    “God, Bill, what do you want me to say? Of course, I have feelings for him! I’m not a machine, you know! In case you haven’t noticed, he and I have shared a few pretty good moments over the past week! And Lance is a really nice guy. So, yeah! I like Lance; I like him a lot. But liking someone, having feelings for someone, is not the same as loving them!” She brought her hand up to tenderly stroke my cheek. “You’re the one I love, Sweetie, nobody but you!” 
 
    Staring into her eyes, I knew she was telling me the truth. Whatever Lance might be to her, I was still her husband, and she loved me. I felt a wave of relief wash over me. “I love you, too, Baby,” I murmured, craning my head up awkwardly to kiss her warm lips. 
 
    Lizzie wrapped her slender arms around me and pulled me tightly against her chest, laying her head on my shoulder and squeezing me. I held her like that without speaking, my hand idly stroking her lustrous red hair where it fell between her shoulder blades, sharing a tender moment with my wife. 
 
    After a few minutes, she raised her head and leaned back, gazing into my eyes. “So, are we okay?” She asked. “Are we both on the same page with all this? Can you live with me having feelings for another man?” 
 
    “Sure,” I shrugged, smiling at her. Then, feeling wicked, I added, “It would actually kind of suck if my wife just absolutely couldn’t stand the man who knocked her up!” 
 
    “Oh! Oh, my God! I can’t believe you!” she laughed, punching me on the shoulder and jumping up from my lap. “How horrible! I can’t believe I married such an awful, awful man!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    After lunch, Elizabeth insisted we go visit our injured neighbor, Tom. Even though I had assured her countless times that I had been taking good care of him after his accident, she had her own views on my abilities as a nurturer and was determined to see the unfortunate victim for herself.  
 
    “The poor guy is probably living off cold pork and beans and soda pop,” she informed me. “Did you even bring him any warm food?” 
 
    “Um.. well, not really…” I stuttered, feeling defensive. “But, he said he had it covered, Lizzie! He’s a grown man, for goodness sake! I didn’t want to be pushy or anything.” 
 
    “Ugh! Men! I swear,” she shook her head in disgust. “He’s just being polite, Bill. He doesn’t want to be a burden. That’s all. It’s a good thing I’m here now! Tom would have starved to death if he’d had to depend on you!” 
 
    I’d been married long enough to know better than to argue. Tom was about to get the mother hen treatment from my wife, and there was nothing anyone could do about it. Actually, I still needed to do his evening chores, so there really was no reason I couldn’t take Lizzie along with me.  
 
    I grabbed a quick shower and changed into some old work clothes while she put together a picnic basket full of warm food for him and fifteen minutes later, we were ready to go. 
 
    The afternoon sun had done much to drive away the chill of the early morning, but there was still a bite to the air. As I was putting on my old coat, Lizzie joined me in the mudroom, taking down her favorite denim jacket from its hook. 
 
    Her flaming red hair was pulled back into a cute ponytail. Watching her put on her jacket, I saw that she had changed into a miniscule pink crop top that seemed to give a whole new meaning to the phrase “less is more”. Lord, it was tight and small! She had also traded in her frumpy gray sweatpants for an exquisitely tight pair of designer blue jeans that hugged her athletic curves like a fresh coat of paint.  
 
    Opening the passenger door of the pickup for her, I stepped aside to let her past and enjoyed a breathtaking view of her tight, little, denim-clad ass, complete with sparkly rhinestones splashed across it, when she breezed past me and quickly hopped in. Closing the door behind her, I found myself hoping that our mission of mercy wouldn’t take too long. Damn! She looked fantastic! 
 
    Through the tinted windshield, I could see Lizzie removing her jacket while I walked around the hood to the driver’s side. When I opened the door, she was leaning across the seatback and carefully placing the coat on the back seat.  
 
    My breath caught in my throat. At first glance, I thought she had taken her top off. The entire length of her elegant back was visible, interrupted only by the two little strings that held the top in place. Her round little ass wiggled and sparkled tantalizingly as she smoothed away the wrinkles in the denim fabric. She smiled warmly at me as I got in, “Don’t want to get too hot with the heater going!” 
 
    “Good idea,” I nodded, wondering how I was going to keep from getting too hot sitting next to her. Deep down inside I couldn’t help wondering whether the warmth was the real reason she had stripped off her coat.  
 
    One of the things we had both discovered during the past week, was that my sexy little wife liked to show off that tight little body of hers. And from her earlier account of the past three days, she’d been devoting quite a bit of time to exploring her newfound penchant for exhibitionism with Lance. 
 
    She settled back into her seat, pulling the seatbelt across her chest, as I turned the key, starting the engine. I switched on the heater and buckled my own belt, then turned at the waist to look over my shoulder at the driveway behind us. I pulled the gear lever into reverse and backed carefully away from the house. 
 
    As we rattled over the dirt road that led to our ranch house, I caught myself stealing quick, sidelong glances at Lizzie. But, the road was too rough and winding for me to ogle her properly. It wasn’t until we were safely on the highway that I checked the empty road ahead to make sure no one was coming and then turned my head slightly and took a good, long look at my gorgeous wife.  
 
    I’d seen earlier that her crop top was revealing, but upon closer inspection, I saw that it was ridiculously tight and small, with a halter neck. Stopping well shy of her belly button, it showcased her beautifully flat stomach perfectly. As I’d seen, it was, for all intents and purposes, backless. There was only a single string behind her long neck and another in the middle of her back, both tied in cute little bows.  
 
    She was obviously braless; the strap would’ve been visible. Her hard little nipples were clearly evident through the thin fabric of her top, like two trapped marbles, trying desperately to escape. For just a second, I stared at her chest, delighting in the way her smallish breasts jiggled each time we hit a bump.  
 
    “See anything you like?” Lizzie asked suddenly.  
 
    I looked up to find her staring into my eyes. “Sorry,” I mumbled. “It’s just been a while, and…” 
 
    “Don’t apologize,” she interrupted with a playful giggle, placing a hand on my thigh, just below my crotch, “I like it when you look at me like that!” 
 
    “Look at you like what?” 
 
    “Like you want to devour me; like I’m the most attractive woman in the world. Lance looks at me like that, too.” She closed her eyes and stretched, pulling the shoulder belt to the side and arching her back so that her cone-shaped breasts jutted out obscenely. It was now obvious that she was doing this for my benefit. “But, Bill?” she said, innocently. 
 
    “Yeah?” I replied, now openly staring at her and hanging on her every word. 
 
    “Maybe you’d better keep your eyes on the road for now…” 
 
    The words had no sooner passed her lips than I heard the rough sound of the tires on the passenger side kicking up the gravel on the wide shoulder of the blacktop. I’d become so preoccupied by my wife’s pretty little boobs that I was swerving off the road! 
 
    “Dammit!” I hissed, my grip tightening on the wheel. My head snapped forward once more and, careful not to overcorrect, I gently eased us back into our lane. I blew out a long breath. Elizabeth snickered at my side, causing me to blush at my own foolishness. Not trusting myself to look back at her, I returned my full attention to the road in front of me. 
 
    As I willed myself to concentrate on the straight stretch of asphalt in front of us, I continued to ponder her cute little crop top. I had absolutely no idea where it had come from. Like most men, I couldn’t claim that I knew every article of clothing in my wife’s wardrobe, but I had definitely never seen this top before. I would’ve remembered! Without a shadow of a doubt!  
 
    And, that left me with two possibilities: it was either one of the articles of clothing she had purchased for our trip to Lance’s ranch that I hadn’t yet seen when I left, or it was a present that Lance had given to her! 
 
    Lance! Either way, it was evident that the crop top was tied to him. A thrill ran through me with the realization that my wife’s clothing was connected to her lover. And what clothing it was! 
 
    Just a couple of months ago, there was no way Lizzie would’ve left the house dressed as she now was. She had always been demure and modest, opting for baggy tops and casual-cut, practical jeans. Her current attire was the antithesis of that. Tight and revealing, it did absolutely nothing to hide her sexy body.  
 
    It was hard not to see her changing taste in clothing as a physical manifestation of the change that had taken place in our marriage. The boldness of the outfit she had on perfectly mirrored the brazenness of her actions. 
 
    Hazarding another quick glance at her next to me, I struggled to recognize any vestige of the shy wallflower that had been my wife, replaced now by a vibrant, confident, sexual being who knew what she wanted and was no longer afraid to admit it. 
 
    This change in her frightened me. How could it not? This was unfamiliar territory. My staid, dependable wife was now impulsive and passionate. It scared me, but the thing was… I liked it, too.  
 
    I liked the new Lizzie. The sexy, self-assured Lizzie. The Lizzie who knew just how to tease and tantalize me. The Lizzie who had fucked another man. The Lizzie who might even now be carrying another man’s child inside her. 
 
    There it was. Just like that, that terrible, haunting idea once more sprang to the forefront: Lizzie might be pregnant by Lance! Oh, my God! What were we going to do?! 
 
    In a way, I suppose it never really left my mind. It was always there, just below the surface. A dull, aching terror that wound itself around my icy guts, it squeezed my very soul like some enormous, malevolent serpent; the thought of my darling wife carrying his baby. It was hard to breathe when I considered the implications. 
 
    I shook my head, forcing the thought from my mind, and concentrated on the changing scenery for the rest of the trip. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    I was debating how to broach the topic of my wife’s revealing, somewhat inappropriate attire as we pulled into Tom’s driveway. To my profound relief, she turned and retrieved her jacket from the back seat as we rolled to a stop. She shot me a conspiratorial grin and pulled it on over her slutty crop top, buttoning it up securely. 
 
    “Don’t want to give old Tom a heart attack, now do we?” she asked. Then, taking her food basket, she got out and went up the steps. She was already pressing the doorbell by the time I closed my door. 
 
    Tom had been delighted to see us. He had lived alone since his wife passed away five years ago, and I knew the old guy got lonely. Since he had broken his leg, he’d been confined to the house and, as he’d been quick to point out, “A person can only watch so much TV!” It was obvious that he welcomed the company. 
 
    As expected, Lizzie had made a huge fuss over him, showering sympathy on him and insisting that he immediately eat the hot food she had prepared for him. For his part, Tom had been more than happy to follow her directions, and he and Lizzie had chatted happily as I took care of the chores. 
 
    It was dark by the time we got back home. Dark and cold. We’d stayed at Tom’s longer than I’d intended. The bright headlights of the pickup swept across the yard, momentarily illuminating a solitary cottontail rabbit grazing in the short, brown Bermuda grass near the barn. Pulling up next to the porch, I put the pickup in park and killed the engine. 
 
    “Why don’t you go on inside,” I turned to Lizzie and handed her the keys. “I still need to feed and water the horses.”  
 
    “Thanks, Babe,” she said. “You don’t mind?” 
 
    “Not at all. Go on in and warm up! I’ll just be a minute!” 
 
    She flashed me a quick smile of thanks, then threw open the door and quickly scurried up the steps and through the door, affording me a fleeting glimpse of the tiny rhinestones on her butt glittering in the glow of the porchlight.  
 
    I had to admit, those designer jeans of hers sure looked good. But, her attire, while undeniably attractive, was a poor choice for the weather. Especially that ridiculous little top, I thought to myself. Then again, I was pretty sure practicality hadn’t played a major role when she picked it out.  
 
    Shaking my head, I got out and softly closed the door of the truck and, pivoting on my heel, started toward the barn. I turned my collar up against the cold north wind as I walked.  
 
    The full moon, which was now just peeking shyly over the tops of the tall old cottonwood trees to the east, cast a well-defined shadow on the icy ground in front of me as I walked across the yard. The air was crisp and clear and smelled like snow. 
 
    Buster whickered softly at me when I walked through the side door into the barn. After all these years, he knew me by the sound of my step. I switched on the light and walked to his stall, reaching through the bars to scratch his ears. 
 
    “Hey, boy,” I said quietly. “Did you miss me?” 
 
