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Chapter One


Sitting on the stairs and watching Sarah pack her running shoes into an already overstuffed suitcase made me nearly lose it. Hollow doesn’t begin to describe how I felt.
 

What was happening right then, an unwelcome ending, a happily never after, the death of a life we’d shared together, was the last place I thought we’d end up.
 

“Well…I guess that’s everything,” Sarah said, glancing around at the suitcases and duffel bags and grocery bags full of her clothes. She reached up and brushed a stray tress of red hair out of her eyes. She always did that when she got nervous.
 

It nearly made me cry, seeing it. I stood up, took a deep breath and reached out to her one last time. “Baby…”
 

Sarah shook her head. “Don’t,” she said quietly. “Don’t call me that.”
 

I let my arms fall to my sides. I’d never felt so utterly powerless in the face of another person’s determination. It sucked. “Okay. Sarah.”
 

She glanced up, her green eyes brightening for a moment at hearing me say her name. When she met my gaze she quickly looked away.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

“Nothing,” she replied, shaking her head again. “I just…you haven’t called me that in a long time.”
 

Something about her tone made a sadness well up within me that I found difficult to suppress. I just couldn’t believe this was happening. I couldn’t accept that this was how we were going to end up. “You don’t have to do this.”
 

She bit her lip and looked up again, looking at me out of the corner of her eye. “Eli…”
 

Hearing her say my name made it impossible not to step closer. All I wanted was to reach out to her again, take her in my arms, hold her against my chest and tell her everything would be alright. “Why are we doing this?” I asked instead.
 

Sarah sighed.
 

I couldn’t resist a glimpse at her ample chest rising and falling with her breath. She was wearing nothing but a t-shirt with no bra underneath and a pair of old, torn jeans. She still looked smoking hot. “You know why we’re doing this,” she answered quietly.
 

I shook my head. “We don’t have to. Why don’t you…let’s just…if maybe…” My voice caught in my throat, words left unspoken because of the tightness there. “Sarah. Please. Stay.”
 

The way her shoulders slumped forward and how her lip quivered gave me hope. I was nearly through to her, I could tell. She was on the edge of abandoning her resolve, of forgetting about this crazy idea of us taking some time apart, of throwing herself back into my arms and pretending like none of what had led us here, ever happened.
 

Then she curled her palms into soft fists at her side and I knew she was gone again. “I…I can’t.”
 

“Why?” I whispered. If I said it any louder I would have started crying.
 

She sighed again, tilted her head to one side, then took a step forward and put her soft hands on my chest. The same way she’d done for the last ten years. She shook her head. “I don’t want things to be like this,” she said, her voice shaky and on the verge of tears.
 

“Then don’t. Don’t go. Just stay. We can talk. I’ll take the day off. We can work through this. I know we can.”
 

She looked up and into my eyes. Hers filled with hope. Then it faded as quickly as it had come. “We’ve tried that, Eli. How many times have we tried?”
 

A lot. We’d tried and tried and tried and tried. And here we were again. “God, Sarah. I just…I don’t know how I’m going to do this,” I said, unable to keep the shake out of my own voice. A hot tear rolled down my cheek. “I don’t know how I’m going to lie in bed tonight without you there.”
 

The softness left her expression. It was replaced by the same hurt look I’d been seeing her make for the last year or so. “Eli, don’t.”
 

“I’m serious. I can’t…I can’t imagine not being with you.”
 

Her lips formed a tight line. She looked me right in the eye. “How long have you been saying that?”
 

“What?” I asked.
 

She shook her head, rolled her eyes and stepped away. “Do you know how many times I’ve heard that from you? That you were going to be there, lying next to me in bed at night, making everything okay? Do you know how many nights I waited up for you? How many nights I waited to try and have a normal life?” The sadness in her tone had hardened into anger again.
 

“Sarah, I’ll change that. I swear. I’ll start coming home at night and…”
 

“Oh bullshit!” she snapped. “That’s bullshit Eli and you know it as well as I do. How many times do you think I’ve heard that and believed it?” She shook her head.
 

The sound of a car honking came drifting in through the open window.
 

It startled Sarah. She shook her head again, turned around and started collecting her things.
 

I stood by the stairs watching her, watching the life we’d built slowly float away. In that moment I knew I’d fucked up. All the late nights at the agency, working weekends and all those business trips where I was away for days, weeks sometimes, had all conspired to create this moment. Just one wedge between us after another until there was nothing left but space.
 

But out of that despair I found an optimism blossoming from within. I’d fucked up. That much was certain. But there was nothing that said I couldn’t try to make things right. Maybe not then, in the hall watching her go, but from then on. I wasn’t a passenger on this ride. I could do something about this.
 

One of my flaws, I guess. I don’t act unless someone or something tells me I can’t. And then, once it’s been spelled out for me that I’ve failed, I will do whatever it takes to win.
 

I nearly smiled at the thought. I didn’t, mostly because it would have pissed Sarah off even more. But I knew this wasn’t over. I was going to get her back. She just didn’t know it yet.
 

As she opened the door to take the first load of her bags out to the cab, I picked up a suitcase in one hand and a duffel bag in the other and followed her outside.
 

She handed the bags she was carrying to the cabby standing by the open trunk. When she turned to see me standing behind her, her eyes opened wide. “What are you doing?”
 

“I’m helping you with your things,” I said, my voice suddenly too calm.
 

The cabby took the bags I was holding, then disappeared behind the car, eager not to be in the way.
 

Sarah turned to look down the street. “I should go,” she said softly.
 

I walked over to the passenger door, opened it and held it for her.
 

She wouldn’t look at me as she climbed in.
 

The cabby started the car.
 

I leaned over the door. “This isn’t over, Sarah Berman.”
 

She looked up at me again, her mouth opening in surprise.
 

“I’m not letting you go like this.”
 

Her expression softened and it looked like she was going to break down and start crying. She took another deep breath and held it in. “I should go,” she whispered.
 

I stepped back, swung the door shut and watched the cab pull away.
 

What should have been the worst moment of my life so far was exactly the opposite. Suddenly everything was clear. I didn’t give a fuck about my job at the ad agency. I didn’t give a fuck about the mortgage. I didn’t give a fuck about anything.
 

All I cared about was getting Sarah back.
 

And that was exactly what I set out to do.
 






Chapter Two


“You fucking what?!?” Saul’s mouth was twisted into a snarl.
 

“I’m sorry, Saul. I quit.” There was a lightness that came with saying something I’d never thought I’d say.
 

“You fucking quit? You quit. Are you crazy?”
 

I shook my head.
 

Saul stood up, one corner of his shirt untucked and hanging like an crooked napkin over his belt. He walked to the window, furiously rubbing his mouth with his hand. “Tell me this isn’t happening. Tell me this is some stupid joke. What is it, April Fool’s already? You’re fucking kidding me, right?” He turned around to glare at me.
 

“I’m sorry. I’m not. April Fool’s was two months ago. I know this is a shock and…”
 

“A shock? A fucking shock?!?” he roared. “You bet it’s a fucking shock! Do you know how hard I had to hustle to get you this gig? Do you know what I had to promise Benjamin to get you a fucking chance here?!?”
 

I cringed a little. Mostly because I knew Patty, the secretary sitting on the other side of his office door, hated conflict and almost always ended up crying when Saul got into these moods. I really had no one to blame but myself.
 

I nearly caved. He was so fired up and he was right that I did owe him a lot for getting me the job. It would have been much easier to just stay, try to find some other way to balance the agency and my crumbling marriage. It only occurred to me for a moment, though. I knew there really wasn’t any way to do that.
 

“Look,” I said. “I know you went to bat for me on this one and I appreciate it. I always have. I know Benjamin’s going to give you a hard time and…”
 

“A hard time? A hard time! Ha!” Saul sat on the edge of his desk, slapped his knee and smirked. “A hard fucking time,” he muttered, pinching his lips with a finger and thumb. He looked up and stared straight at me. “Let me make something perfectly clear to you. Ben is not going to give me a hard time. Ben doesn’t waste energy on giving people a hard time, Eli. Ben just opens his drawer,” he said, miming what that would look like. “He takes out his little black book and writes down your name. And then? You know what happens then? After your name is in that little black book?”
 

I sighed. I did know what happened then. My stomach flopped at what he meant, nonetheless. “I know, Saul. I know.”
 

“Then, after Ben’s done writing your name in neat little block letters, you never work in this fucking town again.”
 

Hearing him say it out loud rattled me a bit. Okay, it rattled me a lot.
 

“What the fuck is this about anyway?” Saul asked after a few moments of silence had passed.
 

I took a deep breath. This was only about to get worse, once he found out the truth. “It’s Sarah. She left me.”
 

Well, it was just a little bit of a stretch. Technically it was just a break. That wouldn't have carried nearly the same weight, though.
 

Saul’s lips parted as he stared at me. “Oh shit,” he muttered, bringing his hand to his forehead and rubbing that next. “Oh shit. She left you? What the fuck? What happened? How come you didn’t say anything?”
 

I was grateful to at least softened him up a little, even if it was going to be short-lived. “I didn’t…we were busy. That’s the whole point. This place is crazy. The hours are crazy. The work is crazy.”
 

“Hey, you’re the one that wanted to…”
 

“I know. I know, I know, I know. And I’m sorry. I really am. I didn’t think it was going to come to this. But Saul I can’t remember the last time Sarah and I had dinner together. I’m putting in eighty hour weeks. We’ve put off starting a family. We don’t have that much time left. Sarah’s thirty-two and she…she’s ready. She doesn’t want to wait any longer.”
 

Saul put his hands on his knees. “Look, Eli, I get it. I do. I was in the same place ten years ago. But I’m telling you once you make partner, once that’s in the bag then everything’s going to change. I promise you.”
 

It was the closest I’d ever heard Saul come to begging. Probably because he was going to catch most of the shit for this. I was going to be gone. “I…I can’t.”
 

“You can’t.”
 

“I can’t,” I repeated, shaking my head. “Sarah’s…she’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me. Ten years of my life, Saul, and I wouldn’t trade in a single day for anything. Nothing. I’m going to get her back. And I know that’s not going to happen as long as I’m still working here.”
 

Saul shook his head in exasperation. “Fuck, Eli, you’re really throwing something away here, you know that? You’re really fucking the dog on this one. You’re so close, so fucking close and you don’t even know it. A few more months and you’ll be sipping martinis down Barbados way, conference calling in and laughing while you listen to all the fires the juniors have been putting out.”
 

Saul was good at what he did, I had to give him that. I nearly caved again. The prospect of more money for far less work was enticing. But I knew I couldn’t. Sarah might be gone by then. “I can’t, Saul. I just…I can’t.”
 

Saul sat on the edge of his desk staring at me for a long time. Long enough for the silence to become undeniably awkward. “You can’t.”
 

“I can’t.”
 

He threw his hands up in the air. “You can’t. Well if you can’t, you can’t. What am I gonna’ do about it? Nothing. Nothing I can do, is there?”
 

“I don’t think there is.”
 

“I can’t tell you that Herzog’s going to be out in…months. I mean the guy is practically asleep at his desk most of the time. Just doesn’t want to sit at home with his wife all day. You hang in there and this place is going to be called Goldberg, Zimmerman and Kaplan, not Herzog. Do you understand me? You are this close,” he said, pinching his finger and thumb together in front of his nose.
 

I steeled resolve against the prospect of what I was throwing away. “I can’t.”
 

“You can’t.”
 

I shook my head.
 

Saul let the air out of his lungs, his shoulders slumping forward as he did. “You can’t. Okay. Fine. I tried.” He paused, his eyes wandering along the patterns on the carpeted floor. He glanced up. “You tried having an affair?”
 

That caught me unawares. “I beg your pardon?”
 

“An affair. Cheating. An extra-marital tryst. Something to…” he waved his hands towards my crotch, “wetten your…you know. Just until you lock this in? No strings attached. A side-chick, as it were.”
 

I scowled and shook my head. “It’s not about that, Saul.”
 

Saul smirked. “No? Then what is this about?”
 

“It’s about Sarah. It’s about how she feels. It’s about her needs. Needs I’m not meeting.”
 

His smirk curled into a somewhat more nefarious grin. “Her needs, huh?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“And what needs would those be?” he asked.
 

“What? What do you mean?”
 

He leaned back and folded his arms across his chest. “What sort of needs is Sarah not having fulfilled?” It suddenly seemed like Saul was taking pleasure out of my discomfort at the question.
 

“I’m not sure I follow.”
 

“You say she misses not having you home at night, right?”
 

“Right…” I replied, somewhat cautious.
 

“So you’re not giving her any dick?”
 

This caused me to gasp and at the same time aspirate a fleck of my own spittle. That prompted a furious barrage of coughing as I tried to clear it from my lungs.
 

Saul sat and watched me smugly as I tried to recover.
 

Embarrassment burned my cheeks as I sputtered out a few last coughs and tried to catch my breath. “What the fuck are you talking about?”
 