    He put his nose up to the bars in response, his breath warm against my face when he exhaled. From the other side of the broad aisle that ran down the center of the barn, I heard Lizzie’s mare insistently bump the plastic feed bucket that hung on the wall of her stall with her nose, causing it to slap loudly against the side of the stall.  
 
    This apparently gave Buster an idea, and he turned his attention to his own bucket. Soon they were both nuzzling their feed buckets impatiently, the sound reverberating in the cavernous space beneath the rafters above.  
 
    As annoying as the racket was, I couldn’t really blame them. After all, they were hungry. And why wouldn’t they be? With our trip to Tom’s, it was more than an hour later than their usual feeding time. 
 
    “All right, all right!” I chuckled, holding my hands up in surrender. “Give me just a second, guys!” 
 
    I walked to the tack room and pulled the heavy sliding door open. As I stepped inside, my hand found the light switch on the wall and flicked it upwards. The naked bulb above threw a feeble glow across the small room, revealing a row of saddles on racks, bridles hanging from wooden pegs along one wall, and a scarred wooden grain bin along the other wall with two white plastic buckets on top. 
 
    Taking the buckets from the lid of the grain box, I placed them on the dusty concrete floor at my feet. I removed the carabiner hook that secured the hasp and opened the enormous bin. The rusty iron hinges of the old box creaked loudly in protest. Resting the heavy lid against the wall, I reached for the aluminum scoop that lay on top of the loose oats inside and thrust it deep into the feed, pouring a single scoop into each bucket. 
 
    Tossing the battered scoop back into the grain bin, I carefully closed the lid and secured the hasp once more. I lifted a bucket in each hand and walked back into the main aisle of the barn. 
 
    After I had grained both horses, I threw them each a heaping pitchfork full of hay. Then, I checked their water before returning the empty buckets and the pitchfork to the tack room and turning off the light. 
 
    I stood for just a second in front of Buster’s stall, watching him as he chewed his oats contentedly. Usually, I stood and talked to him for a while, but tonight I was impatient. I wanted to be back inside. Back with Lizzie. 
 
    As I turned to leave, my eye was drawn to something out of place behind Buster. One of the boards in his stall looked different than the others. Upon closer inspection, I saw that it had come loose from the wall and was slanting outwards, a large, rusty nail protruding ominously from its back. Shit! If I left it that way, I knew damn well I’d have a hurt horse when I got up in the morning, and I definitely didn’t want that. With a reluctant sigh, I walked toward the old workbench in the corner of the barn to get a claw hammer and some nails. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, I had fixed the board and put away my tools. Sliding the toolbox back under the workbench, I stopped to scratch Buster’s forelock and talk to him for just a moment, then turned off the lights and closed the barn door behind me. 
 
    Stepping into the yard, I headed toward the house, where my wife waited. All the lights were still on, the small windows glowing warmly in the dark night, beaconing to me. Lizzie would most likely be wondering what was taking me so long. 
 
    I stomped my boots on the door mat and then stepped inside and closed the door after me. Rubbing my hands to drive away the chill, I toed the bootjack away from the wall in the mudroom and pulled off my boots. I shrugged off my heavy coat and hung it on its hook, then carefully placed my cowboy hat over it. Satisfied, I returned the bootjack to its place against the wall and neatly arranged my boots beside it.  
 
    The house was warm and inviting after the chill of the barn. I peeked into the kitchen, expecting to find Elizabeth there. After all, the room’s overhead lights were still blazing merrily. But, she was nowhere to be seen. I slapped the switch downward, casting the room into darkness, and moved into the living room. 
 
    Here, too, the lights were on, but again, there was no Lizzie. Walking to the wood-burning stove, I opened the damper and then the door and peered inside to check on the fire. The fire box was empty except for a bed of glowing coals lining the bottom.  
 
    Choosing the largest log from the little stack on the floor that I’d carried in this morning, I laid it on the embers and carefully latched the door of the stove. Then, I adjusted the damper and the airflow. I knew from experience that it would now burn until dawn, keeping the house pleasantly warm through the night and leaving us with enough embers to restart the fire in the morning. 
 
    If Lizzie wasn’t in the kitchen, and she wasn’t in the living room, that left only the bedroom, I realized as I switched off the living room lights. And the bedroom was exactly where I wanted her anyway. With a smug grin, I strode off in search of my unsuspecting quarry. 
 
    As I made my way down the hallway, I walked on my tiptoes. Who knows what I would find if I didn’t make any noise. Maybe I would catch her masturbating! The thought made me smile. I knew I was being silly, but hey, it could happen! 
 
    The light from the bedroom spilled out through the open door into the darkened hallway, creating a large rectangle of light on the beige carpet. I snuck up to the door and carefully eased my head around the corner. 
 
    It took me a moment to find my wife, but when I did a thrill of excitement shot through me. She was already in bed, waiting for me! With the comforter pulled up to her waist, I could see that she had on her favorite satin nightie. Her face was turned toward the wall, presenting me with a view of her slender back, her fiery locks forming a jumbled heap on the pillow. 
 
    As I stood in the doorway watching her, a familiar sound came to my ears; a low, almost imperceptible grunting followed by a thin whistling sound. Just as soon as it finished, the sequence began again: grunt, whistle; grunt, whistle; grunt, whistle. Elizabeth was snoring. My trip to the barn had taken too long. My lovely wife was now fast asleep! 
 
    I knew her well enough to know that there would be no waking her now. Elizabeth only snored when she was exhausted. I felt a sharp pang of disappointment. Even though we’d already had sex today, I had really looked forward to another round between her shapely thighs. Now, I would have to wait until tomorrow! 
 
    Crossing to my nightstand, I turned on the lamp, then walked back to the door to switch off the overhead light. I undressed in the dim light, casting a wistful glance at my sleeping wife as I draped my jeans and shirt over the chair that stood in the corner. I pulled off my socks and underwear, throwing them in a pile beneath the chair, then eased back the covers and, switching off the lamp, joined my wife in our bed. 
 
    It felt good to have her back with me. I hadn’t realized it at the time, but this weekend marked the longest period of time Lizzie and I had spent apart since our wedding. I had missed her terribly, and the reason for her absence had made it even more unbearable. I had slept alone for the last three days because my wife was with her lover, and that thought had never been far from my mind. 
 
    I snuggled up closer to her, unsurprised to find that I was hard. Since we had started our little game with Lance, it seemed I was always hard. My wife had taken a lover, and that fact had me walking around with a constant erection! How crazy was that?! I spooned her tightly, smelling the fresh scent of her long auburn hair, my erection falling neatly into the crack of her panty-clad ass. 
 
    I instinctively rubbed myself against her, enjoying the feel of her smooth satin panties against my sensitive glans. I wondered briefly if she would awaken if I were to slip her panties aside and slide into her. It might be kinda fun to see if I could do it without waking her. But no, I thought, I’d have to get up and get a condom first.  
 
    Condoms. Lizzie and I had always used condoms. But did I really need to use one now? Lance never had! Hell, for all we knew… I shook my head, trying not to think about that!  
 
    I didn’t really need to use a condom. Lizzie wouldn’t mind me going bareback. She’d said as much earlier today. But that wasn’t all she had said. 
 
    Elizabeth seemed to think that our use of birth control heightened the excitement for me. That I somehow got off on the thought of Lance inseminating her instead of me. What was it she’d called it? A special privilege. A little piece of her that belongs to him. Try as I might, I found it difficult to completely deny.  
 
    Thinking about it left me confused and conflicted. I was horrified by the thought… or at least, I should’ve been. But, the more I pondered the matter, the more I realized just how much it turned me on, watching her take Lance’s seed, knowing that I had never given her a single drop of my own.  
 
    As I lay there throbbing against her cute little ass, I thought about how easy it would be. If I moved the gusset of her panties just an inch to the side, I could slip inside her. I could fuck my wife, feel the slickness of her bare pussy against my cock for the first time, and then cum deep inside her.  
 
    But even as I imagined it, I knew I had no intention of going through with it. It killed me to admit it, even to myself, but my wife was right. I liked the fact that bareback sex was something that was reserved for Lance’s big cock! 
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. It was difficult, with only the thin layer of satin between my steel-hard cock and the divine pleasure of my wife’s juicy little pussy, but eventually, I nodded off. 
 
    All night, I slept fitfully, my rest marred by crazy, outlandish dreams. Just before dawn, I had one particularly disturbing dream, which seared itself into my memory: 
 
    I was in the hospital with Lizzie. The delivery room to be exact, because Elizabeth was very obviously pregnant and now in labor. I was holding her hand and talking soothingly to her when Lance strode into the room, wearing a tuxedo and smoking an enormous cigar, a ridiculous looking monocle perched over one eye. 
 
    “Thanks, Bill, old chap!” he exclaimed boisterously, patting me on the back. “I’ll take over from here, my good man!”  
 
    Then, taking my wife’s hand from mine, he showed me the door, and a large, rather manly-looking female nurse ushered me gruffly into the hallway. “You can sit down there,” she told me with a scowl, gesturing toward a rickety three-legged barstool at the far end of the hall.  
 
    On the seat of the scarred and battered barstool was an old-fashioned, white dunce hat, but instead of the word DUNCE, it bore the label CUCKOLD. I pulled the pointed hat down firmly over my ears and grudgingly took a seat on the stool, resting my chin on my hand with a sigh. 
 
    Almost the instant my butt touched the seat, a deafening alarm klaxon sounded in my ear, nearly causing me to fall off my perch. The overhead fluorescent lights in the hallway suddenly went dark, to be replaced seconds later by the disorienting glare of a series of red flashing emergency lights on the walls, and a line of shockingly beautiful nurses formed in the hallway between me and the delivery room. As I watched in utter disbelief, they began passing squalling babies down the hall like a bucket brigade, dumping them unceremoniously into my arms. 
 
    In the distance, I could hear Lance’s deep, booming, baritone voice laughing jovially as I was being suffocated by an ever-increasing mountain of his babies. Then, thankfully, I awoke. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    When my eyes opened, the room was light, the first rays of the sun pouring their light into the room through the east-facing window. I was lying face down in the sheets, mouth open, in a small pool of my own saliva. Blinking away the last remnants of my dream, I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and rolled over, reaching for Elizabeth, but my hand touched only the smooth, flat comforter. Except for me, the bed was empty. I was alone. 
 
    Sitting up, I stretched both arms high above me, arching my back, and took a deep breath. Looking around the bedroom, I saw no sign of Lizzie. I wondered briefly if she was in the kitchen, making breakfast. Then, from the bathroom down the hall, I heard the shower start. Aha! My wife was in the shower. And that meant one thing for certain: she was naked! 
 
    Smiling to myself, I threw off the comforter and swung my legs quickly over the edge of the bed. Standing up, I quietly made my way through the door and padded stealthily along the carpeted corridor to the bathroom.  
 
    Holding my breath, I carefully tried the bathroom doorknob and found that it was unlocked. Turning the knob slowly, I opened the door just enough to permit me to slip inside, closing it silently behind me. 
 
    A small cloud of steam had just begun to form above the frosted glass of the shower stall. Nonetheless, I could clearly see the slender, naked form of my wife beneath the shower head. She was busily soaping herself beneath the falling water, unaware that I was there. 
 
    As I watched her through the glass, her slender hands moved down to spread the lather across her flat little belly, and I suddenly found myself imagining what she would look like with a baby bump. A baby bump given to her by Lance. Damn it! No matter how hard I tried to keep that thought tamped down, it always seemed to resurface.  
 
    It reminded me of when I was a kid, playing with an old cork in the horse tank. I would spend hours poking that cork with a stick, pushing it underwater and trying to make it stay down. But, no matter how far under the surface I pushed it, as soon as I pulled my stick away, the cork came rocketing back to the top. 
 
    This was like that. I tried to stay busy; tried to keep my mind off it, to think of something else, anything else. But anytime I let my guard down, the thought that my wife could be pregnant came rushing back, seeming to pick up momentum each time. And the weird thing was, the more I thought about it, the more unsure I was just how I felt about the whole thing. Once again, I drove the thought from my mind and focused on the present. 
 
    Being as quiet as I could be, I took a step forward, my hand finding the knob of the shower stall, and cautiously pulled the door open. I slipped in behind Lizzie and slapped her playfully on her soapy little ass. 
 
    To my eternal gratification, the surprise was complete. Lizzie must’ve jumped a foot in the air, yelping like a scalded dog in the process. As soon as her feet touched the floor of the shower again, she whirled around to glare at me. 
 
    “That’s not very nice!” she admonished, crossing her slender arms in front of her chest. Her face assumed an adorable pout, making her look even more fuckable than before. 
 
    “Aw! I’m sorry, Honey,” I said patronizingly. “I didn’t mean to scare you. Honest!” I held up my hand, as though swearing a sacred oath. “Although,” I brought my hand up and stroked my chin with a contemplative gesture, “now that I think about it, you kinda deserve a little spanking for the way you left me with blue balls last night!”  
 
    She laughed at that, uncrossing her arms. With a warm smile, she came into my arms, placing her hands on my shoulders and causing her perky tits to wobble delightfully under the warm spray of water as she rose on her tiptoes to give me a quick kiss. 
 
    “Yeah. Sorry about conking out on you last night! Guess I was more tired than I realized.” 
 
    “That’s okay, Baby,” I said, placing a hand on each of her wet hips. “I’m sure that if I put my mind to it, I can think of some way for you to make it up to me!” 
 
    “Mmm! I do like the sound of that!” She moved forward and planted another, more passionate, kiss on my lips. “Maybe I should start now!” 
 
    With that, she stepped back and sank to her knees, taking my stiffening penis into her warm mouth. Her little hand reached between my legs to capture my swollen balls.  
 
    I moaned at the unexpected pleasure, my hands instinctively finding the back of her head while she sucked me, her eyes closed tightly against the spray of water from the shower head above. She bobbed ardently on my cock, flicking the underside of my glans with her tongue before quickly swallowing me to the root. Lord, she had gotten good at this! 
 
    As she continued to fellate me, my eyes fell on the razor she normally used to shave her legs, lying on the shelf next to a small bar of soap. I suddenly had a naughty idea, and the more I thought about it, the better I liked it. Looking down to make sure her eyes were still closed, I surreptitiously palmed both soap and razor, concealing them in my left hand. 
 
    For just a second longer, I enjoyed her ministrations, then, with more than a little reluctance, I pulled my hips back, causing my throbbing cock to plop wetly from her mouth, and brought her to a standing position. I kissed her full on the lips, my right hand probing between her legs.  
 
    Finding her puffy little slit, I ran my index finger slowly along the length of her wet pussy, my thumb softly gliding over her hard little nub and flicking it lightly from side to side. She moaned passionately into my mouth as I gently stroked her. I rubbed her and played with her, kissing her ear, then her neck, then her lovely breast, working my way down her body. 
 
    Coming to a kneeling position before her, I kissed her wet skin just above her clit as the warm water fell in large droplets upon the muscles of my back. As expected, my lips met the distinct rasp of shaving stubble. Nothing major - it hadn’t been that long - but enough to feel. Grinning to myself, I slid my tongue slowly downward, inch by inch, to flick at her sensitive button.  
 
    Now, it was Lizzie’s turn to moan. She put a hand on the top of my head, guiding me lower. My tongue speared between her swollen lips, tasting her. Looking up, I could see that her eyes were closed, her head thrown back against the wall of the shower. A few more licks and I had her where I wanted her. 
 
    Transferring the razor to my right hand, I began to rub the bar of soap against my wet thigh while I licked her, building a lather. When my hand was full of suds, I dropped the soap into the swirling water at our feet, then swiftly moved my hand up and wiped the frothy lather across her scratchy skin. I pulled my face back and brought up the razor, making a gentle pass down the center of her mound. 
 
    “Wha…?” she croaked hoarsely, her sapphire eyes popping open. “Bill! What are you doing?” 
 
    I didn’t answer. Smiling up at her, I continued my work, concentrating on getting every last bit of stubble. I guided the razor smoothly across her skin in long, light strokes. 
 
    “I… I thought…,” she said, “I thought that you’d want me to let it grow out again. After all, you’ve always loved my little ‘landing strip’.” 
 
    “I know. But Lance likes you shaved!” I shrugged. “We can’t disappoint him!” I nudged her thighs apart so that I could reach in between her legs and finish shaving her. 
 
    She nodded in understanding, lifting a leg and opening herself for me, a wicked little grin creasing her face. “And that’s another little piece of me you want Lance to have!” she said softly. 
 
    I didn’t reply. There was no need to. We both knew she was right. 
 
    She stroked my head, her fingers playing through my hair, and smiled down at me affectionately. “You’re such a good husband; keeping me trimmed for my lover!” Her voice was positively dripping with arousal.  
 
    She trailed her finger languidly down my cheek, before hooking it under my jaw and firmly raising my chin so that her eyes met. “The perfect cuckold!” she smiled cruelly, twirling a fiery lock of her damp hair with her other hand. 
 
    My face burned with embarrassment at her words, but my dick bobbed excitedly between my legs, as hard as an iron crowbar. Unable to hold her eyes, I lowered my head and concentrated on shaving her. 
 
    When I was finished, I leaned forward and planted a tender kiss on her smooth, bald pussy. “There we go!” I announced proudly. I reached down and picked up the bar of soap from the foaming eddy on the floor of the shower and returned it to the shelf, along with the razor. Standing, I took Lizzie in my arms and kissed her lips. 
 
    “Why don’t we go to the bedroom now?” Elizabeth suggested, raising her eyebrow in a coquettish gesture. Then, she tore open the shower door and left me alone under the water. 
 
    I quickly washed myself, then turned off the water and stepped out of the shower stall. Grabbing my towel, I stood in front of the mirror and dried myself. As I looked at my reflection, I pondered what had just taken place.  
 
    This was the first time that the word “cuckold” had fallen between us. In fact, the more I thought about it, it was the first time I had ever heard my wife even use the word. And I had offered no protest. After all, what was I going to say? There was no denying it. It was the plain and simple truth. But, instinctively, I knew that her use of the word had not been an accident. 
 
    However accurate it might be, this new label was a further step for us. The elephant in the room had been addressed and we both realized it. I honestly had no idea where things would go from here, but one thing I knew for sure: they wouldn’t go back to the way they were! 
 
    I hung my damp towel back on the rack and walked naked down the hallway to the bedroom, where my wife awaited me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Elizabeth was lying on her stomach on top of the comforter facing the door when I entered the bedroom. Propped up jauntily on her elbows, her perfect face was cupped by her hands. Seeing me in the doorway, she smiled sweetly. Her long, slender legs were bent at the knees to reach elegantly up over her body; her ankles were crossed just below the point where her dainty feet fidgeted playfully in midair. My eyes followed the gentle curve of her long back as it sloped downward to her cute little naked ass. 
 
    The overall effect was a striking blend of girlish naivete and alluring sensuality. She looked stunningly, hopelessly sexy. My cock, which had softened somewhat while I was drying myself, now began to rise insistently once more at the sight before me. 
 
    “There you are!” she said in mock accusation. “I thought I was going to have to send out a search party!” Smiling broadly, she stretched out her right hand toward me, curling her finger in the classic ‘come here’ gesture. 
 
    I crossed the room to the bed, where she took my hand in hers and pulled me to the edge, standing directly in front of her. Lizzie’s hands slid around my hips to grasp my buttocks as she sucked the head of my penis between her soft lips. Then, with her nails digging into my ass, she urged me forward, nibbling her way playfully down my shaft inch by inch as she took my full length into her warm mouth. 
 
    She ground her lips against my belly, easily deepthroating my cock. As she pulled back along my shaft, she twisted her head back and forth, her flickering tongue stimulating the underside of my cock all the while. Yet another technique she had no doubt learned from Lance! That thought alone seemed to intensify the exquisite sensations I was feeling. 
 
    When she reached the head of my cock once more, she briefly sucked on the spongy head before taking me out of her mouth. She ran her nails along the tender skin behind my balls, causing a shiver to run up my spine, as she licked and kissed her way along first one side of my dick and then the other. 
 
    Planting a kiss on the end of my dick, she looked up at me with a smile and then quickly rolled over onto her back, her head falling backwards off the edge of the bed as my eyes were drawn to her jiggling titties. I gasped in surprise when I felt her tongue slither along the underside of my scrotum. Then, suddenly, she raised her head and trapped one of my balls with her lips, sucking it into her mouth. 
 
    “Oh God, Lizzie!” I groaned, placing my hands on the bed on either side of her body to steady myself as the room around me began to spin. 
 
    Lizzie moaned beneath me nuzzling and sucking my sack. She brought one hand up to grasp my penis and began to stroke me, expertly jacking me off as she sucked first one of my swollen balls and then the other. This wasn’t something she had ever done for me before; it was so dirty, so nasty, so utterly fucking sexy! Lance again! I shivered with excitement. 
 
    I couldn’t believe this was happening! I still hadn’t completely gotten used to my wife’s newfound sexuality. Hers was a hunger now, a voracious appetite. It wasn’t a simple matter of her enjoying sex more, of being more open and adventurous. While all of those things were true, they didn’t begin to describe the enthusiasm she demonstrated. It was like she needed it now; like she couldn’t live without it. I was starting to think that my wife was developing into a nymphomaniac! And I fucking loved it! 
 
    Not surprisingly, my wife’s oral assault soon had me on the verge of cumming. I opened my mouth to warn her, when she instinctively released my shaft and let me pop gently out of her mouth. She knew. Of course, she knew! A woman with a skillset like this could tell when a man was getting close.  
 
    I took a step back, panting, trying desperately to regain some semblance of control. With graceful, catlike agility, she rolled onto her belly once more, then rose to her knees on the bed before me, beaming proudly. 
 
    “Did you like that, Baby?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded, blinking, still fighting for breath. My cock pulsed and twitched in the cool air. “Yeah!” I croaked. “It was incredible!” 
 
    “That’s good,” she cooed, lying back onto the bed and spreading her legs. “I’ve been practicing night and day! And Lance says I’m really improving” she giggled, obviously enjoying the chance to twist the knife a little. “Of course, it’s easier with you. You’re the perfect size for oral sex. Sometimes, I think I’m going to dislocate my jaw when I’m working on Lance!” She smiled wickedly at me. 
 
    I blushed, embarrassed by the implications of her words, yet somehow also strangely aroused. The image of her “practicing” on Lance immediately popped into my head.  
 
    Lance was larger than me, quite a bit larger, in point of fact. I had known that since that first night in the trailer after the rodeo dance. Still, having my wife rub my face in it was humiliating. Until now, she had been very careful not to make me feel inadequate, and, for some crazy reason, her change in tack was turning me on! 
 
    “And, you like that, don’t you?” I asked quietly, hesitantly. I walked slowly to the edge of the bed and crawled onto the comforter between her thighs. “His size; you like the fact that he’s so much larger than me.” 
 
    “Oh yes! I like that very much!” Her blue eyes flashed with a hungry fire, her words came like a hiss through her bared teeth, smoldering with wanton desire. “And so do you! We both know it’s true, Bill. You love the fact that the man who’s fucking your wife is so well hung. So much bigger than you! And you love how much I enjoy it, don’t you?” 
 
    I swallowed hard, stung by the sheer truth of what she was saying. I did love it. In spite of myself, I found her lust for him intoxicating. Her flaming eyes were unwavering, staring a hole straight into my soul, too intense to bear. I glanced down and nodded, trying to slow my breathing. 
 
    “I know you do, Sweetie,” she continued, nodding. “You love how much I adore Lance’s cock, how much pleasure he brings me.” She sat up and kissed my trembling lips. Leaning closer, she put her lips to my ear and whispered, “And you love the fact that he stretches me in ways you never could!” I moaned in response to her words. 
 