Saul sighed and shook his head. Then he smirked again and turned to look out the window. “You know I told Ben there should be a separate manual for that. A secret manual that HR never sees. How to keep your wife from leaving you before you make partner. He actually laughed at it. Can you believe that? Imagine Ben laughing.”
 

I tried but couldn’t. Ben was possibly the most dour person I’d ever met. “Where are you going with this?”
 

“There are things you can do, Eli. Things that will make it easier. For both of you.”
 

I stared at Saul, still unsure of what he was hinting at. “Easier? Make what easier?”
 

“This whole crazy shit,” he said, waving his arms in the air. “This job is tough. We all know that. But if you put in your time the rewards…man, think of it. Just think of what you’ll have if you can power through.”
 

“That still doesn’t solve the problem of Sarah leaving m…”
 

“That’s what I’m talking about!” he said, pointing a hand at me. “There’s other ways to give her what she needs.”
 

“What?”
 

Saul rolled his eyes again. “God you can be a dumb fuck sometimes. Listen. Think of every woman you’ve ever been with. What do they all say?”
 

I shrugged. “I don’t know. About what?”
 

“Every fucking woman,” he went on, stabbing a finger against his other hand to punctuate, “will tell you they don’t care about sex.”
 

I frowned. That wasn’t exactly true. Not in my experience.
 

“They all say it’s no big deal, right? That everything else is so much more important. Time together. Connection. Feelings. Love. You know what I say to that?”
 

I wasn’t sure I did. “What?”
 

“Bullshit.”
 

Big surprise. “Oh?”
 

“I call bullshit on that every single time. Ladies need a hard dick just as much as we need a soft, hot pussy every now and again. It’s nature, man. They’ve gotta’ have a nice hard cock shoved in them every now and again or they get all…they get like this.” He waved his hands towards me again.
 

The blood rose to my cheeks again and I blushed. “Saul, fuck off,” I muttered.
 

“No I’m serious, man! You think I’m making this shit up? When’s the last time you fucked your wife? Huh?”
 

“I said fuck off, Saul. I’m not tell you when I…”
 

“When’s the last time?” His directness was more than a little disarming.
 

“I…” I put my hands out, palms up. “I don’t. Three weeks ago, maybe? Maybe a month.”
 

Saul’s eyebrows raised. “A month? You haven’t tapped that ass in a month?” He snorted out a breath, looked to the side and leaned back against his desk again. “Well there’s your problem right there.”
 

At this point I really just wanted to get out of there. I’d rehearsed the scene in my mind so many times on the way over. I could never have foreseen that this was the direction the conversation was going to take. “Okay. What’s my problem?”
 

Saul punched a hand with his fist. “You’ve gotta’ get in there once in a while, man! You need a night off for that kind of shit you just tell me! Once every couple of weeks you’ve gotta’ be a man, finish work at six, go home with a nice bottle of red or rose or whatever it is she drinks, maybe some roses.”
 

I groaned and rolled my eyes. I definitely hadn’t expected that trying to quit would turn into a masterclass on the finer points of seduction by none other than Saul himself.
 

“I’m serious! You’ve gotta’ get all that shit straight, go home, get her feeling amorous and all lubed up and then bang!” He smacked his palm again. “You give her what she needs.”
 

I couldn’t think of anything to say. The silence between us turned incredibly uncomfortable.
 

Saul opened his eyes wide in anticipation. “Huh? What do you say?”
 

I had one last chance to call the whole thing off. What did I say?
 

“I quit, Saul. I’m sorry. I have to quit.”
 

Saul deflated. He slumped back on his desk and rubbed the back of his neck. “Okay buddy. Whatever. It’s your life. I wish you the best. I really do. But please, don’t come crawling back here asking for you job back. I want you to know that. You’re finished here. You got it?”
 

I nodded. “I’ve got it, Saul. I’m sorry.”
 

Saul stood up, walked around me and across the room. He opened the door and the buzzing hum of the floor came flooding into the silence of the office.
 

I turned around and walked towards the door.
 

Saul put a hand on my shoulder as I was about to step out. “Not as sorry as you will be, pal. Not as sorry as you will be. Good luck.”
 

And just like that, the other great thing I had going for me in life, was gone as well.
 






Chapter Three


I revelled in the bliss of driving home from the office at ten o’clock on a Tuesday morning. I hadn’t seen these streets in daylight in weeks. I was usually in the building before seven in the morning and didn’t leave until seven at night. As worried as I was about the future I couldn’t help but believe that things were going to be okay.
 

I took the long way, through the streets of Park Heights, eyeing the food trucks lined up against the curb for the lunch time crowd. It was the most fun I’d had in weeks, too.
 

But my conversation with Saul kept following me around town like a dark cloud blotting out the sun. At first I tried to ignore it. Nothing he had said was terribly useful. What I couldn’t stop thinking about was the way he’d talked about Sarah.
 

Now Saul and I were close. We’d met in college and been good friends. He’d been hired at GZH not long after graduating. He was a bit of a prodigy at graphic design and it was Ben Goldberg who’d scooped him up straight out of school.
 

I’d taken the long way, working at crappy web design pop-ups fishing for business cold-calling ma an pa shops and offering search engine optimization for their already useless websites. The money was bad but the hours were alright.
 

At least back then I had time. Time to spend with Sarah, time to go on a vacation once a year, time to breathe.
 

Saul had called a few years back to reconnect. We’d gone for beer a few times, gotten drunk and reminisced about old times. On one of those drunk nights after listening to my sob stories about work, Saul had told me he was going to see what he could do about getting me on at GZH.
 

I hadn’t expected it. In fact I never liked that sort of thing, coasting by on who you knew rather than what you were good at. But when he came back a few days later saying he’d arranged for an interview, the offer was too good to resist.
 

I still remember going home and telling Sarah about it. In retrospect I think she was less than thrilled, though she did her best not to show it. I was too amped up and full of myself to notice then but now it was clear. Maybe she knew how things were going to end?
 

Sarah was kind of a big deal herself. She’d worked for years at a large multinational as a translator. She spoke fluent Russian, Farsi and German, though she was only certified to translate in Russian in German.
 

It was an extremely well-paid job with excellent benefits. She’d even had an opportunity to go work at the UN, which she’d turned down because of me. It would have taken years of freelancing to be able to build up enough work to make a living and with how expensive it was, it would have been a lateral move, financially speaking.
 

I’d harboured a complex about that for quite a while. Not just because of the disparity in importance of our professions, but at the fact that I’d held her back in a way. I sort of felt like a used car salesman, at least before I’d gotten the job at GZH. When I landed the gig there I finally felt like we were on equal footing.
 

Not just money-wise, either. There was a status that came with working at an ad agency as big as GZH. I no longer had to mutter out what I did at parties when people asked, hoping they wouldn’t hear.
 

But I guess everything comes at a price.
 

At first I’d thought of going home. But the prospect of sitting around in an empty house, in our empty house, wondering what Sarah was doing, was not an appealing one. So, about a half hour into the drive I pulled over and grabbed my phone from the passenger seat.
 

I thumbed out a half-dozen texts to Sarah before deleting them all. Each one sounded more desperate than the last. Somehow I knew that sending her some lame message would only drive her away.
 

On the other hand I felt a desperate need to share the fact I’d quit with someone. And the only someone I really cared about sharing it with was Sarah.
 

So, instead of writing a message, I turned the car around and drove the twelve miles across town to Hannah’s place where Sarah said she’d be staying.
 

Hannah lived in a squat but kempt little house on the edge of an old subdivision that had been built in the fifties to house factory workers for an engine plant a few blocks away. It had a tiny lawn out front and a window on either side of the door.
 

I parked my car at the curb, walked up and rang the bell. A few moments later the door swung open to reveal Hannah wearing nothing but short shorts and a torn t-shirt. Her eyes widened at seeing me before she managed to force a smile. “Eli!” she said with mock enthusiasm.
 

“Hey Hannah. Is…is Sarah here?” I tried to look past her. The blinds were drawn and there weren’t any lights on, making it hard to see since my eyes were used to the sunlight.
 

“Uh…she’s not,” Hannah said, biting her lip. “And honestly, Eli, if she were, I don’t really think she’d want to see you anyways.”
 

An unpleasantly heavy feeling settled in my gut at hearing her say this. I didn’t appreciate Hannah playing gatekeeper in my relationship with Sarah. “Do you know where she went?” I asked.
 

Hannah’s eyes narrowed into a suspicious glare.
 

I wondered whether Sarah might actually be inside and whether Hannah was just covering for her. The thought stung. Would Sarah really do something like that? Would my wife really send her friend out to shoo me away?
 

“Eli, I told you. I don’t think she wants to see you right now.”
 

I stared at Hannah, still not sure if she was telling the truth or just trying to get me to go away. A sudden, massive pang of regret gripped me.
 

What the hell had I done?!?
 

I’d just quit my job, the only thing I had left that was mine, that I was in control of. And for what? On a whim and the belief that as soon as I told Sarah she would come running back into my arms and never leave again.
 

“Eli? Are you alright?” Hannah asked. Her brow had furrowed and she took a step forward onto the porch. “Your face…you’re totally white.”
 

My vision began to blur as more blood rushed out of my head. The world started to spin and I had to reach out and grab hold of the door frame so I didn’t fall.
 

“Holy shit, Eli,” Hannah muttered. She stepped even closer and tucked her arm under mine. “Come on. Let’s get you inside. Just…if you see Sara, maybe don’t tell her you were here?”
 

The request brought a certain relief. I could be pretty certain that Sarah really wasn’t there, if Hannah was letting me inside. That meant she hadn’t just sent her out to chase me off and that made me feel better. Gave me a little more hope.
 

Hannah guided me into the living room and sat me down on her well-worn couch. Then she disappeared into the back and came back a few moments later with a glass of water. “Here. Drink this.”
 

I took the glass and swallowed a few quick chugs.
 

I felt better right away. Of course, being the male that I was, I couldn’t resist a glance at Hannah’s lithe and seemingly endless legs. I looked away but was pretty sure she’d noticed the lecherous leer. My cheeks heated up as blood rushed back, along with a a burst of embarrassment at the confusing swirl of emotions roiling inside me.
 

Hannah was Sarah’s best friend. She was also very hot. She was very fit with extremely long legs. Her tits were pretty tiny and her ass was nearly flat but she had this sultry stare that I often found it very hard to tear my eyes away from. I didn’t have a thing for her, or anything, but she was extremely attractive and the fact that she was Sarah’s friend…well, you know how those things go. Kind of taboo or whatever.
 

“What’s gotten into you?” Hannah asked softly, taking the glass from me and setting it on the coffee table. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”
 

My shoulders slumped as I sighed. “I quit.”
 

“You what?” Hannah snapped.
 

“I quit my job.”
 

Her eyes went wide and her jaw dropped. “Eli, what? What the fuck? Why’d you do that?”
 

I looked up into her eyes.
 

She reached back, felt the edge of the armchair next to the couch and slipped into it, not taking her eyes off me.
 

“I did it for Sarah,” I replied quietly.
 

Her expression became even more strained with confusion at my answer. “For Sarah? Why would you do a thing like that?”
 

I shook my head. Hannah’s lack of enthusiasm had caused my mood to start sinking again. “I thought…it was that job that drove us apart, Hannah. I was always at work. Sarah was going crazy at home, I think. Didn’t she tell you any of this?” It seemed strange to me that Sarah hadn’t related any of the details of what had happened between us.
 

Hannah shook her head. “Honestly, she only got in touch with me a few days ago. She sent a text saying she needed a place to stay. I was shocked, of course. I had no idea you…that you guys were…”
 

“On the rocks?”
 

Her lips tightened and she nodded. “She showed up this morning, dumped her stuff upstairs and said she was going to the gym, then maybe for a run. That was like…” She paused, slid her cell phone out of the back pocket of her shorts and eyed the time. “Maybe half an hour ago?”
 

I stole another glance at her legs. As my gaze lingered on the spot her deliciously toned thighs disappeared under the torn fabric of her shorts, my cock began to rise.
 

Get a grip, Eli.
 

I should really set something straight here. I’m not a cheat. I’d never cheated on Sarah and I had no plans too, either. But it had been a long time since we’d last had sex. Of course that was mainly my fault for working so much. It certainly made it harder to control my more animal instincts.
 

I took a deep breath, tore my eyes away from Hannah and rubbed my forehead. The heady thrill of freedom that quitting had brought was fading again as I began to wonder what, exactly, I was going to do.
 

“What are you going to do?” Hannah asked quietly, as if reading my mind.
 

I looked up at her, being careful to look her in the eye and nowhere else. “I…don’t know. I haven’t thought that far ahead. All I know is that…I needed to do this. That job broke our marriage. I knew it was going to get fixed as long as I was in it. I’ve got…we’ve got a bit of savings. I figure I can live off of that for a few months while I figure out my next move. I really just…I really just want to get Sarah back.”
 