    “Although,” she reached beneath me and ran her index finger along the underside of my balls, tracing her way slowly along the bottom of my bobbing shaft from my scrotum to the sensitive glans, “I do love this little guy!” When she reached the tip, she deftly gathered the large droplet of pre-cum that had formed there and, pulling her face back, brought her long finger to her lips and licked it clean, her eyes locked boldly on mine. 
 
    “Oh my God, Lizzie!” I shuddered. 
 
    She brought both her hands up, cradling my head, and kissed me once more. Then, with a smile, she lay back on the bed, guiding my face between her legs. “Go on, Baby,” she taunted as I began to slowly lick her, “taste Lance’s pussy!” 
 
    Her words were driving me crazy. I attacked her pussy, sucking and licking her like a madman. It was as though I needed to prove my prowess to her, to demonstrate that I could bring her to climax just as well as Lance could. Using every bit of skill that I possessed, I tongued and teased her mercilessly, winding her tighter and tighter before finally ripping an orgasm from her. 
 
    She came powerfully on my tongue, sobbing and thrusting her pelvis up against my relentless mouth, her head thrown back into the sheets, eyes closed tightly. I ate her through her climax, her frenzied hands clawing at my hair as she moaned and shuddered. Finally, feeling her go limp, I relented, nibbling my way upward to plant gentle kisses on her quivering tummy. 
 
    “Wow, Baby!” she sighed, pushing her long red hair back from her face as she lay panting. “You may not be hung like Lance, but he has nothing on you when it comes to eating pussy!” 
 
    I smiled wryly at her backhanded compliment. God, she had gotten good at pushing my buttons! Even now, still trembling from the orgasm I had given her, she had to sneak in a reference to her lover’s outsized penis. It stung, but I could feel myself grow even harder. 
 
    I crawled up to lie on her and kissed her soft lips. My steel-hard cock nestled between her legs, prodding insistently at her wet opening. She reached down between us and grasped my shaft, pulling me away from her pussy. “Condom,” she reminded me, glancing toward the nightstand. 
 
    I rolled off her and reached for the drawer of the nightstand, retrieving one of the foil packets that were such a familiar facet of our lovemaking, and tore it open with my teeth. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I rolled the condom down my painfully erect penis and then turned back to my waiting wife. 
 
    “That’s a good boy!” she teased, her voice filled with slutty, teasing condescension. Her bright eyes shone with wicked delight as she took my throbbing erection in her hand. She cupped my balls lovingly as she slowly stroked my latex-encased dick. “It just wouldn’t be right to give this little guy the same privileges as Lance’s big cock, now would it, Honey?” 
 
    “Fuck, you’re nasty, Lizzie!” 
 
    “Oh, I know, Sweetie! And I have you to thank for it! After all, you’re the one who wanted to watch me ride another man’s cock! Now, get in here and let’s see what you can do with Lance’s pussy!”  
 
    She pulled my hard cock insistently toward her wet slit, her hands moving to my shoulders as I settled in her lap. When I thrust forward, I was surprised to feel myself slide completely inside her with no resistance, our crotches bumping solidly together as she took me to the root. She was obviously excited and hot as an oven inside. 
 
    “Mmmm!” she sighed, flashing me a broad, taunting smile as I began to thrust in and out of her. “There we go!” Her hands swept down my back to grab my ass, pulling me forcefully into her with each stroke. “Oh yeah! Just like that! Mmmm… That’s good!” 
 
    “As good as him?” I demanded fiercely as I stabbed myself into her wetness. “As good as Lance?” 
 
    “Um…” Her haughty look dissolved. Now, she looked surprised, unsure how to answer. “Well…” 
 
    “Tell me!” I demanded, increasing both the pace and the ferocity of my thrusts. “How do I measure up? Do I fuck you as well as he does?!” 
 
    Her sapphire eyes studied me for a moment, sizing me up. I could tell she was concerned, and I knew what she was thinking. She couldn’t tell if I was serious or not. Had she gone too far and hurt my feelings? Or was this all part of our game? Taking pity on her, I shot her a little wink and a grin and saw her eyes light up with understanding, her insecurity immediately replaced by playful lust. 
 
    “No, Sweetie,” she shook her head in mock resignation, “you don’t.” She giggled and writhed enthusiastically beneath me. Placing her little hands on my cheeks, she grinned wickedly up at me as I rutted into her. “There’s no way you could ever fuck me as well as Lance does!” Her breathing was getting quicker now, her own words exciting her. 
 
    “No? And why is that, Lizzie?” I pounded her savagely, as if punishing her for her outrageous sluttiness. 
 
    “Oh, Baby,” she teased, her face flushed, “you’re far too small!” 
 
    “Your husband’s dick is too small for you?” 
 
    “Oh Fuck! Oh God, Bill!” She swallowed, her glowing eyes staring into mine, then nodded furiously. “Yes! Oh fuck, Yes! That’s why we need Lance! Because he’s big enough to satisfy me!” She was fucking back at me now like she was possessed, hunching her pelvis forcefully up at me, eagerly taking each stroke of my dick. Her eyes were wide and her breathing now fast and shallow. She was getting close. 
 
    “And is that why?” 
 
    “Why what, Baby?” she gasped, her mouth hanging open in unrestrained arousal. 
 
    “Why you let him knock you up?!!” I hissed, hammering her pussy as hard as I could. 
 
    “Ooooh! OH NO! Oh God, Bill! PLEEEASE!” she shrieked frantically as my words sent her careening over the edge. Stiffening, she arched her spine, her wonderful little titties jutting skyward like two miniature traffic cones.  
 
    She threw her head back into the pillows with her tangled red mane forming a halo around her gorgeous pale face. Her eyes were clenched tightly shut and her mouth open wide to reveal a row of perfectly white teeth as she quaked and shuddered and screamed out her orgasm, cumming like a freight train. 
 
    I was right behind her. Like her, my excitement had been building for some time and now, watching her insane climax, I knew there was no way I could stop my own. I was past the point of no return. I was going to cum and I was going to cum hard!  
 
    Feeling the burning urgency in my balls reach the breaking point, I jammed my cock as far up her clenching, molten pussy as I could and held firmly against her heaving pelvis as I began to cum.  
 
    With an almost painful intensity, I spurted deep inside her, sending bolt after bolt of my white-hot semen racing down my pulsating shaft, only to be caught by the thin latex barrier that separated me from my wife. 
 
    As my orgasm waned, I lay on top of her, nuzzling and kissing her long, ivory neck. “Whew!” I sighed, “that was intense!” 
 
    “Um, yeah!” Lizzie giggled beneath me. “That was a pretty good one!” 
 
    Propping myself up on my elbows above her, I bent and kissed her lips, brushing the hair out of her eyes. “But not as good as Lance,” I teased, grinning at her. 
 
    “Oh Bill,” she smiled and shook her head, bringing her hand up to touch the side of my face, “you know I’m only teasing you, don’t you? Sex with you is always good! And you’re not really small. I mean, sure Lance is a little bigger, but it’s not that much of a difference. I was only saying that to get you going, because it seemed like you were into it. Although,” she giggled, rolling her eyes and shaking her head, “I won’t even pretend to understand just why that turns you on!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I shrugged, laughing sheepishly. “I can’t really explain it either!” 
 
    As I was contemplating that, Lizzie suddenly slapped my arm. “And what about the whole ‘Lance has knocked up my wife’ thing?!” She gave me a mock glare. “Don’t you think that’s a little below the belt? I can’t believe you went there! I mean, for all we know, it’s actually a possibility! Since when is the thought of me pregnant by another man erotic?!!” 
 
    “I don’t know, Liz,” I arched my eyebrow challengingly, “but it sure seemed to do the trick for you!” 
 
    Now it was her turn to be embarrassed. “Uh, yeah, I suppose it did,” she murmured, her eyes avoiding mine. She bit her lip, lost in thought for a moment. “I guess that’s kinda fucked up, huh? Oh my God, Bill, are we really turned on by this?! Are you?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. Shit! I mean, it’s not like I really want it to happen or anything! It’s just that… it’s just…” 
 
    “Just what, Bill?” she asked softly, her long fingernails absently tracing a path down my pecs and across my abs, then back up to my neck. 
 
    “I don’t know, Lizzie. I guess it’s kinda like watching a horror movie. Know what I mean? You’d never want any of those things to happen to you – not in a million years – and yet, you’re somehow fascinated by it. That’s sort of how it is when I think about… about… you know!” I was suddenly embarrassed by the topic. “Does that make any sense?” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed loudly, her beautiful red hair bouncing crazily on the pillow as she shook her head from side to side. “No, Baby!” she snickered, “That makes no sense to me at all! In fact, it’s just about the craziest thing I’ve ever heard in my life! But if the thought of my rich boyfriend knocking me up gets you all hot and bothered, I’m not going to complain!” 
 
    “What about you?” I asked. “You seemed to get awfully excited when I mentioned it, little miss ‘that makes no sense to me’! I honestly can’t remember the last time I saw you cum that hard!” 
 
    “I know, I know!” she conceded, blushing. “I said it was fucked up! I guess, on some strange level, it gets me going, too.” She opened her mouth again, about to say something, then seemed to think better of it. 
 
    “What is it?” I urged. “Come on, Baby. You can tell me.” 
 
    “I guess…” She stopped, her eyes darting nervously to mine. 
 
    “What?” I stroked her cheek with the back of my hand. 
 
    “Well,” she started hesitantly, “all this time, ever since I got your text, I’ve been worrying about it. For days now, every waking minute, thinking about it, fretting about it, wondering if Lance…” Her voice trailed off. “I may not show it all the time, but I’m really worried!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. “Me, too.” 
 
    “And now, for some reason, we’re both getting off on it.” She looked at me for a moment, her eyes searching mine. “What the hell’s wrong with us, Bill?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Baby. I can’t explain it. Maybe it’s some weird way of coping with the whole situation. You know what I mean? You know, like turning your darkest fear into some sort of fetish. Making it exciting, so it somehow seems less scary.” 
 
    “You mean like, if we get off on the idea of my boyfriend getting me pregnant then, if it happens, it’s really not so bad?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders and smiled wanly. “Yeah. Something like that, I guess!” 
 
    She swallowed. “God Bill, that’s really…” 
 
    “Fucked up?” I finished her sentence for her.  
 
    Lizzie snorted, smirking, “Exactly!” 
 
    “Yeah. I think you’re right!” 
 
    “And yet,” she glanced down at our crotches, where we were still joined, “this little talk of ours appears to have made you hard again.” 
 
    “Mm hmm. Looks like it! What do you say Mrs. Allen? Are you ready for round two?” 
 
    “God, yes! But, go get a fresh condom first.” As I started to get up, she grinned sadistically and placed a hand on her lower belly. “That way we’ll know for sure that it’s Lance’s!” She then burst into mirthful laughter. 
 
    “Shit, you’re bad!” I shook my head, laughing as I headed toward the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    After spending most of Tuesday fornicating with my practically insatiable wife, Wednesday morning found me sitting across the breakfast table from her as though everything were normal. Just a typical, everyday breakfast in the Allen house. 
 
    I was wearing jeans and a button-up shirt, having already fed the horses. Lizzie, on the other hand, was still wearing her short nightie and each time she got up to get a cup of coffee or a piece of toast, I was treated to the occasional peek of the lace panties she wore beneath it. 
 
    There was the usual banter and small talk, just like every morning, but there was a tension in the air. Neither of us mentioned it, but both of us were thinking about it: five more days. Five more days until we knew if Lizzie was pregnant. Five exasperatingly long days until we would be able to breathe again! 
 
    As we sat there eating, talking about anything but what was really on our minds, I noticed that my wife had placed her smart phone on the corner of the table. It wasn’t something she usually did, so it made me curious. As the meal progressed, I noticed that she was glancing at it from time to time. Was she expecting a call? I had just made up my mind to ask her about it when she spoke. 
 
    “You know how you said you wish you could’ve been there?” she asked. Seeing the look of confusion on my face, she explained, “This weekend, when I was with Lance. You said that you wished you could’ve watched?” 
 
    “Mm hmm,” I murmured, unsure where this conversation was going. 
 
    “Well, there’s something I haven’t told you yet,” she said with a guilty look. “There’s… well, there’s a video,” she said simply, her eyes straying downward to look at the phone. 
 
    “A video?” 
 
    She nodded without looking up. “Of me… with Lance.” 
 
    “On your phone,” I said, more a statement than a question. I was slowly beginning to understand. “Can I see it? Do you want to show it to me?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess so. I mean, that’s why we took it! So I could show you!” She looked up at me and grinned adorably. “But, I have to warn you, though. It’s pretty raunchy!” 
 
    I felt a little shiver of excitement run down my spine at her words. Just how raunchy was ‘raunchy’? “Why didn’t you say anything before? About the video, I mean. Are you embarrassed to show me?” 
 
    “No,” she shook her head from side to side, tossing her auburn curls. “Okay, now that I think about it, maybe a little!” she giggled, rolling her eyes. “But that’s not the reason I didn’t mention it. It’s just that… Well, with everything going on, I completely forgot I even had it!” 
 
    The more we talked about the video on her phone, the more my imagination ran away with me. She had just admitted to some degree of embarrassment and had used the word ‘raunchy’. What the hell was on this video?  
 
    Logically, I knew it was probably nowhere near as pornographic as the images now running amok inside my head, but who knew? Maybe I’d get lucky! And if there was one thing I have learned during our trip to Lance’s ranch, it was that I dearly loved watching my beautiful young wife fuck. I wanted, no I needed, to see this video! 
 
    “Let’s watch it!” I blurted out, unable to conceal the excitement in my voice. 
 
    Lizzie gave me a crooked smile, obviously pleased by my unbridled enthusiasm. “All right,” she nodded, “meet me in the bedroom!” 
 
    My five favorite words! I jumped to my feet and practically ran down the hallway to the bedroom, shedding clothing as I went. By the time I reached the bed, I was down to my underwear and socks. I jumped onto the comforter and sat facing the door, waiting impatiently. 
 
    About 30 seconds later, Lizzie came bouncing happily into the room, carrying her phone and an HDMI cable. Giving me a quick glance, she turned away, focusing her attention on the TV on the dresser against the wall. The TV! Of course! 
 
    Somehow, I’d forgotten that we could simply connect the smartphone to the television with an HDMI cable! This whole time, I’d been expecting her to show me the video on the phone itself. This was going to be a thousand times better! Damn! I was getting excited! 
 
    Once the cable was connected to both devices, Elizabeth switched on the television and then tapped on the screen of her phone. Immediately, an image of Lance’s bedroom appeared on the television screen. Satisfied that everything was functioning correctly, Lizzie joined me on the bed, snuggling up against me as we watched the scene unfold. 
 
    Part of Lance’s face was visible as he apparently adjusted the position of the phone to capture all the action. Once he was satisfied, he stepped back and to the side, moving quickly out of the image. With him out of the way, we now had a clear view of his enormous bed, and sitting in the center of it and smiling at the camera was my wife! 
 
    She was wearing a stunning purple negligée, stockings, and her boots. A natural redhead, purple was Lizzie’s color, and this set of lingerie looked tailor-made to show off her beauty. Gauzy and lacy, it did more to accentuate her body than to conceal it. She looked breathtaking, the perfect blend of slutty and classy, and I could feel my heart beating faster as I looked at her. 
 
    Elizabeth wasn’t to be alone for long. A few seconds later, Lance once more came into the screen from the side, joining my wife on his enormous bed. I could hear her giggle as he bent to nibble at her ear. He whispered something I couldn’t hear that made Lizzie giggle again and shake her head. Then, he leaned in and whispered in her ear once more, after which she nodded. 
 
    Planting a quick kiss on her lips, Lance moved back, taking a seat in the chair next to the bed and turning on the stereo. For a brief second, I was confused. Wasn’t he going to fuck her? Then, I saw Lizzie stand up in the center of the bed and begin to dance and, suddenly, everything made sense. Lance had requested a striptease and, as usual, Lance got what he wanted! 
 
    I watched in fascination as my gorgeous wife danced and gyrated in front of her lover, my mouth dry as I waited for her to start peeling the layers of diaphanous material from her lovely, pale body. My cock was so hard it felt like it would burst. As if reading my mind, Lizzie put her lips to my ear. 
 
    “Why don’t you take these off,” she suggested quietly, hooking her fingers into the waistband of my underwear. 
 
    I lifted my butt, allowing her to slide the fabric down over my hips and off my legs. As I settled in once more to continue watching, Elizabeth scooted in behind me, her arms wrapping around my waist to grasp my erect penis as her hard little nipples bored into my back. Her warm hands began to slowly stroke me as my attention returned to the scene on the television. 
 
    The striptease was now in full swing. With her shoulders bare, Elizabeth was slowly easing the negligée down, careful not to expose her little breasts too soon as she danced for Lance. I could tell from the look on her face that she was just as excited by this as he was. Inch by inch, the see-through material moved down her gorgeous body until finally her twin nipples popped free. 
 
    At that point, Elizabeth abruptly tugged the fabric downward, releasing her grip and allowing it to fall to the bedspread at her feet. Now, the only things she had on were her thigh high stockings and a minuscule pair of panties. And of course, her ever-present cowboy boots! I could clearly hear Lance groan at the sight before him. I couldn’t blame him. She looked fantastic!  
 
    Running both hands sensuously down the curves of her ass, she thrust her chest out proudly and pivoted from side to side, displaying her charms. She shot a teasing glance at the camera and then turned with her back facing Lance. With her legs straight, she slowly bent at the waist until she was grabbing her ankles and wiggled her magnificent ass enticingly in his face. As I watched with Lizzie jerking my cock enthusiastically, it was my turn to groan! 
 
    No longer able to sit by and watch, Lance rose from his chair and joined her on the bed, grabbing her frilly panties and roughly sliding them down her long legs before pushing her resolutely onto her back on the bedspread. Lizzie squealed at his forcefulness, obviously enjoying being manhandled. 
 
    Neither of them seemed to have any interest in foreplay. Lizzie pulled her knees up toward her chest and let them fall outward with her hands on her kneecaps, spreading herself wide for him.  
 
    I caught just the briefest glimpse of her furry mound before Lance moved forward to mount her. This footage had been taken before he shaved her, I thought to myself. Both of them sighed audibly as his large cock sank deeply into her welcoming pussy. 
 
    “No wonder you like watching us so much,” Elizabeth murmured in my ear. “I look amazing, don’t I, Baby? Just look at the way he’s fucking me!” She pumped me solidly as we watched, enjoying the chance to tease me. 
 
    She really did look amazing. Her pale slender legs rose on either side of Lances thrusting torso, her boots bouncing rhythmically as he fucked her. The phone was pointing down at them from a height of what I would guess was about five or six feet, providing me with a perfect view of Lance’s broad, muscular back and tight glutes, flexing and pumping as he worked between my wife’s thighs. 
 
    “You know, Baby,” Elizabeth said, “I think we should keep this video.” 
 
    I turned my head to look at her, puzzled by her comment. 
 
    “It’s just that, you know, if Lance has made your wife pregnant, this could be footage of the conception!” 
 
    I groaned, “Fuck, you’re bad!” 
 
    “I know, Sweetie! That’s why you love me so much!” She kissed my lips, then put her finger on my chin and turned my head back toward the television screen. “Now, be quiet and watch your movie! God knows, I worked hard to make it!” 
 
    On the screen, it was obvious from his frenzied pace that Lance had no intention of drawing things out. He was fucking her to get off, and from the mewling sounds coming from beneath him, my petite wife was loving every second of it. His narrow hips were a blur of motion, jackhammering her battered little pussy with an almost frantic urgency. 
 
    “Wow!” Lizzie whispered in my ear. “He’s really going at it, isn’t he, Baby?” She squeezed me tightly in her fist. “Does that make you jealous?” 
 
    “Yes… Oh God, yes!” I hissed, my eyes glued to the action on the screen. 
 
    “Mmmm! I’m glad. It gets me so hot when you’re jealous!” 
 
    I didn’t reply. I was too enthralled by the video. 
 
    Grabbing Elizabeth by the waist, Lance rolled onto his back, deftly moving them into the cowgirl position without ever extracting his long cock. Fit and muscular, Lance made it look easy.  
 
    I shivered as I briefly wondered whether I would have been able to execute the same maneuver, a flash of self-doubt suddenly rearing its head. After all, I reasoned, he had several inches on me in penis length. But, before I could obsess any further on my perceived inadequacies as a lover, the image of my naked wife riding her lover immediately drew my thoughts back to the video. 
 
    Lance had positioned them so that Elizabeth was facing away from the camera, her gorgeous, slender back and her perfect, round, little butt clearly visible as she bounced in his lap. She seemed no less urgent than he, grinding and gyrating atop his cock with frenzied, quick motions. I honestly had no idea how he was able to last as long as he did. 
 
    Watching her ride him, I found myself wishing that he would turn her around so that I could see her face. As enticing as this view was, there was just something about watching her facial expressions during sex that had always excited me. Seeing the faces she made for Lance increased this effect to the nth power. 
 
    No sooner had the thought entered my mind, than the camera angle shifted, moving around the bed to show a quartering view of the two lovers. This was much better! Now I could see both Lance and Lizzie clearly. What’s more, the image was now zoomed in so that the fornicating couple filled the entire screen.  
 
    There was something odd about the filming, some vague something that made me feel slightly uneasy, but I was too aroused to think about it right now. I banished the thought from my mind and concentrated on enjoying the erotic scene before me. 
 
    Lizzie’s breathing in my ear got faster, as did her pumping fist around my cock, making coherent thought next to impossible. “Watch this, Baby,” she whispered, her voice raspy with excitement. “This is the juiciest part!” 
 
    The pace of Lizzie’s onscreen efforts was now reaching a frenzied pitch. Her hips ratcheted to and fro on Lance’s cock, seemingly intent on forcing him to cum. And it quickly became aware that her efforts were not in vain. Lance was straining, every muscle in his body flexed and hard as he gritted his teeth and fought back the urge to cum. 
 
    “Lizzie!” he growled, a slight tremor in his voice. “Shit! I’m getting close, Baby! Should I pull out?”  
 
    His brazen familiarity with her was like a kick in the guts, causing a wave of jealousy to come boiling up inside me. What right did he have to call her ‘Baby’?! But it was also arousing. This was more than just sex. These two shared an intimacy that frightened me, but it also pushed all the right buttons, driving me crazy with lust. I was now panting with excitement as I watched Lizzie ride him. 
 
    “Don’t you dare, Mister!” Lizzie’s voice came from the speaker of the television. “Do it inside me!” Fuck! He had given her the option, and she was purposely letting him finish inside her! 
 
    And that’s exactly what he did. Taking his hands from her waist, he wrapped them over the top of her shoulders, pulling her firmly down onto his cock as his orgasm began. He threw his head back into the sheets, straining upward into her as he jerked and spurted. Oh shit! Lance Corbin was cumming in my wife! Had she been right? Was I watching my wife’s impregnation? 
 
    The feeling of Lance unleashing a torrent of warm semen inside her triggered Lizzie’s own orgasm, and she wailed and quaked on his pulsing cock, grinding down on him, milking him for every last precious drop. With her slim back arched, her small breasts jutted out obscenely from her chest, quivering and wobbling attractively in time to their frenetic coupling.  
 
    When at last he was finished, Lance relaxed, allowing himself to sink onto the satin sheets. Satiated and spent, he lay panting in exhaustion beneath her.  
 
    Lizzie sat bolt upright on his lap, her little hands spread wide on his chest for support as she tried to compose herself. Her small chest heaved as she, too, fought to get her breathing under control again. Once her trembling had subsided somewhat, she bent elegantly forward, still impaled on his big cock, stretching out upon his muscular chest, and planted a series of playful, tender kisses along his neck before sitting back up and dismounting. 
 