Hannah held her breath for a few moments, then sighed. She reached out and touched my knee, her eyes full of concern. “I’m sorry. I know I’m Hannah’s friend and all but I fell like I know you just as well. I’m sorry this happened to you guys.”
 

Her touch shot an entirely inappropriate but very pleasant blast of heat straight into my groin. I forced a smile and rearranged myself, hoping she hadn’t seen my cock hardening in my pants.
 

If she had, she didn’t let on.
 

I did my best to chase away the visions of Hannah naked my imagination had conjured up. Patting Hannah’s hand, I smiled again. “Thanks, Hannah. I appreciate that. So you’re sure she didn’t say anything to you? About us?”
 

Hannah took her hand away and nodded. “I’m sure. I mean it, Eli. I’m not just saying that because she asked me to. She was being pretty cagey and sullen when she showed up. I think this has really shaken her up.”
 

For some reason that made me feel a bit better, too. At least Sarah was feeling something about this. Hopefully that meant she hadn’t already written us off.
 

“Look,” Hannah began, looking away to avoid my gaze. “I think you should probably go. I can tell Sarah you came by but…”
 

“No. No, no,” I replied. “You don’t have to do that. I should…I need to think of a plan. I need to…get my shit together and figure out what I’m going to say to her first. I just…I was just driving and I thought…I don’t know what I was thinking. I wanted to tell her about the job. I thought that maybe it would make her happy.”
 

Hannah looked up and forced a smile. “Sure, Eli,” she said with a nod.
 

I stood up and turned immediately, hoping to avoid showing Hannah my now fully-erect cock tenting my pants.
 

She got up and followed me to the hall.
 

“Thanks,” I said. “For the chat. I hope…maybe I’ll see you again soon?”
 

A curious smile formed at the corners of her mouth. She nodded. “Yeah. Sure. That’d be nice.”
 

The reply caught me off guard. It wasn’t something Hannah would normally say. I couldn’t really make heads or tails of it, though my lizard brain immediately began flirting with the possibility that Hannah was flirting with me.
 

Pull your shit together, Eli.
 

“Yeah. For sure,” I muttered, turning to the door. “Thanks again.” I turned the knob without looking back.
 

As I swung the door open my heart jumped into my throat.
 

Sarah was standing on the other side.
 






Chapter Four


It’s hard to describe the awkwardness that descended on the situation. I could almost feel Hannah’s discomfort swell behind me.
 

Sarah’s eyes darted from me, to her, back to me again. Then, as if she’d expected it or been told by someone, they fell down to my crotch.
 

I managed to swing the jacket I was holding up and across my lap as I smiled at Sarah. I couldn’t be sure if I’d been too late or not.
 

Nothing about her expression revealed whether she’d seen my erection or not.
 

“Sarah…” I said, stepping out and onto the porch.
 

She glanced at Hannah again, then sighed. “What are you doing here Eli?” she asked.
 

I turned and looked back at Hannah. Her cheeks were rosier than they’d been just a few minutes ago. Realizing that we probably wanted some privacy, she smiled, looked down at the ground, then slipped into the house, closing the door behind her.
 

I turned to look back at Sarah again. “I…” My heart began to pound as my mind started to race. Did I tell her? Did I tell her what I’d done? Or did I keep it to myself? I hadn’t thought any of this through. All I’d been thinking about was what would make Sarah happy, what I could do to start bringing us closer together again. Would she freak out at the fact that I’d quit my job?
 

“Why aren’t you at work?” she asked.
 

In a way I was glad she did. It forced my hand. I knew that lying was not going to be a good way to start the process of getting her back. Maybe diving right in and telling her would be best. “I quit my job.”
 

Sarah’s reaction was astoundingly similar to Hannah’s. Her eyes opened a little wider and her mouth fell open. She stared at me with this expression of wondrous disbelief. “You…you did?” There was so much…hope in how she said it it made my chest swell.
 

“I did,” I replied.
 

“Why?” she whispered.
 

“For you,” I answered quickly. “For us.”
 

The lines on Sarah’s face took a shape I hadn’t seen in a long time. She was happy. Genuinely happy.
 

I could have punched a fist in the air and whooped. “Look I’m sorry. I’m sorry I let that job do this to us. I’m sorry I neglected…this,” I said, wagging a finger between her and I. “I don’t know what I’m going to do. I have no plan. I have nothing else lined up. All I knew this morning when I went into Saul’s office was that I needed you back. I didn’t care what it was going to take to make that happen. I need you, Sarah. I need us.”
 

Her lower lip did a little wobble and a second later she reacted exactly the way I’d hoped she would. She threw her arms out and wrapped them around my neck, pressing her body tight against mine.
 

I couldn’t have asked for a more perfect reaction to the news.
 

Except for one thing.
 

It would have been nice if my cock had deflated by the time her pelvis pressed up against mine. Unfortunately it hadn’t.
 

Sarah pulled away. The joy faded from her expression as she looked down between us. Then she looked up and into my eyes, glanced behind me at the door, then back at me again. She raised an eyebrow. “Eli?”
 

I forced a smile. “Yeah baby?” I whispered.
 

Sarah let her arms fall off of my shoulders and took a step back. She folded them across her chest and stared down at my crotch. “What the hell is that?”
 

Fuck.
 

Just couldn’t catch a break, it seemed.
 

I shook my head and let my hand fall down to my side, taking the jacket with it and revealing my now flagging hard-on. “I can explain,” I muttered.
 

“Oh there’s something to explain now?” she asked, cocking her head to one side.
 

“Sarah, no. There isn’t. I just…”
 

“You just walked out of my best friend’s house with a boner is what happened. What the hell is this?” she snapped. “Are you and Hannah…”
 

“No!” I shouted it so loud my voice echoed down the street. I had to take a breath and steel my nerves. “No. I know what this looks like but it’s nothing like that.”
 

“Well forgive me but I’m having a hard time seeing how it could look like anything else,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm and resentment.
 

A strange and very confusing emotion began churning inside me. This was in no way how I’d wanted this to go. I didn’t need the confusion of trying to explain to Sarah why I was hard. All I wanted was for us to be us again.
 

But seeing her all worked up like that, suspecting that I might have been doing something untoward, was…well, it was exciting, in a way.
 

It’s crazy, I know.
 

“Baby I…”
 

“Can you not call me that right now? What the fuck is going on here? Did you even quit your job?”
 

And just as quickly as my perfect little moment had crystallized, it began to melt before my eyes. I felt Sarah slipping away again, moving back inside herself, dragged away from me by a resentment caused by what she suspected.
 

I had to act.
 

“Nothing happened with Hannah,” I said, looking her squarely in the eye.
 

She raised an eyebrow but some of the tension left her expression.
 

I closed my eyes, sighed and said a prayer to any entity that might be listening, supernatural or otherwise. “I have an erection because…” I shook my head, thinking twice about what I was about to say. Was this really going to help my cause?
 

It didn’t matter. I was in too deep. There was no turning back.
 

“I have an erection because…because I haven’t had sex in…” I glanced at Sarah to see how she might be taking it so far.
 

One eyebrow still raised. Was that more curiosity in her eyes, though?
 

“In a long time,” I continued. “And…” I sighed and shook my head. “Hannah was wearing those shorts and that t-shirt and…she touched my knee. Just to make me feel better but…” I stared into Sarah’s eyes. “What can I say?” I asked with a shrug. “I’m a man. I’m sorry.”
 

Sarah stared at me for a long time.
 

It was probably the most honest I’d ever been with her. We had a good relationship, I thought, but we each had our secrets. I’d certainly never confronted anything that had to do with sex so bluntly.
 

After what seemed like an eternity, Sarah’s gaze fell slowly down my chest, past my stomach and to my mid-riff.
 

My cock had fully deflated by then so there wasn’t anything to see.
 

I wasn’t sure whether the smile that sprouted on her lips was a good thing or not.
 

“I think that might be the most sincere thing I’ve heard from you in…what? Months? Provided it’s the truth.”
 

“It is the truth, Sarah. I swear,” I said, daring to take a step closer.
 

She didn’t push me back, or back away herself.
 

This caused excitement to swell inside me again. Were we back on track? I stared at her, desperate to keep talking but not wanting to say anything else that would mess things up. “Sarah,” I finally whispered. “Can we talk?”
 

She chewed the inside of her cheek a little, the way she did when she was nervous or unsure of herself. Then she shook her head and looked away. “I don’t know, Eli. I just left this morning and…” She paused. “You quit your job?”
 

“I quit my job.”
 

She shook her head in disbelief. “What are we…what are you going to do?”
 

It stung a little hearing her change we to you but I pushed past it. “We’re going to take some time and figure this out, Sarah. You and I. Nothing is more important to me. I promise.”
 

She thought for what felt like another eternity. “You want…you want to go for a walk?”
 

Sweet morning sun did that make me feel good. “Yes. I absolutely want to go for a walk.” I wanted to reach out and wrap my arms around her or at least hold her hand as we walked down the steps but I didn’t want to push things to quickly. I walked next to her instead, my heart nearly bursting with joy at the chance I was getting.
 

We walked down the street and turned right, out towards the Morrison river that ran through the center of town. The sun was shinning and the blue sky was dotted with fluffy, white clouds. It seemed like the perfect day to start over.
 

We strolled along the railing at the edge of the boardwalk, the occasional seagull drifting by to check out if we happened to be dropping any crumbs. The sound of waves lapping at the shore below was a soothing balm.
 

“I can’t believe you quit your job,” Sarah said, after a long silence.
 

I stopped and turned to face her. “I did. For you. I love you, Sarah. More than anything.”
 

She paused. Her eyes darted side to side.
 

Each second of silence sliced at my heart.
 

Then, finally, she said it back with a sigh. “I love you too.”
 

Best words I’d ever heard.
 

“Eli?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“What are we going to do?”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know. I haven’t thought that far ahead yet.”
 

A small smile crept across her lips. A moment later she chuckled, covering her mouth with a finger. “Eli,” she said. “That’s so unlike you.”
 

It was. Not that I had some huge life plan all laid out but I had a rough idea of where things were headed. It was certainly unlike me to just up and quit my job like that. Maybe that’s what convinced her I was serious about all this. “Listen,” I said, reaching out and touching her arm. It felt good. “Come home. Let’s go home. We can…we can talk and order Chinese and binge on TV the whole day.”
 

My heart sank as Sarah shook her head.
 

“What? Why not?” I asked.
 

“I don’t want to go back there. Not now. I feel like…all of our old demons are back there. Bad habits patterns we’ll just fall into all over again. And I don’t…I don’t know if I can have sex with you today.”
 

Okay. That was fair enough. “Then what?” I asked.
 

Sarah bit her lip and looked out over the grey-green water and thought for a while. “Why don’t you come back to Hannah’s place?” Her eyes wandered down to my pelvis again. “Unless that’s going to make you too…uncomfortable?” The smile that formed on her lips again was accompanied by a glint in her eye.
 

I blushed at her joke. In a way it was a dangerous thing to say. She knew I wanted to be serious, that I wanted to sort this out. I’d had bad reactions to her joking around when I was trying to be serious before.
 

But I loved her for saying it. It felt like the Sarah I’d fallen in love with was back. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d teased me like that. “I’ll do my best but I can’t make any promises,” I replied. It was as risky a play as hers.
 

Her eyes went wide. Along with her smile. She shook her head. “You pervert,” she muttered.
 

I couldn’t be sure if she was still being playful or not. “Sarah, I was just joki…”
 

“Oh relax,” she said, waving my concern away. She turned and started to walk back the way we’d come.
 

I didn’t know what to say next. It seemed like she was working through some stuff, mulling things over. I didn’t want to wreck what we’d just started to rebuild so I kept my mouth shut.
 

“Have you ever cheated on me?” she asked.
 

The question caught me completely off guard. “Cheated on you?” I asked.
 

“Yeah,” she confirmed, as nonchalantly as she’d asked the question in the first place.
 

“Sarah of course not.” I hoped I’d infused the answer with a sufficient amount of disdain. It took a few seconds for my own question to take shape in my mind.
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach as it did.
 

Good God…
“Sarah?”
 

She stopped and turned to face me, eyebrows turned up in an expectant stare.
 

“Have…have you?”
 






Chapter Five


I couldn’t tell you how much time passed between me asking and her response. I swear I saw our whole life together flash before my eyes. I’d never even considered it as a possibility. My Sarah would certainly never do anything like that.
 

Would she?
 

She opened her mouth and took a breath.
 

It felt like someone was squeezing my insides in a vice. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t expand my lungs to let any air in. My stomach was in knots and my throat was tight. I could hear my heart thumping in my chest.
 

And to add to all of that, my cock surged back to life.
 

Who knew what the hell that was? Maybe some instinct, some primal urge to reclaim what was mine. Hell, I didn’t even know if anything had happened but my body was already reacting as if it had. It was confusing as hell, the swell of arousal that laced through the dread I was feeling.
 