    As she began to raise her butt up, the camera zoomed in on their genitals, capturing her swollen, puffy lips clinging reluctantly to his turgid shaft as she slowly slid up and off him. As the head cleared her opening, his hard cock fell forward to slap wetly against his chiseled abs and a large drop of his thick white semen drooled lazily out of her still gaping slit, falling on his enormous balls. 
 
    “Oh wow!” a vaguely familiar female voice said as the video zoomed out again. “He really did a number on you, Liz!”  
 
    Wait! What?! Then suddenly, realization came crashing over me. Now I knew what it was that had bothered me about the filming earlier! There was someone else in the room with them! Another woman was there, holding the phone, watching and filming my wife with her lover! A faceless, unknown woman who now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that my wife was fucking Lance Corbin. A woman who knew that I was a cuckold! 
 
    And with that realization, I closed my eyes and began to paint Lizzie’s pumping hand with my seed… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    When I had finished, Lizzie slid around from behind me and kissed my lips. Sitting back, she waited for me to speak. 
 
    “Lizzie,” I stuttered, still feeling a little lightheaded from my orgasm, “who… whose voice was that? Who was filming you guys? Oh my God, Liz! Who was there, Baby?” 
 
    She smiled, studying my face. “Well, Lance and I sort of had a visitor Saturday afternoon.” 
 
    “A visitor? Who was it?” 
 
    “Carol Ann.” 
 
    “And what?” I pressed. “You guys just asked her to stick around and play cameraman for your own personal sex tape?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” Lizzie said, looking down. 
 
    “Elizabeth!” 
 
    “All right! So, you know that she and Lance have this whole ‘friends with benefits’ thing going on, right? Well, Saturday afternoon she stopped in for a quickie without calling first and sort of caught us ‘in flagrante’.” She flashed me a mischievous smile. “If you remember right, I told you that Lance insisted I go nude after you left!” 
 
    “Actually,” I corrected her, “I think you said he made you wear your boots!” I was trying to play it cool, but my mind was racing. Good Lord! What else had my wife not told me about?! 
 
    “That’s true!” Elizabeth giggled. “Well, boots or no boots, Lance was balls deep inside your wife when Carol Ann used the key Lance gave her to let herself in through the back door. And then she walked in on us!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “Yeah! It was a pretty big surprise, I can assure you!” 
 
    “God, Lizzie, what did you do? What did you say to her? Was she mad that Lance was having sex with someone else? Shit! She must think we’re some kind of freaks now!” 
 
    “Maybe. But, trust me, ‘freaks’ are sort of Carol Ann’s thing! Remember Lance’s story at Thanksgiving dinner? Anyway, no, she wasn’t mad. In fact, she was really cool about the whole thing!” 
 
    “Apparently!” I said. “It looks like she stayed to watch!” 
 
    Lizzie ducked her head and bit her lip, peering up at me from beneath her brows. “Um, Sweetie? She did a little more than just watch…” 
 
    I looked at her for a second, not understanding. Then I realized what she was saying. “Oooh! So, you mean she and Lance…?” I raised my eyebrows and whistled softly. 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head, now chewing her lip furiously, and avoiding my eyes. In a small voice, she said, “Actually, it was she and I who…” Her words trailed off. 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief, unable to find the words. 
 
    “And technically,” Liz volunteered, “it wasn’t Lance who shaved me. It was Carol Ann.” 
 
    I swallowed hard, trying to digest this new information. Just when I thought I was starting to get a handle on my wife’s changing sexual proclivities, she threw me another curveball. Elizabeth had been with another woman! Wow! 
 
    I remembered quite well the conversation we had had with Lance at Thanksgiving. Parts of it were now burned permanently into my mind. That had been the first time I had ever heard Elizabeth mention any sort of interest in other women. And now, she had apparently decided to explore that interest.  
 
    “So, let me get this straight. You and Carol Ann…?” 
 
    She nodded shyly, nervously playing with her fingers in her lap. 
 
    “And she’s the one who shaved you?” 
 
    Another nod. 
 
    She glanced hesitantly up at me and I read the vulnerability in her big blue eyes. I smiled at her reassuringly. “That’s hot!” I gushed. “Damn, Lizzie! I so wish I could’ve seen that!” 
 
    “Well… in that case… there is another video,” she beamed, obviously relieved that I wasn’t mad, “but you’ll have to wait. That one is on Lance’s phone!” 
 
    I chuckled. “Well, see if he’ll send it to you. Tell him your husband is dying to see you take on the bearded clam!” 
 
    “Ugh! You’re such a pig!” She slapped me on the arm, laughing. “But I’ll tell Lance you said that. Being a pig himself, he’ll like that!” 
 
    “Well,” I asked, “I guess this means that Carol Ann knows about us?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Elizabeth said with a shrug, “but, don’t worry. She knows how to keep a secret. Trust me! Some of the stories she told me…” 
 
    “So, what was it like? Being with another woman, I mean! Did you like it? Is it something you want to do again? CAN I WATCH?!” 
 
    “God, Bill!” Elizabeth shook her head, laughing. “First, you get off on the idea of another man getting your wife pregnant, and now you want to set up a playdate with another woman!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I shrugged with a grin. “Besides, we don’t even know if Carol Ann is attracted to pregnant chicks.” 
 
    Just like that, the laughter died and my wife’s smile disappeared. Damn it! Me and my big mouth! I’d only been joking, and I knew that she knew that, but I had gone too far. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, putting my arm around her narrow shoulders, “I’m sorry, Baby. I shouldn’t have said that. I was just teasing!” 
 
    She nodded at me, her eyes brimming with tears, “I know, Bill. Really, I do. It’s just that… well, it’s actually a possibility. You know what I mean? Right now, sitting here with you, I could be pregnant! And we both know that there’s no way it could be yours! And, honestly, all kidding aside, I’m worried, Sweetie! 
 
    “I know you were only kidding about Carol Ann being attracted to pregnant women, but what about you? Will you still love me when I’m fat and pregnant? Or, will you be disgusted with me, knowing that I’m carrying another man’s child? What if you don’t love me anymore? What if… What if you leave me?! I don’t think I could bear that, Baby!” 
 
    Now, for the first time since our wait had begun, Elizabeth began to cry. Nestling her head into my shoulder, she began to sob, the hot salt tears running freely down her pale cheeks to drip onto my bare chest. 
 
    I’d been expecting this for some time. In truth, I was surprised it had taken this long. In spite of our kinky pillow talk, we were both under enormous strain, worried sick about what was going to happen. 
 
    Now, Lizzie was letting it out. I said nothing, just holding her, letting her cry. I kissed the top of her head and squeezed her tightly, my left hand reassuringly stroking her back. After a few minutes, her sobbing subsided and she raised her head to look at me, her beautiful eyes now bloodshot and watery. 
 
    I smiled sympathetically at her, bringing my hand up to wipe away the tears that streaked her cheeks. “Feeling better?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded, “A little, I guess.” 
 
    “Now, you listen to me, Mrs. Allen,” I said earnestly. “I’m never going to stop loving you, so you can just get that silly thought out of your pretty little head! I’m your husband, and I love you more than anything else in the world, period! No ifs, ands, or buts about it. 
 
    “Am I worried right now? Damn right, I am! Who wouldn’t be! But, if you think for one instant that I’ll be disgusted by you or resent you or stop loving you, just because we let our little game get out of hand and your big-dicked lover put his baby in you, well, you couldn’t be more wrong! If it does happen, I fully intend to fuck the holy hell out of you right up until the day you deliver! 
 
    “So, quit your bawling, woman! We’ll get through this, one way or the other. And we’ll do it together!” I winked and smiled at her. 
 
    When my speech was done, Elizabeth just stared at me, her mouth hanging open in shock. “God, I love you!” she said, throwing herself around my neck and squeezing me tightly. “You’re the best husband in the world,” she whispered in my ear. 
 
    I reached behind my neck and took her wrists in my hand, extricating myself from her loving chokehold. “But you still haven’t answered my question,” I insisted. 
 
    Elizabeth looked at me with a puzzled expression on her face. “What question?” she asked. 
 
    “Can I watch?” I grinned impishly. 
 
    “Horrible, horrible man!” she shook her head, laughing. 
 
      
 
    We stayed in bed until lunchtime, talking and joking with one another. Once Lizzie got over being sad, she was horny again. She restarted the video and, this time, we made love while we watched it. 
 
    That evening, as soon as the chores were done, we were back at it, frantically fucking as we watched her cuckolding me on the screen. It was some of the best sex we had ever had. 
 
    And always, in the back of our minds, we were counting down the seconds until Monday. Then we would finally know whether our fetish/horror/fantasy/disaster was a reality. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    The next two days were a lot like Wednesday. We alternated between worrying ourselves sick and screwing like rabbits. We fretted and fucked, fucked and fretted, and then we started once more from the beginning. The thought of her possible pregnancy had our nerves drawn as tight as the strings on a violin and sex seemed to be the only way to alleviate our stress. 
 
    When things were quiet and there was nothing else to occupy her mind, Lizzie sometimes cried, quietly and inconspicuously. Most of the time, she busied herself with housework or helped out with the horses, pitching hay and cleaning stalls. She insisted on coming along when I made my daily visit to Tom’s to do his chores. It was obvious she was doing anything and everything to try to occupy her mind and keep it off our ‘little problem’.  
 
    Any time we were together, we found it nearly impossible to keep our hands off each other. We did it in the bed, we did it in the hallway, we did it on the kitchen table. Heck, we even did it on top of the dusty old grain bin in the tack room! When we ran out of condoms, she immediately sent me to town to get more. And now, those, too, were running low! 
 
    And the teasing! Oh God, the teasing! I lost track of how many times my wife called me “her cuckold”. Her bald little pussy, which I was expected to shave for her each morning, was now consistently referred to as “Lance’s pussy”. The possibility of her being pregnant to Lance was now spoken of as a certainty, and Lizzie missed no opportunity to tease me about it. 
 
    Even as newlyweds, we had never been like this. I honestly think we had more sex that week than during the entire year up to that point. I’m sure a psychiatrist could’ve come up with a name for what was going on between us. All I knew was I had a deep and abiding need to be inside my wife as much as possible. It was an obsession. 
 
    But it was also exhausting. Between the stress and all the exercise we were getting in bed, by the time the weekend came around, I realized that we both needed a rest. I needed to get Lizzie out of the house, go do something, see something different. And, as crazy as it might sound, we needed to take a break from sex for a few hours! 
 
    “Hey, Babe,” I said to Lizzie Saturday morning as we sat at the breakfast table, “I’ve been thinking. Why don’t we go into town tonight?” 
 
    “Town?” 
 
    “Yeah. We could go to the movies, maybe go out to eat first. It’s been ages since we’ve been to Malone’s!” 
 
    “Hmm. That might actually not be such a bad idea.” Lizzie drummed against her upper lip with her fingertips, thinking about my suggestion. 
 
    “If nothing else, it would be an opportunity for you to wear that new fur coat Lance gave you!” I offered. 
 
    The little town of Glenton had exactly one restaurant that could even remotely be described as “fancy”. One restaurant that people dressed up and put on nice clothes to visit; one restaurant that had real, porcelain dishes and tablecloths and candles. And that restaurant was Malone’s. 
 
    Elizabeth liked Malone’s. For that matter, so did I. The food was awesome and the atmosphere impeccable. Somehow, we never found the time to go there as often as we’d like. There was always something that seemed more pressing. And, if I were completely honest, the joint was expensive as hell! 
 
    “Yeah,” Elizabeth nodded rapidly. “Let’s do it. It’ll be fun to go out to eat for a change.” 
 
    “And a movie afterwards?” 
 
    “Sure! Why not?! I’ll check and see what’s playing.” 
 
    “All right. It’s settled, then. Be ready to go at five thirty. That’ll give us plenty of time to get to town and avoid all the traffic.” 
 
    Lizzie snorted, rolling her eyes at me. It was a small town joke. If everyone in the little town of Glenton decided to drive at the same time, I still doubt that our combined efforts would’ve amounted to anything approaching traffic congestion. 
 