Sarah chewed the inside of her cheek.
 

A gull cawed somewhere high above us.
 

“No.”
 

That little word brought a relief unlike any I’d ever felt. I was finally able to suck air into my burning lungs. My eyes began to sting, then watered up, a tear rolling down my cheek.
 

Sarah shot me a worried frown. “Eli? Are you alright?”
 

I had to take a few seconds to calm myself before I could speak. “I…I’m fine. I just…for a second there I thought…” I couldn’t bring myself to finish the sentence. Even saying it out loud would have been too much. I took another deep breath and wiped the tear away.
 

Despite her apparent concern at my reaction, Sarah didn’t make a move to hug me or reassure me otherwise.
 

It seemed a bit odd, a bit cold of her, but I didn’t want to make a big deal of it. As the tension eased inside me I forced a smile her way.
 

“I thought about it,” she added in a whisper.
 

My body seized again. My vision tilt-shifted so that everything was a blur but Sarah’s face. “You…you what?”
 

“I’m sorry. I just want to be honest. I want to get all this stuff out. I feel like that’s the only way we’ll be giving ourselves a chance at making this work. I just want to feel…connected again.”
 

It took a few seconds to talk myself down from the pang of angst and paranoia her revelation brought. I didn’t want to turn this into a bigger deal than it was but seriously, what the fuck?!? “I…I…I…” I stammered out three I’s before realizing I wasn’t getting anything else out.
 

Finally Sarah took a step forward and put her hand on my arm. “Thought about,” she said quietly. “Nothing happened.”
 

I stared at her with my mouth hanging open. “With who?” I finally managed.
 

Sarah nibbled the inside of her cheek. “This guy Stewart at work.”
 

Suddenly Stewart became the focus of all the hatred I’d ever felt in my life. I wanted to race to Sarah’s office, find the bastard and choke the living shit out of him.
 

And yet there was my cock between my legs, a needing, throbbing vein doing exactly the opposite of how I felt my body should be reacting. Growing with each passing second.
 

I nearly lost it. I nearly erupted into a stream of “how could you’s” and “I can’t fucking believe it’s.” I caught myself just in time.
 

After all, it was more than likely that whatever had happened, however close she’d come to doing the deed, had been inspired by my lack of attention to her and our marriage. I composed myself with another deep breath. “What did happen?”
 

Sarah shrugged. The way women do when they’re playing something off because they think it’s no big deal.
 

For some reason that drove me up the wall. I had no idea how she could think that this was no big deal. Even though nothing had happened something might have. And I would have been powerless to stop it.
 

Now why the hell that loss of power was so intoxicating I’m still not sure I fully understand. But it drove me a little wild.
 

“We were working late one night. Just me and him in the office. There was a client that needed a translation first thing the next day. When we finished the job he asked if I wanted a drink. I knew I probably shouldn’t…”
 

“Because you had feelings for him?” I blurted.
 

Sarah scowled. “No…not really, I guess. Just…whatever. He was a handsome guy. I hadn’t seen you in what felt like weeks. I knew it was probably a bad situation to be in. Add a little alcohol? You know how things can go.”
 

Um…no.
 

I didn’t in fact know how things could go. Or at least I’d never in the entire time I’d known Sarah, suspected that things could go any differently than they had. She was a devoted wife and we made a good couple. The thought that another man had intruded on that was…it just knocked me completely off balance.
 

This Sarah standing before me seemed like a woman I knew nothing about. How come she hadn’t said anything sooner? Even the fact that she’d kept it a secret, a little betrayal she’d kept to herself was…
 

And there was the problem. I didn’t know what the hell it was. I felt like I should be angry, and maybe I was a little. But this door that had been opened to shine light on this forbidden thing was, to be honest, more than a little alluring.
 

“Anyways,” she went on with a sigh. “I ended up going out. Stewart was smooth as velvet. Got a couple drinks into me. Put on the nice guy charm. He really buttered me up.”
 

Of course that sent the image of Stewart actually smearing butter all over my wife’s naked body barrelling through my brain.
 

What the hell is wrong with you, Eli?
 

“And?” I asked, not sure if I really wanted to hear what was left of the story.
 

Sarah sighed again. “And when he tried to kiss me I shut him down.”
 

Her words tightened the vice. “He…he tried to kiss you?” I asked, my voice tight.
 

“Uh-huh. But like I said, I shut him down. I took a cab home to our empty house and fell asleep waiting for you like I did ever other night.” She did nothing to hide the resentment in her tone that time.
 

My world was spinning around me. “That’s all. That’s it? You just went home and fell asleep?”
 

Sarah looked up at me out of the corner of her eye. There was something dark about the way she looked at me, like she was about to move on but wanted to get in one last dig. Like she wanted to hurt me a little bit, to make me pay for how I’d treated her. “I mean, I fingered myself first.”
 

As our eyes locked a bolt of energy passed between Sarah and I. It brought with it a distant, faded memory of the way things used to be. Before we settled down and became quite so adult and boring.
 

It was the sort of current that if you let it run away would burn down everything in it’s path. Or the kind that, if you could just learn to harness, might ignite the kind of fire we’d been missing.
 

So even though it was messing with my mind, thinking of Sarah flicking her sweet little clit while thinking about another guy awoke an intense arousal within me, too.
 

Sarah kept staring at me with her dark gaze. Almost daring me to say something, daring me to confront her about the harmless indiscretion she’d confessed to that was burrowing under my skin.
 

“You masturbated,” I stated.
 

A half-smile brightened her expression. “That’s generally what ‘fingering myself’ means.” The reply was almost playful.
 

“Thinking about Stewart?”
 

She looked up towards the sky, feigning innocence or ignorance, I wasn’t sure which. “Maybe.”
 

It was another tease. And whether she intended it to or not, it had a very powerful effect on me. Suddenly I wanted her even more and the most depraved way. I needed to show her that she was mine.
 

But how does one go about that? When a relationship has become as comfortable and predictable as an old shoe, how do you dive back into fiery passion and romance?
 

“Does that bother you?” she asked after I didn’t say anything for a while. The question was clearly loaded with the expectation that she believed it did.
 

“Of course it does!” I snapped. I immediately regretted my tone.
 

The fleeting look of satisfaction that flickered through Sarah’s eyes kept me from apologizing.
 

As difficult as it was to believe, she seemed to be enjoying this, pawing at me like a cat does with it’s toy. I had a feeling that there was a choice to be made here. I could take the easy way out, let her know that I was disappointed and hurt and hope for an apology. I could slip back into old habits, ease into that well-worn shoe and try and forget it happened.
 

Or I could play along with the little game she was obviously enjoying. Somehow that seemed a more tantalizing option of the two. “Did you get off?”
 

Sarah’s mouth fell open, aghast at the question. 
 

I couldn’t tell if it was genuine or put on for dramatic effect.
 

“I beg your pardon?” she asked.
 

“Did you get off? While you thought about him?”
 

She stared at me and very slowly the half-smile she’d been wearing, returned. “What if I did?” she asked.
 

It was as close to a taunt as she’d ever gotten with me. And it drove me wild. I lost control of myself, stepped towards her and grabbed her by the arm.
 

“What are you doing?” she gasped.
 

“What are you doing?” I growled back.
 

Once again, the smile returned. Slowly and with a slightly wicked twist. But there it was. “So that’s what it takes to get you interested again? Me admitting I thought about fucking another man?”
 

The question was like a battering ram to my gut. My ears began to ring and the world started to spin again but I held onto Sarah’s arm. I could also not bring myself to ignore my shaft hardening between my legs.
 

Sarah seemed…excited, almost, by my sudden display of dominance. She made a half-hearted attempt to wriggle out of my grasp but didn’t seem to mind when I didn’t let her go.
 

My eyes darted back and forth between each of hers, as if the truth was moving from one to the other, always just out of sight. The electricity was still there between us. I could feel it humming in my veins. It was as exciting a moment as we’d shared in a very long time.
 

“So? What are you going to do to me now? Are you going to punish your very bad wife?” she asked.
 

Her reluctance to have sex seemed to have melted away. Replaced by a hungry need, now that she had me on the hook like this.
 

I looked around. My eyes settled on a little brown brick building. Public toilets open from May to October for patrons of the riverside park. Still holding her by the arm, I started walking towards them, nearly dragging her behind me.
 

“Eli? What are you doing? What’s going on?” she asked. But laughter bubbled just beneath the surface in her tone. It was a remarkable performance of a damsel in distress. One that only made me want her even more.
 

We burst into one of the toilets. Thankfully they were single use and not the usual abominations that contained rows of stalls. I slammed the door shut behind her and threw the deadbolt. Then I turned, put my hand behind her neck and pulled her in for a kiss.
 

The sharp smell of urine mixed with disinfectant only served to underline how filthy our little dalliance was. Ravaging my wife in the bathroom as if she were a prostitute I’d paid for.
 

I plunged my tongue into her mouth and pressed it against hers.
 

After a moment Sarah pushed back, her hands clawing down my back, then sliding along my hips until she found my belt buckle and began to tug it open.
 

As my pants fell to the ground, Sarah fell to her knees before me.
 

I stared down at her open mouth, wide-eyed and unable to believe this was happening.
 

My pretty little wife Sarah was going to blow me in the bathroom like a whore.
 






Chapter Six


Sarah stared up at me with wide green eyes as she opened her mouth and pushed out her soft, pink tongue. She glanced down at my throbbing, purple cock, then let it slip past her lips.
 

A rush of heat travelled from the tip of my shaft to it’s root, then seared up my spine. It had been such a long time since we’d been intimate that I could feel my seed churning in my nuts already. I took a deep breath and squeezed my ass as she began bobbing back and forth along my length, trying to keep myself from finishing before we even got started.
 

Every few strokes she would look up at me wearing the expression of an obedient slave. Hoping her master was satisfied. It was the most erotic moment of our married life.
 

At one point Sarah pulled back a little too far. My cock fell out of her mouth with a filthy wet plop.
 

The filthy sound only served to harden me in her fist.
 

Sarah noticed. She glanced up, then gobbled my cock back into her mouth. She began bouncing even faster, keeping her lips loose enough that each thrust of my pole into her mouth emitted a deliciously filthy wet fart.
 

A raging lust filled me. Beside myself with arousal, I put a hand on each side of her mouth and started thrusting my hips back and forth.
 

Sarah, to my surprise, didn’t protest. Instead she held herself in place, keeping her mouth open so that I could fuck it like it was her pussy.
 

Heat began to course through my body. Cum charged through my vas and I felt the familiar tightening that came moments before an orgasm. I wanted everything in that moment. I wanted it to last forever as much as I wanted to finish. I wanted desperately for her to feel the same burning pleasure I did in that moment but I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.
 

Gazing down at the depraved scene of my wife on her knees in a public bathroom, taking me almost balls deep into her mouth pushed me closer to the edge.
 

The door rattled.
 

I froze, my cock buried in Sarah’s mouth, the tip nearly touching her throat. “Occupied,” I grunted.
 

Another rattle was followed by the sound of footsteps moving away.
 

As I pulled my cock out, spreading my feet a little wider for one final thrust, Sarah pushed me away.
 

I sucked in a breath, teetering on the brink of a climax. Looking down I saw a thick dribble of precum drooling out of the head of my cock.
 

Sarah clawed her way up my body. She craned her neck and stood on her toes to press her lips against mine. 
 

The dank taste of my own cock filled my senses. My dick throbbed between my legs.
 

Sarah spun around, shoved her track pants and the panties underneath down until they were around her ankles. Then, staring at me with a wild and wanton look, she grabbed my cock and pulled it towards herself.
 

Her pussy was glistening with excitement. A strand of her clear mucus was hanging from her slightly parted lips like dew about to drip off a flower. “Fuck me, Eli. Please!” she hissed.
 

I grabbed her by the hips.
 

Sarah, still holding my member, brought the tip against her soaked lips.
 

More heat raced through me at the feeling of her soft wetness. Bracing myself, I drove my cock into her dripping cunt.
 

“Ugh, fuck!” she grunted as I plied into her soft folds.
 

Every inch I travelled deeper into her tightened the muscles in my core.
 

Her pussy was so soaked and hot that I had no trouble burying my whole shaft into her depths.
 

She squirmed in front of me, as if it still wasn’t deep enough, as if she needed more of me to be truly fulfilled.
 

The vision of Sarah lying on the bed with her legs splayed, furiously rubbing her clit while she thought about Stewart consumed me and my body erupted into a rough fuck.
 

As I pounded into Sarah she pushed back, her nails scraping against the cement walls, her mewls echoing in the bathroom.
 

If anyone had been standing outside they would have surely heard what was going on but I didn’t care it seemed that neither did she.
 

With each thrust I tried to sheathe myself deeper inside her. My balls slapped up against her clit with wet smacks. I felt her body tighten around my muscle. “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna’ come!” I groaned.
 

“Oh fuck yeah, oh fuck yeah!” Sarah whispered, breathlessly. She met each of my thrusts with one of her own.
 