      
 
    There were several other couples already seated in Malone’s when I walked through the door with Lizzie on my arm. The room was dim, most of the light provided by the candlesticks placed in the center of the tables. Even so, I saw several of the men do a double take when they saw Elizabeth. At least one wife glared jealously in our direction. 
 
    I couldn’t blame them. Fur coats were a pretty rare sight in Glenton and Elizabeth looked magnificent in hers. Underneath the coat, she wore a tight, slinky black dress that stopped at mid-thigh, with a dangerous, provocative slit up one side that drew your eye like a road flare at midnight. 
 
    She had piled her fiery red hair atop her head, giving her an elegant, sophisticated look. Her long, beautiful legs were encased in an exquisite pair of black fishnet stockings, the lacy tops of which were clearly visible when she took a seat. Tonight, a pair of stiletto heels took the place of her usual cowboy boots, showing off her perfectly shaped calves with each step when the uniformed waiter escorted us to our table in the back of the restaurant. 
 
    It was her jewelry, however, that really rounded out her look. Of course, my judgment in the matter might have been a little compromised. In a brazen move that even now sent shivers of cuckold lust down my spine, my wife had chosen to wear the expensive pearl jewelry that Lance had given her. 
 
    As I pulled out her chair for her and watched her sit down, I had to admit that the pearl choker and the matching earrings were the perfect accessories for her little black dress. The perfect white pearls shone in beautiful contrast against the deep, inky blackness of her elegant dress. Her neck, already long and slender, seemed impossibly so when adorned by the choker. 
 
    But for me, the jewelry was a constant reminder of Lance, and I knew that that was precisely her intent. It was like a secret little joke that only she and I shared, a subtle twist of the knife that no one else could see. Every time I looked at her, I couldn’t help but think of him, the man for whom my wife had spread her legs, the man whose child she might be carrying. 
 
    Before I could start thinking about that again, the waiter came for our drink order. The movie theater was just down the street, so we could walk. I decided to have a beer. Lizzie ordered a white wine. With a quick nod, the waiter strode off toward the back. 
 
    Picking up the menu in front of me, I glanced superficially over the various offerings. In reality, consulting the menu was something I did, because others did it. It was normal, expected. So, I played along. But, I already knew what I was going to order. I had known since we left the house. It was the same thing I always ordered. 
 
    My lack of culinary curiosity was something of a joke between Lizzie and me. She was always trying something new, seldom ordering the same thing twice. I, on the other hand, was a finicky, picky eater. I tended to find something I liked and stick with it unwaveringly. 
 
    Now, staring with unseeing eyes into the glossy menu before me, it occurred to me that Elizabeth’s and my eating habits could be seen as a metaphor for the current state of our marriage. Where I was satisfied with the same thing I had enjoyed for years, Lizzie was bold and adventurous, willing to try new things. Like Lance’s oversized cock! I bit back a grin as I pondered my clever little analogy. 
 
    When the waiter returned with our drinks, Lizzie and I both gave him our meal orders. He thanked us and took our menus, heading back toward the kitchen, leaving us alone once more. 
 
    We touched our glasses. “Here’s to a fun evening,” I offered, raising my glass to her, then bringing it to my lips. As expected, the beer was good. Really good. It was a well-balanced, English-style ale with a nutty finish from a microbrewery a hundred miles or so south of here. Not too sweet, not too bitter. 
 
    When I glanced up at my wife, she took the wine glass from her lips and nodded appreciatively at her glass of Riesling. Apparently, the wine met with her approval, too. I had just opened my mouth to speak when a waiter showed a young couple to a table across from us. 
 
    I stopped with my mouth still open and silently watched the young husband pull out a chair for his wife, just as I had done for Elizabeth a few minutes ago. She really was a pretty young thing, pale and slender, with high cheekbones, delicate eyebrows, and full, luscious lips that bore just the right shade of lipstick to draw your attention to her mouth without making you conscious of the fact that you were looking.  
 
    She had long blonde hair that was pulled up into a luxuriant ponytail extending halfway down her back. Like Elizabeth, she wore a small, black dress that showed off a great deal of her fabulously long legs. But there was one not-so-subtle difference between the two women. Where Lizzie’s stomach was perfectly flat and trim, the woman at the other table was sporting a prominent bulge. She was very obviously pregnant. 
 
    Realizing that I was staring I tore my eyes away from the woman, closing my mouth and meeting Elizabeth’s eyes as I turned back to her. She was absently playing with her earring and looked quickly down at the table, her cheeks blushing crimson. She’d seen it, too, and had the same wicked thought that was now coursing through my brain. A few months from now, that could be Lizzie! 
 
    Again, the image of my young wife pregnant with Lance’s child leapt unbidden into my mind. As usual, a flood of confusing, conflicting feelings welled up inside me, choking me with emotion. Sheer, unadulterated horror and panic prevailed one second, shockingly perverse arousal the next. 
 
    I reached for my beer and took a big swallow as I tried to think of something else. The last thing I needed was to get an erection in a fancy restaurant! I tried to make small talk with my wife, asking about people we knew and other trivial things, but it was hard for both of us to concentrate and the conversation lagged. More than once, I caught her stealing a furtive, sidelong glance at the other couple, her hand unconsciously playing with the band of pearls around her neck as she did.  
 
    Thankfully, the waiter came, and we were able to turn our attention to the food. It was good. Excellent, in fact. We took our time, savoring each morsel, our eyes occasionally meeting across the table.  
 
    “How is it?” I asked, gesturing inquiringly with my fork toward her plate. 
 
    “Good!” she nodded. “Really good! Yours?” 
 
    “Yeah! Mine, too. Do you want any dessert?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No. Not tonight. Besides,” she looked at her watch, “we probably don’t have time for that. I really don’t want to miss any of the movie.” 
 
    I nodded silently, taking another bite of my food.  I knew from our conversation in the truck that she was really looking forward to this particular movie, some romantic comedy or something. I personally had never heard of it, but it was what she wanted to see, so that’s what I was taking her to see. 
 
    In the dim, flickering light of the candle, I watched her glance once more at the beautiful pregnant girl at the other table and, when her eyes turned back to me, I could see that Elizabeth’s cheeks were flushed, her crystal-blue eyes wide and bright. I’d seen that look a million times, particularly in the last couple of days. My wife was turned on. 
 
    As soon as we were finished, I gave the waiter my credit card, signed the receipt, and ushered my wife out the door into the cold night air. We had about 20 minutes before the show started and the theater was only two blocks away, so we took our time, strolling arm in arm, pausing occasionally to look at the Christmas displays in the quaint little shop windows as we made our way leisurely along Main Street, heading toward the brightly lit billboard of the theater.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    The Glenton Cinema was an Art Deco structure built in the halcyon days of 1940, finished just before the war, and it had all the splendor of that era. From its magnificent marquee to its vaulted, spacious lobby, complete with enormous chandeliers, it was the very definition of the quintessential, classic American movie theater, and the current owner had spared no expense in restoring it to its former glory. I loved everything about the place. 
 
    I got our tickets from the girl in the ticket booth and we made our way inside. As we stood at the broad concession stand counter, waiting for our popcorn and soda pop, a young woman pushed a baby stroller up to the register next to ours, and I saw Lizzie’s head tilt to look tenderly down at the smiling, pink little face staring up out of it.  
 
    When she looked up and saw me watching her, she rolled her eyes at me and stuck out her tongue. Then, she abruptly turned away to study a movie poster on the wall as I collected our snacks. 
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked, coming up behind her to place a hand on her slim waist, enjoying the sleek feel of the fox fur beneath my fingers. 
 
    Smiling warmly, she turned to face me, her eyes taking in the boxes of popcorn and Styrofoam cups in the plastic tray in my hand. “Got everything?” she asked. “Do you need a hand?” 
 
    “Nah! I’ve got it. Let’s go.” I offered her my arm and we pushed through the giant, heavily padded doors that led into the theater auditorium. 
 
    Light strips on the floor stretched down the sides of the aisle from the door to the screen. We walked about halfway down the aisle and sat down in the middle of the center section. I passed a box of popcorn and a soda to Lizzie and we leaned back, chatting idly, waiting for the show to start. 
 
    The auditorium was fairly empty. The cold weather had probably kept most people away. There were maybe fifteen or twenty people scattered throughout it, mostly in small clusters of two to three people. As I surveyed the other moviegoers, the house lights dimmed, throwing the cavernous room into inky darkness, broken only by the faint glow of the light strips lining the paths between the rows of seats. 
 
    As we waited for the movie to start, the large doors to the lobby opened, a bolt of yellow light shooting through the gap, piercing the dark. I turned my head to look over my shoulder, blinking at the sudden glare, and my eyes were drawn to the figure of a man holding the door so that a woman could pass. When she stepped into the rectangle of light, her body was silhouetted for a brief instant, and I felt my pulse quicken. It was the same woman from the restaurant. The pregnant woman!  
 
    “Fuuuck!” I muttered quietly to myself, feeling the butterflies in my stomach, “It’s like a cosmic baby conspiracy!” I felt a bolt of dread run through me as I considered the possibility that the universe might be conspiring against me. Lizzie turned her head to look quizzically at me, unsure if I’d spoken. I just shook my head reassuringly. 
 
    As I watched them from the corner of my eye, the young couple made their way slowly down the aisle to a spot about 20 feet in front of us and sat down in the row of seats along the right-hand wall. There was a sharp intake of breath from Elizabeth. Her head turned toward me, her eyes darting quickly to mine, her lips pursed tightly. Oh, she’d seen them, all right! 
 
    At that moment, the projector came on, the huge screen in front of us flickering to life. I took her hand and we both leaned back to enjoy the film. 
 
    The movie actually turned out to be more entertaining than I had expected. Unlike most of the rom-coms I’d been subjected to in the past 5 years of marriage, this one actually had an interesting plot. On top of that, it was pretty racy. Very racy, in fact! Hell, it was damn near X-rated at times! 
 
    As I was focused on a particularly spellbinding scene near the end involving an intriguing bit of acting by a topless brunette, I was vaguely aware that Lizzie was fidgeting next to me. She released my hand and squirmed awkwardly in her seat. Just as I was about to ask if she was okay, she stopped. 
 
    When her warm little hand found mine once more, she was holding something. Instinctively, I opened my hand for her without taking my eyes off the screen, and she pressed a small, slightly damp ball of what felt like silky fabric into my palm. Curious, I brought the object to my lap and, looking down, unfolded it in the flickering glow of the auditorium.  
 
    At first, I thought it was a handkerchief. Why would she give me a handkerchief? Then, my heart nearly stopped as I suddenly realized just what I was looking at. My wife had taken off her satin panties and handed them to me! 
 
    If my life depended upon it, I couldn’t tell you what happened in the last quarter of the film. For that matter, I couldn’t tell you if I even saw the end. I was no longer interested. I just remember that the damned thing seemed to drag on forever.  
 
    The little scrap of fabric I held in my hand made it wholly impossible for me to think of anything besides the fact that my wife was now pantiless beneath her short black dress. And not only was she no longer wearing underwear, she had taken it off in a crowded theater. Okay, I thought, maybe not crowded, but there were still plenty of people around! Someone could easily have seen her! 
 
    I turned my head to look at her, but she steadfastly refused to meet my eye, staring interestedly at the big screen in front of us. I reached for her hand and, still, she didn’t look at me, but I saw the hint of a smile curl the corner of her mouth. God, what a naughty, teasing, little slut she had become! 
 
    Not surprisingly, I had pitched a respectable tent in the front of my jeans, and I shifted my leg to make room for my growing erection. She saw me from the corner of her eye. She casually leaned in to me and whispered in my ear, “Having problems?” then returned to watching the movie. Damn, she was killing me!  
 
    I needed to get out of here. I needed to get her home and get my dick inside her. And she knew it. God, did she know it! She was obviously horny. Maybe she’d be willing to go home early! Maybe… Shit, I thought to myself, there was no way in hell she was going to leave before the end. The fact of the matter was, she was enjoying this. 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more I realized just how right I was. Sure, Lizzie was turned on, but that didn’t mean she’d be willing to leave now. A big part of what was turning her on was teasing me. She liked knowing how much I wanted her. And she liked making me wait for it!  
 
    As if she were reading my mind, she casually brought my hand beneath the hem of her dress and laid her fur coat over her lap, concealing my hand. Lizzie had never been one to be frisky in public. This was new. This was Lance! 
 
    My finger immediately found her little slit. She was wet. Wet and swollen. Grinning to myself, I surreptitiously pressed a finger into her hot little pussy, looking around nervously to make sure we weren’t being observed. Everyone else was engrossed in the movie. Besides, I reasoned, the nearest person was several feet away and it was very dark in the theater.  
 
    Cautiously, I pumped my finger in and out of her, causing her to gasp softly and clutch at my wrist beneath the heavy coat. Hey, I realized, glancing around once more, this might actually be kind of fun! I gave her a few more strokes and was rewarded with a happy sigh from my wife. 
 
    Turning my eyes back to the screen, I settled into a steady rhythm, nonchalantly petting and fingering my wife in the darkness. I could feel her fidgeting beneath my ministrations, her pelvis almost imperceptibly hunching against me as her excitement grew. She still held my wrist, but now, rather than trying to hold me back, she was pulling me deeper, urging me to fuck her with my finger. 
 
     I curled my thumb up to find her clit and began making gentle circles around it as my finger continued to slide in and out of her wetness in a measured, even cadence. The effect was immediate and, though she was careful not to betray herself to the others in the auditorium, obvious to me.  
 
    Lizzie’s mouth fell open and she moaned quietly, every muscle in her body trembling. She was close. Damn she was close. I increased the pressure on her clitoris, feeling it dart away from my touch as my thumb mashed it against her pubic bone. 
 
    Turning her head to look at me, her blue eyes blazing in the darkened theater, Lizzie stiffened and came on my hand, grunting softly. I gently rubbed her through her orgasm as she stared into my eyes, a secret moment of illicit passion shared between husband and wife.  
 
    When she was finished, she pulled my hand away from her crotch and leaned over to kiss my neck. “Payback is going to be hell!” she hissed playfully, nibbling at my earlobe. 
 
    “Promises, promises!” I whispered, patting her knee and dropping her balled up panties into my shirt pocket. 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later, we were in the pickup, headed for home. We both sat in silence, staring at the empty blacktop ahead through the windscreen, an unspoken sexual tension filling the cab of the pickup. The trip seemed to take forever. 
 
    The bulge in my shirt pocket served as a constant reminder that my wife was pantiless. From the corner of my eye, I watched her long fingers absently playing with her choker; the choker Lance had given her! I forced myself to concentrate on the road, my erection pressing uncomfortably against the front of my jeans as I drove. 
 
    When we finally got home, I nearly broke the key off in the lock trying to open the door. We tumbled inside, pawing at each other like a pair of lovesick teenagers.  
 
    As I reached up to hang my hat on the rack, Lizzie’s hands grabbed the collar of my shirt and jerked it open, exposing my chest. I heard one of my buttons ricochet off the wall, careening into the corner of the mudroom as she stripped the ruined garment from my torso. 
 
    Gathering her up in my arms, I elbowed the mudroom door open and strode into the kitchen. Sweeping the tablecloth onto the floor, I spun her around and bent her over the table, reaching down to fold her fur coat up over her back. My hands grasped the hem of her short dress and I jerked it savagely up over her ass, making her squeal. 
 
    Reaching into my pocket, I fished out a condom, then tore open the buckle of my pants and pushed them roughly to my knees. Stepping up behind her as I rolled the rubber onto my shaft, I put a hand on the back of her neck and pushed my cock into her, going balls deep in one stroke. Elizabeth whimpered excitedly as I began to plunge in and out of her. 
 
    I never even stopped to turn on the light. I simply fucked her like that, holding her down on the kitchen table there in the darkness. Urgently, quickly, solidly, savagely. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Sunday. Sunday at last. It was the last day of our vigil. Tomorrow, we would know, one way or the other. 
 
    The tension that had been building for the past week had now reached its peak. It was almost unbearable. Every time our eyes met, it was like a form of telepathy. She was thinking about it. I was thinking about it. And we both knew it. 
 
    For a change, neither of us was interested in sex. For the last week, it had served as a sort of pressure valve for us, but now the stress was too great. In the end, our kinky fantasy was crushed by the sheer weight of what we were facing. 
 
    “So,” Lizzie said as we finished our lunch, “what if… you know?” 
 
    “You mean, if you’re… pregnant?” I managed. 
 
    She nodded, “Yeah.” I could see it in her eyes. She was obviously worried. It was understandable. I was worried, too! Hell, ‘worried’ wasn’t even the right word for it! 
 
    I reached for her hand. “Hey,” I said, “everything’ll be okay! There’s nothing we can do about it now, but one way or the other, it’ll be fine. We were talking about starting a family anyway.” 
 
    “But… but if I’m pregnant, we both know it can’t be yours. Every time we look at the baby, it will be a constant reminder…” Her voice trailed off, her big blue eyes tearing up. 
 
    “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We still don’t even know if there is a baby. Let’s just wait and see what happens, all right?” 
 
    She nodded, dabbing at her eyes and doing her best to smile. “But if there is a baby,” she said hesitantly, “what then?” 
 
    “Then,” I said, in my most serious voice, “I guess will have no choice but to name him ‘Lance Jr.’!” I couldn’t help laughing at the shocked look that came across her face. 
 
    “Oooh! You bastard!” Elizabeth laughed, shaking her head. “Dammit, Bill! Can’t you be serious for just one minute?! That is just not funny!” But I couldn’t help noticing that she didn’t stop laughing either. 
 
      
 
    Sleep didn’t come easily to either of us that night. As I tried desperately to clear my mind of the dark thoughts that seemed to press in on me from all sides, Elizabeth tossed and turned next to me.  
 
    Finally, sometime after midnight, I managed to drift off. Then, I slept fitfully until dawn, waking as the sun began to shoot the first arrows of light over the rim of the eastern horizon. 
 
    As usual, Lizzie was already up. She had always been an early riser, so I was not surprised to find myself alone in bed. I stretched and got up, walking down the hallway toward the bathroom. 
 
    When I got to the bathroom, the door was closed, so I made my way to the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. Three minutes later, Lizzie walked into the kitchen, still in her nightie. 
 
    I looked at her, my eyebrow raised in a silent question. She shook her head ‘no’ and walked past me, getting a coffee cup out of the cabinet by the sink. 
 
    No. She hadn’t gotten her period. Damn! 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day was much the same. Anytime she went to the bathroom, I was on pins and needles, waiting, hoping, praying. But each time she returned, it was the same: nothing! 
 
    I went outside and fed the horses, telling myself that I was simply being too impatient. Sometimes, she started a little later in the day. When I came back inside, my increasingly pale wife greeted me with a simple headshake. Damn! It was the same when I came back from doing Tom’s chores. 
 
    At some point during that interminable day, I had the philosophical epiphany that the author of the phrase ‘no news is good news’ had obviously not been a man waiting to see if his wife had been impregnated by her well-hung lover. 
 
    When bedtime finally rolled around, there had still been no ‘progress’ and I was beginning to think that Elizabeth really was pregnant with Lance’s baby. 
 
      
 
    If I thought it was hard to sleep Sunday night, Monday night was absolutely unbearable. When I still hadn’t fallen asleep by two in the morning, I got up, put on my coat, and went out to the barn. 
 
    Opening the door to Buster’s stall, I stepped inside, holding my hand out to him as he reached to sniff me. I moved to his shoulder, stroking his soft neck and talking to him in a low voice. 
 
    Damn, I thought, as I watched Buster nibbling at his hay, what are we going to do now? I guess we’ll have to turn the spare bedroom into a nursery. Probably repaint it. We’ll need a baby bed and some toys, new clothes for the little guy… or girl. There were a lot of things we’d need! 
 
    I stayed there for a half hour or so, petting Buster and brooding. Killing time, really. Then, I closed the stall door, turned off the lights, and made my way back to the house. Maybe I’d be able to sleep now. As I mounted the stairs, I was surprised to see that the kitchen light was on. I could’ve sworn that I turned it off! 
 
    Lizzie met me in the mudroom, throwing her arms around me as I closed the door behind me. “We’re all right, Baby!” she whispered. “We’re okay!” 
 
    “You mean…?” 
 
    She nodded rapidly and, for the first time, I noticed that her cheeks were streaked with tears. “Mm hmm. Just now!” 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tightly against my chest, and she began to cry in earnest, great heaving sobs racking her tiny body as I held her close. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    To say that we were relieved would’ve been a gross understatement. We were like condemned prisoners granted a reprieve at the eleventh hour, just when things looked hopeless. I honestly felt like the weight of the world had been lifted from my shoulders. Lizzie wasn’t pregnant. Thank God! 
 
    We didn’t talk about it for several days. The stress and terror of what we had been through was still too fresh. Lizzie was back to her cheerful, carefree self, laughing and singing, not a worry in the world. I, too, slept better, knowing I wasn’t about to become a father. Or was it ‘uncle’? 
 
    But sometimes, when I thought about it, some tiny part of me felt strangely… I don’t know… disappointed. But how could I be disappointed? Over the next few days I thought about it a lot.  
 
    It wasn’t that I had wanted my wife to be pregnant with Lance’s baby. Not really. But the risk had been very exciting. And, though she might not admit it, I knew that Elizabeth had also been turned on by the situation, as terrifying as it had been. 
 
    In any case, I kept these thoughts to myself. After all, they don’t really make a greeting card to tell your wife that you’re really, really glad her lover didn’t get her pregnant, while at the same time being just a wee bit disappointed?! Hell, I didn’t understand it myself! Better to say nothing. 
 
    But, in the end, it was Lizzie who brought it up. 
 
      
 
    Thursday morning, as we were both sitting at the breakfast table, she looked at me and said, “Well, it looks like we dodged a bullet on that one!” 
 
    “I’ll say!” I nodded. “For a second there, I thought we were going to have to start shopping for maternity clothes!” I grinned. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right! Laugh it up! But, we both know that you were shitting bricks, too, Mr. Smartass!” 
 
    I held up my hands in surrender. “Okay, okay! I admit it!” I said. “You had me as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs when you didn’t get your period on time.” 
 
    “Me, too!” she conceded. She was silent for a second, chewing on her lip like she always did when she was thinking. “We have to be more careful, Bill! Seriously! You almost wound up raising another man’s child!” 
 
    I shuddered at her mention of our close shave. 
 
    “In fact,” she continued, “this whole week has been kind of a wake-up call for me. Maybe it’s time we give some more thought to starting a family. I’m not getting any younger, you know. And there’s no reason to wait any longer. I think we should ditch the condoms and start trying!” 
 
    “Ditch the condoms?” I asked, raising my eyebrow. “I thought you liked the fact that that was something that was reserved for Lance. What was it you said? ‘He got that piece of you and I didn’t’.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t get me wrong! It’s hot as a perverted sex game, super hot! But I’m talking real life now! There is a difference, you know! All kidding aside, I want to have your babies, not his.  
 
    “I’ve really enjoyed teasing you this whole time, rubbing your nose in it. The fact that Lance got to cum inside me and you didn’t was a massive turn-on. But, I think maybe it’s time for my husband to take a little piece of me back from Lance! I want you to stop using condoms and knock me up proper, Mr. Allen. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “Yes,” I bowed facetiously. “Yes, Mrs. Allen, I think I can be persuaded to do that for you!” 
 
      
 
    That weekend, Lizzie cleaned out the drawer of my nightstand, throwing away all of the remaining condoms in preparation for starting a family. Monday evening, I had sex with my wife for the first time in my life without a condom. It was absolutely glorious! 
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    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2 
 
    Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?  
 
    No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
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