Our eyes met and I knew she was as close as I was.
 

The climax came rushing up through me like a tidal wave and I let myself get dragged under.
 

As my cock lurched and flexed inside her body I stared down at the throbbing root. Try as I might to stay in the moment and just enjoy the sensation, I couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to be sitting on the sidelines, watching as some other man’s seeding muscle splashed hot cum onto her bare walls.
 

The vision made my orgasm that much more potent and I cried out.
 

“Oh fuck, Eli, yes!” Sarah moaned.
 

I was already coasting down the other side of my orgasm but Sarah was still cumming. Her pussy squeezed around my cock, the flesh lips alternately sealing in my load, then letting some leak out and dribble down onto my balls.
 

She rocked back and forth, her body tensed, squeezing out every last drop of pleasure before collapsing forward, cheek pressed against the wall as she panted to catch her breath.
 

I stood doing the same, still sliding back and forth, enjoying the last tickles of a disappearing climax.
 

Reality settled back down around us in that rude and unpleasant way it always does after a good fuck. It all seemed so vile and dirty, now that we were back to being Eli and Sarah and not two animals rutting in heat.
 

I eased my cock out of her. A frothy gush of creamy white spunk drooled out of her defiled crevice, some of it landing on her panties, some of it splattering onto the tile floor.
 

Sarah didn’t move for a few moments. Her eyes were closed and she seemed to be savouring what had just happened. When she finally did, she pushed herself back, nonchalantly pulled up her pants, coughed, then turned to watch me buttoning my pants and doing up my belt.
 

She sighed. It was a disconcerted, worrying sort of sound.
 

I really had no idea what to say. I could barely bring myself to look her in the eye.
 

Sarah pressed a finger against her lip and wiped away a fleck of spittle. Her eyes darted from side to side, as if she wasn’t sure where to look. After a few more awkward moments, she straightened out the front of her t-shirt and moved towards the door. She looked back at me and raised her eyes. “Shall we?”
 

“Um, yeah. I guess,” I muttered. I made sure my shirt was tucked into my pants as she undid the deadbolt and threw the door open.
 

Emerging back into the sunlight, we found two people, a couple probably in their fifties, waiting a few feet away from the door. The woman’s mouth fell open in shock as the two of us stepped out. The man, presumably her husband, cracked a smile and smirked.
 

Sarah pressed her chin against her chest and walked quickly around the corner of the little building where we couldn’t be seen.
 

I shuffled off after her, my cheeks burning with embarrassment and shame.
 

But when we got to the sidewalk and started walking towards Hannah’s place again, both of us began chuckling, then burst into laughter.
 

Suddenly I felt incredibly light and carefree. Not only had I just quit my job but we’d just made love, pardon me, fucked, in a public bathroom. Whether the couple standing outside had heard or not, they obviously knew what had transpired.
 

I felt like a young man again. Irreverent and uncaring about what anyone else thought. It was the best I’d felt in years.
 

We settled into an easy gait and headed back towards Hannah’s. I reached out and took Sarah’s hand. A warm feeling flooded through me as she squeezed back instead of trying to let go.
 

When we came to Hannah’s house, I stopped at the foot of the driveway and eased Sarah around to face me. “Let’s go home.”
 

She looked away. Her gaze seemed to focus on some point off in the distance as she considered the proposal. I knew what the answer was going to be when she turned to look at me again.
 

“No,” Sarah said, shaking her head. “I know you just want things to get back to normal between us, Eli, but I…” She paused, weighing what she was about to say next. “I want to be with you,” she finally said with a sigh. “But I don’t think going back there is a good idea.”
 

I understood where she was coming from. The only thing I really wanted was to be with her, no matter where that was. “What do you want to do then?” I asked. The idea that she might need more time settled like a weight around my neck. “Do you…do you need more time alone?”
 

Sarah thought for a moment then shook her head. “No. It’s not that. I just don’t want to go back to normal yet. Or maybe ever,” she said, her voice fading away.
 

I took a deep breath. Don’t get me wrong. The only thing I really wanted was to be with her. I just wasn’t sure about the idea of never going back to normal, ever again. “What do you want to do?” I asked, a little reluctant to hear the answer.
 

Sarah shrugged. She looked around, up at the sky, past me towards the road before looking back at me again. “Why don’t you come inside? I’m sure Hannah won’t mind. We can just…we’ll have lunch here. Then we can think about what we’re going to do next. What do you say?”
 

Already the novelty of my new life, or rather the life I’d just thrown away by quitting my job, was starting to rub me the wrong way. I liked a bit of adventure but in the harsh post-orgasmic light of day I was starting to wonder if I hadn’t made a mistake.
 

Sarah let go of my hand and folded her arms across her chest. “You’re starting to regret this, aren’t you?” she said.
 

“No, no! It’s not that!” I replied.
 

“Come on, Eli. What, you don’t think ten years is long enough to know a person? Look at you. You’re all fidgety and scared.” She pointed at my hands.
 

It was true. I had started picking at one fingernail with another. It was my own little nervous tick when I wasn’t sure what came next. Like Sarah chewing her cheek. “I just…this is crazy,” I said quietly.
 

To my surprise, Sarah’s eyes lit up and she reached out and grabbed my hand. “You know what? You’re right. This is crazy. It’s exactly the wrong thing to be doing. You should probably be back at the office, on your knees, grovelling to Saul to let you have your old job back, right?”
 

I didn’t want to say it out loud but she was right. That’s exactly what I felt I should be doing. After all we’d come to an…understanding, of sorts. We were on the right track. Everything could surely be sorted out more easily if we had the stability of my job back and…
 

“No.” Sarah planted the word like a stake in the ground.
 

“No?” I asked.
 

“You are actually considering it, aren’t you? How it would be better? How it would be safer and more responsible just to go back to the way things were, right?”
 

I guess you really do get to know a person over ten years. “Kind of,” I admitted.
 

Sarah shook her head. She smirked. “I knew it. Well you know what? No fucking way. You think that a quick fuck in a nasty bathroom is going to fix what’s broken between us?”
 

I have to admit that hearing that stung a little, too. “I didn’t realize that…”
 

“Uhn-uh,” she said, shaking her head again. “Don’t you try and gaslight me. This wasn’t working, Eli. I’m not going back to that life. Not the way it was.”
 

I felt myself being torn. On the one hand I wanted to do anything and everything I could to make Sarah happy. On the other? In the back of my mind I was scheming about how I could make that happen and get my old job back, too.
 

“Eli listen to me,” Sarah said, taking a step closer. “I love you. It nearly killed me to leave this morning. But there’s only so much I can take. The last few months I’ve been wondering how much longer I was going to sit at home pretending I had a husband. I’m not willing to spend another ten years of my life living that way.”
 

It only took a moment for me to realize that she was right. If this was going to work, if we were going to make it through this and out the other end in one piece, changes needed to be made. Sarah deserved better than to be wondering late at night whether she was still loved. “Okay,” I said with a heavy sigh. “You’re right.” I lowered my head.
 

Sarah put a finger on my chin and lifted it until I was looking into her beautiful eyes again. “I know I am. Eli, listen. I’ll be thirty-two this year. We’ve been talking about starting a family for years. Every time we talk about it we decide, or, to be honest with you, it feels like you decide it’s not the right time. I’m tired of waiting. I what to live the life I make for myself. I’m tired of feeling like a sidekick.”
 

I think it was that last sentence that really made me understand how she’d felt. I’d sort of felt that way, too. When Sarah had been making so much more money than me, working a job that was far more respectable than mine, I’d sort of felt like I was just along for the ride.
 

Maybe it was time to find a space where we felt more like a team?
 

“Okay,” I said. “So what’s next then?”
 

Sarah smiled. She pressed her warm lips against mine in a kiss. “Thank-you,” she whispered. She nuzzled her nose against mine. “Let’s go inside and get some lunch.”
 

I nodded. “Okay. That sounds good.” My stomach had just started to growl.
 

Sarah turned and I followed her up the porch steps. She put her hand on the doorknob but before she turned it to open the door, she looked back at me again. “And Eli?” she asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“Why don’t we…let’s not plan anything. The job’s gone. Forget about it. I know you’re worried but I think it’s for the best. Why don’t we just try to enjoy our freedom. I’ll take a week or two off, too.”
 

My stomach did a little flip. Sure, being carefree and not planning anything for a few weeks sounded swell. I just didn’t know if I could deal with not knowing what was next for that long.
 

“You can do it, Eli,” Sarah said, reading my mind and squeezing my hand. “I know you can.”
 

I gave her a quick nod to reassure her that I would try. Then, as I often did when I was uncomfortable, I retreated to a slightly more immature place. I pressed myself against her back and leaned forward to kiss her neck. “Maybe you want to think about ditching the birth control then? We can try our luck at this whole family thing?” I whispered.
 

Sarah let out a cute little giggle. She reached and touched my cheek with her palm. “Silly Eli,” she whispered, still smiling. “I ditched my birth control months ago.”
 

The words took a moment to sink in. When they did, my cock rose in an unexpected throb. “You…you what? You did?”
 

Sarah spun around with a wicked grin. “What? It’s not like there was any danger of getting pregnant. Not with all that sex we weren't having.”
 

My mind shot back to what we’d just done. I couldn’t help but glance at her belly. Something about knowing that my cum was still inside her, swimming towards her softest destination where it might take root, fired me right up.
 

Sarah let her hand fall to her abdomen. “Oh you like that idea?” she whispered. “Good,” she said, not giving me a chance to respond. “Who knows? Maybe our dirty little dance back in the bathroom already did the trick?”
 

She whipped back around, threw her head back in a laugh and walked in through the front door.
 






Chapter Seven


“Don’t you think you should have told him what?”
 

We both looked up as Hannah’s sing-song question floated down the stairs. A moment later she came into view, setting one slender foot ahead of the other as she descended down the stairs.
 

She was wearing the same too-short shorts and the same t-shirt without a bra she had been when we’d left.
 

I had to force myself to look away. I stole a glance to see if Sarah had noticed.
 

She was eyeing me with one eye raised.
 

I shrugged and mouthed a ‘what,’ pretending that I had no idea why she was looking at me the way she was.
 

“Wait, are you two…what’s going on here?”
 

Sarah smiled and put an arm around my waist. “Hey. Eli’s going to stay for lunch. If that’s okay?” She squeezed me closer. “Maybe for a while longer?” She looked up at me and winked.
 

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Whatever,” she said, taking the last step off the stairs and coming to stand in front of us. “I start work at four. What were you thinking?” She turned and started walking back towards the kitchen.
 

Sarah’s arm fell away from me as she followed Hannah back. “How would you feel about us crashing here for a while?” she asked.
 

Hannah popped up from behind the door of the fridge holding a can of cola. “What? Like…stay the night?”
 

“Wait, what?” I couldn’t help but add.
 

Sarah shot me a scowl that said shutup. “Maybe,” she replied, walking towards Hannah. “Maybe a little longer?”
 

Hannah frowned. “Don’t you guys have, like, a house and shit?”
 

“Yeah,” I piped up again. “We do have a house and shit. Maybe it would be better if…”
 

Sarah cut me off with a stern glare. “Yes,” she said, her voice tight. “We do. I just…don’t want to go back there. If it’s a problem then…” She looked up towards the ceiling. “I guess we could get a hotel?”
 

I suppressed a groan. The idea of spending money on a hotel just so we could be not-at-home, and right after I’d quit my job, was not terribly enticing.
 

“Honestly?” Hannah said, peering back into the fridge. “Whatever.” She reached in and pulled out a package of ham and some cheese. “How long were you thinking?”
 

Sarah glanced at me, then thought better of it. “I don’t know. A week? I just need…we just need to not be back there yet.”
 

Hannah shrugged, then nodded. “Yeah. I get that. “Jimmy and I did that once,” she offered, referring to her ex. “Except it was at his mom’s place. And it turned out he was just a loser who didn’t want a job because why bother when someone else is paying the rent, right?” It came out with a bitter edge. She dismissed the thought with a shake of her head. “No, it’s fine. Make yourselves at home. But I don’t want any bitching about the place being a mess,” she said, pointing her finger first at Sarah, then at me.
 

Sarah put a hand on her heart and held the other one up at shoulder level. “I promise. No bitching. Right?” she asked, turning to me.
 

There wasn’t really much I could say. It’s not like we’d discussed this. For a moment I contemplated saying that I needed time to think about it. That maybe we should talk it through first. Then I remembered what Sarah had said out on the porch.
 

We weren’t supposed to be planning like that. This was about letting go. Not being anal and not having a plan. That sounded like fun, right? Right. Yeah. Sure. Definitely something I could get behind.
 

Or at least deal with for the next week or so.
 

I answered with a nod.
 

“Good!” Sarah said. She clapped her hands together and bounced up and down. “This is going to be fun! It’ll be like we’re roomies!”
 

Hannah let out a giggle. “Okay. Yeah, I guess. So what should you have told him?” she asked.
 

My insides tightened again at the question. I remembered why I’d been so frazzled when we’d come in.
 

Sarah stepped into the space in front of the fridge as Hannah took her supplies over to the counter to begin building her sandwich. She ducked down and emerged a moment later holding a stalk of celery. She looked straight at me and bit down on the end, then tore it off with her teeth. She chewed for a while as she formed her response. “Eli’s mad that I didn’t tell him I went off my birth control,” she said, finally. Still smiling like this was the most fun she’d ever had.
 

Now I’m not a prude but…
I had never felt comfortable sharing intimate details of my life with anyone. I wasn’t the kind of guy that was into locker room talk. I didn’t like bragging about my sexual exploits (not that there were that many, but still), even to very close friends.
 

So hearing Sarah speak so openly about something that was so personal, something that normally would have stayed just between us, threw me a bit off balance, to say the least.
 

“Oh,” Hannah remarked, slathering a dollop of mayonnaise on the toast she’d made. “I thought you guys weren’t having sex anyways?”
 

Hearing this gave my insides another awkward twist. I shot a furious glance at Sarah.
 

Sarah seemed unperturbed. Not only that, she seemed amused. Maybe it was the excitement of the two of us embarking in a new direction. From where I stood though, I couldn’t help but think that what was amusing her was watching me squirm.
 

“We weren’t.”
 

Hannah paused from her sandwich making, looked up with a curious stare, then shook her head and began laying slice after slice of ham on her bread. “That was fast.”
 

Sarah giggled, closed the fridge door and pulled out a chair at the breakfast table.
 

I could only surmise from what Hannah had said, that Sarah had divulged to her that our sex life had been less than stellar lately. Whether it had been that morning or a few days before didn’t matter.
 

I didn’t really like her talking about what we did behind closed doors. Even if it was to her best friend. I did my best not to look too surly about it but couldn’t bring myself to relax.
 

“It was,” Sarah said.
 

I looked up to see her still grinning at me. And then she winked.
 

Sarah didn’t normally wink. Certainly not about stuff like this.
 

In fact, until just a few moments before, I’d thought that she was more or less on the same page as me when it came to sharing personal information. She wasn’t a prude, either but she was no exhibitionist.
 

I wasn’t sure where all of this was coming from. All I could be certain of was that it was making me feel like the room was heating up.
 

Having finished making her sandwich, Hannah grabbed the can of cola and her plate and took a seat beside Sarah at the table. She looked up at me and stared. “Are you just going to stand there like that?” she asked. “’Cause, honestly, I don’t think I can eat with you staring at me.”
 

Feeling suddenly very sheepish, I muttered something about being sorry and turned to walk away.
 

“Hey!” Sarah called out after me. “Where you going? Come back. Have a seat! It’s not like you’ve got anything to do.”
 

In that moment reality hit me like a ton of bricks. Not only was I once again a jobless loser, I was going to be stuck here humouring Sarah’s whimsy of ‘not-a-plan-to-be-seen-for-miles-around.’ That and possibly getting humiliated about our sex life.
 

Hot anger started to boil inside me. It took a few moments and a few deep breaths to talk myself down. I was proud of myself for having quickly turned my mood around. I even turned around wearing a smile.
 

“So?” Hannah asked, her mouth still stuffed full of the first bite of her sandwich. “What’d you guys do? Fuck in the bathroom at the park?”
 

I always chose the best moments to aspirate some of my own spittle and this turned out to be one of them. What can I say? My timing is impeccable. I erupted into a raucous bout of coughing as I tried to clear the liquid from my lungs.
 

Sarah looked concerned for a moment until she realized I wasn’t dying. Then she started giggling and chewing on another bite of her celery.
 

Hannah looked at me with one eye raised, shook her head, then went back to devouring her sandwich.
 

“Something like that,” Sarah said, once I’d managed to get my eruption of coughs under control.
 

Hannah made a face like she’d just bitten into some rancid meat, then started to laugh. “Wow. That’s nasty,” she said, nodding at Sarah.
 

Sarah’s lips cracked into a smirk that turned into a giggle.
 

When Hannah turned to look at me, I had to look away. I almost left them at the table. This was such a sudden change for Sarah. I didn’t know what to make of it and trying to sort it out with Hannah there seemed pointless. “I think I need some air,” I muttered, pushing my chair back to stand up.
 

“What? Why? Where are you going?” Sarah asked, her voice suddenly tinged with concern.
 

Hannah took another gargantuan bite of her sandwich. A stray piece of bread covered in mayo fell out of the corner of her mouth. She rolled her eyes. “He’fff mad ‘caufe we’re laughing,” she mumbled, flecks of ham flying out of her mouth.
 

I cringed inwardly at her eating. A sudden rage filled me, too. Not so much at how disgusting she was being but at how she seemed to be goading Sarah along, the two of them delighting in how uncomfortable all this was making me.
 

Thankfully Sarah stood up. She must have noticed that my mood had been spoiled because she took me by the hand and walked out with me to the hall. She looked up at me with a warm expression and put a hand on my cheek. “Are you cranky?” she asked.
 

I huffed a little and avoided her eyes. I felt cornered and outnumbered and I was starting to wonder whether agreeing to stay at Hannah’s had been a mistake. “No, no,” I lied. “I’m fine. I just need a few minutes to get some air.”
 

“I’ll come with you,” Sarah said, then moved to grab her jacket from the hangar.
 

We stepped back out into the sun and started strolling towards the river again.
 

It took ten minutes or so for me to slough off the bad mood I’d worked myself into in the kitchen. Sarah walked patiently beside me, not prying, just seeming to enjoy the pleasant day.
 

“Look, I’m sorry about that. In there. Back at Hannah’s. I just didn’t…” I paused, considering how to put it so I didn’t send us barrelling towards an argument.
 

Sarah turned to me with a smile. “You didn’t like me telling Hannah that stuff, did you?”
 

I sighed with relief at her bringing it up. Better than doing it myself. “It’s just…we’ve never really been like that, you know?”
 

“Like what?” she asked, playfully feigning ignorance again.
 

I couldn’t help but smile myself. We were in a far better place than we’d been that morning and I didn’t want to be the one that pushed us out of it. So I decided to humor her instead. “Talking about our love life like that. And that other stuff…” I muttered.
 

“What other stuff?” Sarah asked, suddenly sounding much more curious.
 

I steeled my resolve to spit it out. “You two laughing at me like that. About the…bathroom or whatever.”
 

Sarah’s smile turned almost sickly sweet. She stepped forward and ran a finger down my chest, pausing at each shirt button. “Aw. I thought that was kind of sweet.”
 

“Sweet?” I asked. It was not at all what I’d expected to hear from her.
 

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Seeing you get all awkward and shy about it. It was cute.”
 

“What…what do you mean?” I stammered.
 

“I don’t know,” Sarah said, letting her finger fall to my belt and slide back and forth along it. “Seeing you all shy kind of got me…I don’t know…horny or something.”
 

Once again this was probably the last thing I expected from her. But already the primal part of my brain was starting to betray me.
 

Sarah’s finger running across the edge of my belt. Her scent on the warm breeze. Her smile and the dimples in her cheeks all conspired to begin raising my cock again.
 

She leaned in so that her cheek was right next to mine. “You know, I bet Hannah’s going to have to leave for work soon,” she whispered.
 

“Oh?” I replied.
 

“Yeah. That means we’ll have the whole house to ourselves. Maybe we could, you know, fix our marriage up a bit again?”
 

All my embarrassment and worry faded into the background. I was a free man with no obligations and my wife was propositioning me in the middle of the day. It seemed like my fortunes were about to turn around. In more ways than one.
 






Chapter Eight


“Hannah? You home?” Sarah’s voice echoed through what seemed like an empty house. After a few seconds with no response, she spun around, threw her arms around my neck and shoved her tongue into my mouth in a kiss.
 

My cock hardened in my pants as we stumbled back. I pressed Sarah against the wall, found the elastic of her jogging pants and eased my fingers down into her panties.
 

Her unshaved pussy was hot and wet. As I parted her folds and slid my finger up and down her slit, collecting her moisture, the smell of sweat and our recent fuck drifted up between us.
 

Sarah had rarely come to bed unshowered and unshaven. She always kept a very tidy appearance and kept herself well groomed. Kissing her in this state, her hair tied back in a ponytail, the smell of a woman drifting up from between her legs, was extremely erotic.
 

I began unbuckling my belt, my cock throbbing and ready to spear into her again. I kissed my way down her neck, pulled her shirt away and ran my tongue along her shoulder, then pressed my lips against hers and plunged my tongue back into her mouth.
 

Having undone my belt, I fiddled with the button of my pants, then lowered the zipper. They fell to the floor, my belt buckle clattering against the tile. I began to work Sarah’s underwear and jogging pants down her legs.
 

I leaned forward, hooked the fingers of both hands under her elastic and yanked her pants down off her hips. I was rewarded with a full and delicious view of her uncut bush, the hair a shade more orange than the hair on her head.
 

I began to stand back up when she put her hands on my shoulders. “Eli?” she said, putting both of her hands on my cheeks.
 

“What is it?” I breathed.
 

“Let’s…let’s do something dirty.”
 

My cock swelled even more at the suggestion. It was almost like this was a new Sarah, a woman I barely new. Happy and carefree and willing to be a little filthier than she ever had been. “What did you have in mind?” I asked.
 

“I want…” She paused and glanced down at her mound. “Will you go down on me?” she whispered.
 

I had to suppress the laugh that came burbling out of me. It was such a sweet and innocent thing to hear. To think that in this day and age there was still a woman who thought that getting eaten out could be considered dirty.
 

I don’t know. It was cute. What can I say.
 

I flashed her a smile, sank to my knees with my cock poking out the front of my shirt and slid my thumbs down her belly and let them settle on either side of her pussy.
 

I’d gone down on Sarah before. But the times I had it had always been in our bedroom, in the dark, maybe with a sliver of moonlight coming in through parted drapes. This was really the first time I’d actually seen her pussy up close like this.
 

It made my already hard cock go absolutely rigid.
 

I spread her sticky lips to reveal the velvety smooth and dripping wet flesh within. Her clit was engorged and bright red, like a stiff nipple begging to be sucked.
 

Looking up and into her eyes, I pressed my mouth against her slit and slurped her clit in.
 

Sarah let out an animal moan. She closed her eyes and her head fell back against the wall. She lifted one leg and rested her thigh on my shoulder.
 

I dragged my tongue across her hot clit, first one way, then the other. The shudder this elicited was as potent an aphrodisiac as I’d ever experienced.
 

As I continued to lick and suckle her, Sarah began to lose control. She started to wriggle and writhe and squirm along my mouth.
 

I reached up behind her and cupped the two soft globes of her firm ass with my hands.
 

This drove her even wilder. Shifting her weight onto the leg on my shoulder, she lifted the other up and soon she was sitting with her back pressed against the wall and her entire weight on my chest.
 

It was a little uncomfortable, I’ll admit. But she was so lost in the moment I didn’t care. I wanted to get her back for the blow job she’d given me anyways. So, bearing her full weight I began to run my tongue around her clit in ever faster circles.
 

Each lick caused Sarah’s excitement to surge. She threw her hips back and forth, smashing her pubic bone against my face.
 

I ignored the discomfort because she was having such a good time. Her juices began leaking out of her, dripping down my chin and running down the front of my neck.
 

Suddenly I felt possessed. I wanted to do something that would wow her. Something she’d never experienced. Something she’d really think was dirty.
 

So I slipped her off my shoulders and shuffled back a step.
 

“Oh Eli! Please don’t stop!” she said, her eyes popping open wide.
 

“Hold on, baby,” I whispered back. I reached up, grabbed her hips and spun her around so her ass was towards me.
 

Sarah craned her neck and looked down her back. “What…what are you doing?”
 

“Shh,” I replied. “Just relax.” I let my hands settled on her beautiful ass. Slowly, savoring the moment I pulled her ass cheeks apart.
 

My cock throbbed as her puckered ring of muscle came into view, clenching even tighter as she realized what I was about to do. “Eli!” she hissed.
 

“Shush,” I ordered, giving her a light smack on the ass. “It’s alright. Just do as I say.” It was probably the closest I’d ever come to acting alpha in our lovemaking. It was absolutely intoxicating.
 

Sarah must have thought so, too, because she arched her back which caused her ass to press closer to my face.
 

I eyed her dirty back hole. This was not something I’d ever done before, with anyone. I’d fantasized about it plenty, sure. But I’d just never been in that kind of a relationship. My cock began to ache with need at the prospect of what I was about to do.
 

Sticking my tongue out, I lowered my mouth closer to her ass. The musty scent of her sweat and juices was overpowering in the most delicious way. That in itself nearly made me blow my load. I stuck my tongue out and pressed the tip against her hole.
 

The first taste of my wife’s pungent backside exploded on my tongue. Salt mingled with a dark and musky taste I’d never known. I circled the ring, savouring the way each ridge of her anus felt along the tip of my tongue.
 

Sarah shuddered above me. She put her hands up on the wall, curled her fingers, then clawed them down as she moaned her pleasure. “Holy fuck,” she breathed.
 

My head began to spin and my cock bounced between my legs. This was the dirtiest thing we’d ever done and I loved it! And, it seemed, so did she. As my inhibitions fell away I felt a courage fill me. I pried her ass cheeks apart a little wider and poked the tip of my tongue past the ring.
 

She clenched her ass so hard around it I thought she was going to rip it out of my mouth. “Oh God, Eli!” she screamed.
 

Without thinking I reached under her and slid two fingers along her dripping slit. I worked her pussy lips open, found her hole, then shoved them up inside her. A slosh of her juices came rushing out, coating my hands in a sticky, clear mess.
 

With my face buried in her ass I started fucking her with my hand.
 

Her initial shock faded and she quickly matched my rhythm. She spread her feet further apart and began to ride my fingers. Every few strokes she’d smash her face backwards, plunging my tongue even deeper into her ass.
 

With my tongue no clamped inside her, I let go of her ass with my other hand and reached down to start stroking myself. I wanted nothing more than to bury myself inside her again and spill my hot ejaculate into her soft tunnel.
 

But Sarah seemed like she was getting close and the whole thing was so hot I wanted to come when she did.
 

Her body started swaying back and forth. Her pussy squeezed at my fingers as she approached her climax. “Fuck, Eli! I’m almost there!” she panted.
 

I doubled down on jerking myself. Pumping at a frantic pace I tried to catch up to her, to get as close as she was so I could finish at the same time.
 

I didn’t make it.
 

A moment later Sarah shrieked. She dropped her weight onto my hand, letting my fingers sink deep into her cunt. Her whole body seemed to squeeze my hand as the rim of her ass closed around my tongue.
 

I was rewarded for my efforts with a seismic shiver that shook her entire body. I continued to pump my fist up and down, thrusting my fingers deep into her core but still unable to feel the end of her soft place.
 

She rocked back and forth on me for so long I nearly got a cramp in my hand. I knew that her orgasm was finally over by the soft purr she emitted. I began to pull away but Sarah quickly reached around and pressed her palm against the back of my head. “No,” she whispered. “Stay there.”
 

“Huh?” I muttered, my mouth still stuffed full of her fleshy ass.
 

“I want you to keep eating me like that. Just like that. Oh God I love that, baby.”
 

Baby.
 

It really was the magic word that sealed the deal. I hadn’t heard her call me that in…God, months. Maybe years? It was like hearing something click between us, a latch falling into place that had been left open for a long time.
 

I buried my face even deeper between her cheeks as I worked to stroke out my own orgasm.
 

The hot tickle twisted into an ache that twined together into an ecstatic rush of dopamine as the cum rushed out of my balls and into my cock. I grunted as my cock flexed in my hand, loaded and ready for release.
 

Sarah turned to look over her shoulder again. Smiling and biting her lip. She pulled me closer with her hand still on the back of my head.
 

I groaned, the sound muffled against her flesh. Every part of my brain shut down save one. Tendrils of delicious pleasure came crawling up my spine. The first blast of ejaculate came exploding out of the head of my cock.
 

Click.
 

The sound, coming distinctly from the outside world, invaded the moment. It was followed by three words. “What the fuck?”
 

Sarah shrieked and let go of my head. She spun around so fast she knocked me sideways.
 

Still holding my cock, I teetered on one knee, my orgasm coming to a screeching halt as I realized there was someone in the hall with us. I looked down to see the what had been plumes of white cum turn to a drooling, dripping mess as my cock deflated and leaked the rest of my load out onto the floor into an impotent puddle.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I spied Hannah, hand on her hip, glaring at the scene.
 






Chapter Nine


“I told you I didn’t start until four.” Hannah dropped the paper bag full of groceries onto the counter. Something cracked inside. “Fuck. That was probably an egg,” she muttered.
 

I was sitting at the kitchen table, having been dragged there by Sarah after trying to escape up the stairs after Hannah got home.
 

“I’m sorry,” Sarah said.
 

To my surprise, she was on the verge of giggling, rather than looking like she wanted to crawl into a hole in the floor, cover it up and never come out.
 

“Whatever. Honestly, fuck all you want. I’m glad you guys are working it out. Just, maybe, go upstairs or something next time?”
 

“I promise we will,” Sarah said, covering her mouth with a finger to stifle more laughter. She shot me a smile and another wink.
 

I couldn’t believe it.
 

We sat in silence, me feeling like I was fifteen years younger and about to be sent to detention. 
 

Sarah did not seem to mind at all. Her cheeks were a little rosy, sure. But I couldn’t find a trace of guilt or shame on her face.
 

Hannah pulled a huge can of energy drink out of the bag, then peered inside. “Oh yeah. That was the eggs. All of them. Shit. Sorry.”
 

“It’s okay,” Sarah said, shaking her head. Still smiling, though.
 

Cracking the can open, Hannah took a giant swig, slammed it down on the counter, then wiped her mouth with the back of her sleeve. She stared straight at me. “So you like to eat ass, huh?”
 

Great. Just fucking great.
 

“I’ve gotta go to the bathroom,” I muttered. I kicked the chair back and tried to stand but Sarah reached out and clamped her hand down on my arm.
 

“Stop it!” she said with a coy grin. “It happened, okay? What’s the big deal? Hannah’s not freaked out about it, there’s no reason you should be, either.”
 

Me? What about her? What about Sarah, the sweet little thing that only ever made love in the dark?
 

“Yeah, seriously, Eli,” Hannah said, rolling her eyes. She picked up the can and took another slug. “Honestly, I’ve walked in on way worse.”
 

Sarah turned to her and raised an eye. “You have?” she asked.
 

Hannah shrugged. “Are you fucking kidding me? Do you remember where I work? Denito’s get’s nasty on the weekends. And I mean nas-tay. Like, sometimes we piss out in the back alley because no one wants to see what’s going on in the fucking bathroom at that place on a Saturday night.”
 

“What?” Sarah squealed. “You never told me about that! What do you mean? What kind of stuff are you talking about?”
 

“Never told you about it?!?” Hannah squawked. “Why would I tell you about it? It’s fucking filthy back there. Sweetie, there’s an actual real-life glory-hole in the damn men’s room!”
 

Sarah screwed her face up. “Glory hole? What’s a glory hole?”
 

Oh good.
 

Hannah’s eyes went wide. She guffawed and set the can back down on the counter with a metallic thud. She eyed Sarah as she walked over to the table and took a seat between us. “You’re joking right? I mean, honestly? Are you serious?” She looked over at me, eyes still raised. As if somehow it might be my fault that Sarah didn’t know what a glory hole was.
 

“What?” Sarah said, her voice truly innocent this time.
 

A devious smile formed along Hannah’s lips. She nodded at me. “Yeah. Go ahead, stud. Why don’t you tell her?”
 

And even though a cloud of shame was still hovering above me, there was something arousing about where this was going. Something dangerous, even. “I…” I shook my head at Sarah. “Let’s just…should we do this later?”
 

“No! I want to know! I can’t believe I don’t know this! What’s a glory hole?”
 

Hannah stifled another laugh and stared at me, grinning.
 

“A glory hole…is…it’s…”
 

“What?” Sarah asked, growing impatient.
 

Hannah didn’t budge. Just eyed me with that wicked grin.
 

I shook my head. “That stuff only happens in porn,” I muttered.
 

“Porn?” Sarah asked.
 

“Porn!” Hannah shouted. She slammed her palm against the table. “Well someone’s shooting a fucking porn every Saturday in the men’s room at Denito’s then!”
 

I felt my cheeks start to burn red again.
 

“Eli!” Sarah whined.
 

“Okay, okay!” I said, pulling my hand away. “It’s when a guy sticks…he puts his dick through a hole. A hole in the, like, the wall of the stall. To the one next to him.”
 

Sarah’s eyes widened. Her expression changed to curiosity and a bit of distress. “Eli?”
 

“Then, like, the woman, you know. She either…sucks or…” I couldn’t squeeze out the rest of the sentence. I lifted my palms and shrugged instead.
 

Sarah’s mouth fell open. “What?” she whispered. “Are you serious?”
 

Hannah had turned to look at Sarah and started shaking her head. “Wow. Just…wow.”
 

“Wow what?” Sarah asked.
 

The grin returned to Hannah’s face. “Oh sweet, summer child,” she cooed.
 

“That’s…that’s disgusting!” She whipped her head around to look at Hannah again. “That really happens?”
 

Hannah put a hand up next to her chest. “Promise,” she said.
 

Sarah’s lips twisted into a snarl. “Ew.”
 

Hannah sighed, rolled her eyes again and stood up from the table. She grabbed the can of energy drink and headed for the stairs. “Okay. I gotta get ready for work. You two stay out of trouble.”
 

My shoulders slumped in relief at Hannah leaving.
 

“Oh and hey, Eli?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“Maybe clean up the mess you made in the hall?”
 

Humiliation welled up inside me again.
 

“Oh don’t be such a baby,” Hannah muttered. “Just get it done. Oh and can you put away those groceries while you’re at it? Maybe throw out those eggs?”
 

“Yeah,” I grunted. “Sure.”
 

Sarah and I sat in silence while Hannah got dressed upstairs. I glanced over at Sarah a few times but she seemed lost in thought. I wondered if she was still pondering the glory hole.
 

In a way I begrudged Hannah for bringing it up. A person should be able to go through life without finding out something like that if they don’t want to.
 

I couldn’t, however, deny that I found it a little sexy, in a filthy sort of way. It was a sort of harmless violation, another little sliver of innocence shaved off of my sweet little wife. It got me thinking all kinds of dirty thoughts again.
 

A few minutes later Hannah came thumping down the stairs in big black boots that came half-way up her calves. She was wearing a white top that looked one size too small, her tits threatening to burst out and an equally tight black skirt over black leggings.
 

We both smiled at her as she walked into the kitchen to grab her purse. “You two lovebirds have plans for tonight?”
 

Sarah looked at me and I shrugged. “I don’t think so?” I had no idea what Sarah might have in mind.
 

“Well, if you don’t, I’m home around one. We can smoke some weed. Maybe have a drink or six?” She grinned, pointing her finger towards us, thumb cocked like it was a gun.
 

Sarah’s face brightened. “Sure! That sounds like fun!”
 

“Pshew!” Hannah shot the finger gun, then pretended to blow the smoke off the tip before strutting past us into the hall and out the door.
 

The silence that settled around us was welcome relief. A few minutes passed before Sarah spoke again.
 

“Glory hole, huh?”
 






Chapter Ten


Sarah and I spent the rest of the day curled up on Hannah’s couch bingeing on TV and snacks.
 

I was happy and relieved that we were together but I found myself unable to concentrate on the plot of any of the shows we watched. My mind kept wandering back to our romp in the public toilet that morning as well as the one in the hall when Hannah had found us.
 

I was dying to talk about both with Sarah. While I normally didn’t feel the need to dissect our interactions, the two earlier that day had stoked a strange curiosity inside me. I couldn’t stop wondering about the sudden change in Sarah’s personality.
 

I’d never known her to be dramatic in the ten years we’d been together. In fact, she was often more level-headed than me. Back when I was freelancing she would regularly talk me off the cliff of self-loathing, reassuring me that things would work out in my career.
 

Even when things got rocky for her at work or in her personal life, she showed an amazing amount of restraint and discipline in how she tackled those problems. She was always methodical and thorough, analyzing a situation before deciding on a course of action and sticking with it to see the results.
 

But this? This was a side of her I’d never seen. Sex in a public bathroom? Moving out and threatening to break up our marriage? It was all incredibly out of character for her.
 

At one point in the afternoon, during a particularly sleepy episode of Gilmore Girls, I found myself sifting through all of her recent behaviours for answers. It took a while but I finally made the connection.
 

Sarah had mentioned she’d gone off birth control recently. I’d read that this could have a profound effect on women’s hormones, to the point of changing their personality, in a way. While I was still a little miffed that she hadn’t consulted me about it, I was happy to have figured out what I thought was the cause of the shift.
 

I spent a good part of the afternoon stealing glances at her out of her corner of my eye. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that we’d had sex while she was unprotected. We’d talked about starting a family and maybe it was finally time, but it still added a dangerous and very arousing edge to our relationship.
 

As the afternoon wore on and turned into the evening we ordered Chinese food. I ran down to the convenience store and picked up a couple of six packs of beer. We gorged and watched some more TV.
 

Around eleven I found myself nodding off, stuffed with egg fried rice and with the effects of the alcohol wearing off. I must have nodded off because the next thing I remember is waking up on the couch.
 

The lights in the living room had been turned off. The light was on in the kitchen, though and the sound of people whispering drew me further out of sleep. I rubbed my eyes, hauled myself up off the couch and stumbled out into the hall.
 

“Well, well, well! Look what the cat dragged in…” Hannah said as I walked into the kitchen and leaned against the door frame. She slurred the words.
 

The kitchen counter was littered with empty beer bottles and a half-finished bottle of vodka.
 

My eyes popped open as I realized that her and Sarah were not alone.
 

Sitting at the table with them was a large black man. He was wearing a black t-shirt that stretched tight over broad and muscled shoulders. His head was completely shaved. His eyes were set deep into his skull, his expression locked in a perpetual scowl.
 

“You gonna’ come join us or just stand there?” Hannah asked, her body gently swaying from side to side from the booze.
 

I looked over at Sarah to see her smiling at me. She seemed distant, almost oblivious to the fact that I’d woken up and walked into the kitchen. “Sarah?” I asked, furrowing my brow in concern. “Is she alright?”
 

Hannah giggled and waved a hand. “She’s fine. Just a little stoned. Aaaaaand…maybe a little drunk.” She paused, looked over at Sarah, then poked her arm.
 

Sarah stirred, as if waking up, even though her eyes had been open. “Huh?” she said.
 

This caused Hannah to start giggling again.
 

The black man, who’d been staring at me since I arrived, turned and eyed Sarah.
 

My insides tightened as my imagination began to fun wild. How long had I been asleep? What had happened in the meantime? Who was this guy and what the hell was he doing here?
 

I tried my best to stay calm but it was impossible to keep my mind from sinking to the lowest, most darkest possibilities.
 

But it was seeing Sarah sleepily lean to one side and rest her head against his shoulder that really set me off. It might have been an innocent gesture but to me it looked like a very intimate thing for her to be doing. A bolt of panic shot through me. “What the hell is going?”
 

The black man’s brow furrowed even more as he stared at me with his dark eyes.
 

Hannah seemed confused by the question until she looked over and saw what Sarah had done. Her expression lightened up again as she turned to me. “Relax, Don Juan. She’s just had a little too much.”
 

“Yeah, dude. Chill.”
 

I was getting more irritated with each second but the last thing I wanted to do was start playing the jealous boyfriend in front of Hannah and…whoever this guy was. “What time is it?” I asked instead.
 

Hannah shrugged. She craned her neck left to check the clock. The shift in balance nearly sent her flying off her chair. She grabbed the table to steady herself and started chuckling. “Three,” she said.
 

“Like, three in the morning?” I asked.
 

“Like, yeah!” Hannah replied.
 

Black man raised an eye, confused. 
 

“Oh, sorry,” I muttered. “I haven’t been up this late in a while.”
 

“You don’t say!” Hannah erupted, slapping the table with the palm of her hand. She burst out into what seemed like completely unjustified laughter.
 

Black man cracked a smile.
 

The whole thing smacked of crappy house parties from my younger days. I felt myself slipping into a familiar role, the nerd standing in the corner watching everyone have fun, occasional butt of someone’s joke or insult.
 

Well, I decided that wasn’t me anymore.
 

I walked up to the table, hand outstretched towards the guy Sarah was dozing against. “Hi. I’m Eli.”
 

“Oh! How rude of me!” Hannah said, flapping her hand in front of her face as if she were a lady from a gentler time.
 

The guy ignored the joke and I decided to do the same.
 

He leaned forward, careful not to disturb Sarah and shook my hand. “Jim,” he said.
 

Unfortunately that thing happened that sometimes does with handshakes. He closed his hand around mine a moment to early, grasping only my fingers in a way that made it impossible to return the shake. My hand felt like a wet noodle getting squeezed by a vice.
 

As we pulled away from the greeting I thought of asking him to try again. But Hannah was watching us and I didn’t want to invite any more sarcastic quips. “So, uh…what have you guys been up to?” I asked, still not sure who this guy was, exactly.
 

Hannah leaned over and ran her slender hands down Jim’s muscled arm. “Oh, you know. A little bit of this, a little bit of that.” As she reached his wrist, she stuck a lazy finger out and trailed it back up his arm, eyeing him and biting her lip.
 

He turned to stare at her. “You need some, baby?” he asked, his voice a low growl.
 

Hannah shot me a smirk. “I don’t know. Yeah. I guess. Maybe. Let’s hang out some more, though. Why don’t we go into the living room now that the couch is free.”
 

Jim shrugged gently, then turned to look at Sarah. “What about her?” he asked. “You want me to take her upstairs?”
 

“Wait, what?” I blurted, as adrenaline drenched my veins. “Why…why would you that?” My heart was suddenly pounding in my chest.
 

Hannah and Jim both turned and looked at me with funny stares. Hannah raised an eye.
 

“She looks tired,” Jim said. “Little rude just to let her fall asleep on the table, don’t you think?”
 

My breathing slowed but my cheeks started turning red again as I realized what an ass hat I’d been. He was just being a gentleman and trying to put her to bed. I glanced at Hannah to see her still staring at me in a very funny way. “Uh-oh,” she said, putting a hand over her round mouth. “I forgot to mention that Eli’s her husband. Seems like someone’s getting a little jealous.”
 

The way she was smiling at me took me right back to freshman year. Girls had a certain way of laughing at guys like me back then. Dismissive and disdainful laughs. The kind of laughs, say, the captain of the football team would never have to hear.
 

“I’m not jealous,” I spat back. I regretted saying the words as soon as they’d come out.
 

“Wow,” Jim said, holding up a hand. “Everybody chill.”
 

His suggestion had the opposite effect. Everything twisted together, Sarah’s head on his shoulder, Hannah’s conniving smile, his stoicism, to make the rage that had been boiling inside me nearly boil over.
 

“Jealous?” Sarah muttered, trying to lift her head. “Who’s jealous?”
 

Hannah started laughing as Jim turned to look at Sarah who seemed like she was going nowhere of her own accord.
 

I opened my mouth to say something. I knew I should probably try and wake Sarah up, get her upstairs and put her to bed. I didn’t know what I was doing. Or maybe I did. Fuck. Who knows any more?
 

I couldn’t take my eyes off of Jim staring at her. It was just that he was looking at her to see if she was waking up or what. His eyes were wandering down towards her breasts. She was still wearing the same t-shirt she had on that morning. Still no bra. Her nipples had hardened and were poking out through the fabric.
 

I couldn’t really hold it against him. Any man would have done the same. His gaze lingered on her pretty tits far too long.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Hannah staring at him and occasionally glancing at me.
 

I think if I had to pinpoint the exact moment my dark fantasy first emerged fully formed, this would have been it. I was gripped by the scene, couldn’t stop staring at Sarah’s pretty face pressed against Jim’s perpetually flexed bicep, nuzzling closer as if her were her husband and not me. My mind wandered off on it’s own, following the narrow path into the darkest corner of my mind, dragging me with it until I was forced to confront what was causing my cock to rise.
 

I wasn’t just jealous of this my wife cuddling up with this cut, black stud. I was aroused by it. Powerfully so.
 

“What say,” Hannah began, flashing me a wicked smile before turning to Jim and running her hand down his arm again. “What say we take her into the living room instead, hmm? That way we won’t have to feel bad that we abandoned her.”
 

Jim glanced at Hannah, then turned to look at me. “Your call hubby,” he said.
 

This calmed and reassured me a bit. The situation, which had thus far been spinning completely out of my control, steadied. I felt like I was getting a grip on things.
 

The rational part of my mind kept nagging me to drag Sarah upstairs and put her to bed. But the animal in me won over. The night was almost over anyways. What could possibly go wrong?
 






Chapter Eleven


Watching Jim ease Sarah off his shoulder, then scoop her up into his powerful arms made me catch my breath. I staggered back as he walked past me, giving him room to duck under the door frame and sweep her off into the living room.
 

Hannah came sauntering after him, setting one foot in front of the other like she was a model on a runaway, wearing her devilish grin. She stopped not more than foot from me. Too close for “just friends” to be standing in front of each other at three in the morning after one of them had had a boozy, drug-fuelled night.
 

“What are you doing?” I whispered.
 

Hannah smirked as her eyes ran down to my belt, then back up. “What do you want me to do?” she said, leaning even closer.
 

Her breath reeked of pot and beer and the sharp sting of hard alcohol.
 

I could have said any number of things.
 

What are you talking about?
 

Get away from me!
 

This is a bad idea.
 

All of those came to mind the next morning. Far too late.
 

I reverted back to old Eli, the guy who lurked in corners at parties feeling uncomfortable about any girl that approached him. The one who’d let himself be humiliated by their laughter so many times. Humiliated and a little aroused. More than a little aroused.
 

“I…”
 

Hannah’s gaze bored into me. She had gorgeous blue eyes and I couldn’t tear mine away. My breathing quickened, along with my pulse.
 

She pressed the tip of her finger against the top button on my shirt. She let it fall slowly and come to rest on the next one, then the next one after that, then the next. Until it was just one button away from my belt.
 

I glanced down, my cock already tenting my pants at the thought that her slender hand might find it’s way lower, to somewhere far more illicit.
 

“You know Sarah told us about you,” she whispered.
 

My eyes shot up to hers. “What? She did? About what?”
 

“Oh stop playing fucking hard to get, Eli,” she said, her expression twisting into something more sinister. “She told us all about the little thing you have for me.”
 

My eyes shot open and I looked away almost immediately. “Thing? I don’t have a…a thing. She said that? Sarah said that?” I blathered.
 

“She sure did,” Hannah replied, running her finger around my shirt button. “You’re quite the little pervert, aren’t you Eli?” she whispered.
 

Talk about reverting to my former self. Instead of telling her to back off and stop taunting me, I let myself sink into the deliciously awkward and illicit feeling her advance on me had brought. Her lips were just inches from mine and I felt myself leaning forward as I opened my mouth.
 

“Ah, ah, ah!” Hannah said, putting the tip of her finger against my chest. “Not so fast, bud. You’re still married, remember?” She threw her head back in a raucous laugh, then slipped past me and into the living room.
 

The whole thing had me good and fired up. There was a bit of anger and resentment burning inside me. At Sarah having shared a very intimate secret with Hannah and this stranger, Jim. But also at how Hannah was toying with me.
 

It did nothing to dampen the raging erection that was straining against my pants. I took a deep breath, turned and followed Hannah into the living room.
 

Jim had laid Sarah down on the couch and taken a seat at her feet.
 

I watched Hannah stroll across the room seductively. She came to a stop in front of Jim, her stare and the way she was biting her finger inviting all sorts of lascivious images. She was clearly still buzzing on her high and lacking any sort of inhibitions.
 

Jim stared at her for a while. His eyes roamed down her body. He adjusted his package, seemingly unperturbed by the fact that he had an audience of one in me standing at the door. “Yo’ you gonna’ take a seat or what?” he said, nodding towards me. “You stressing me out.”
 

Hannah turned to look at me and giggled. “Yeah, that’s our Eli…” she said, the words coming out slightly slurred.
 

I shuffled across the room and sat down in one of the ratty old armchairs tucked away in a corner. I was just about to try and make some conversation when Jim lifted his hand and waved Hannah closer with two fingers. “You gonna’ suck a brother’s dick tonight or what?” he asked, like he was ordering coffee or something.
 

A bolt of panic raced through me as Hannah giggled and sank to her knees in front of him. I couldn’t believe this was happening, to be honest. I actually pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.
 

It took a moment for the sharp sting of betrayal to reach my brain. Not that I had any right to it. I was a married man, after all, as Hannah had pointed out. But the fact that just moments before she’d been hitting on me and now it looked like she was actually going to give Jim a blow job in front of my very eyes was…disconcerting.
 

But kind of hot, too.
 

Actually, it was really hot.
 

My cock bounced in my lap as I sat on the edge of the chair. “Um, I should probably…” I muttered the words, then stopped. I’d intended to make a quick exit when I remembered that Sarah was still laying on the couch. There was no way in hell I was going to leave her there while Hannah and Jim got it on next to her. It seemed like an impossible situation.
 

“What’s the matter, Eli?” Hannah said, staring at me with sultry eyes as she pawed at Jim’s cock through his pants.
 

Before I could reply, Jim gave her a hand, so to speak. He undid his zipper, pulled his boxers down and whipped out the fattest, longest and blackest piece of man-meat I’d ever seen.
 

I’m not gay or anything, and of course, as the old saying goes “not that there’s anything wrong with that. But I could not take my eyes off his thing.
 

If not for the fact that it wiggled and waggled in his lap I could have been convinced that it was carved out of ebony. The skin was stretched so tight that every gnarled vein seemed like it was going to pop through if it got any tighter.
 

He was uncut and getting hard enough that the purple tip was just starting to turtle from beneath the wrinkled flap of skin.
 

“Whaddya say, Eli?” Hannah whispered, her eyes still locked on me. “You don’t mind if I give Jim here a little sugar, do you?”
 

I was speechless. I sat there staring at Hannah, not blinking and coming up with absolutely nothing useful to say.
 

“What’re you talkin’ about?” Jim said, turning to look at me and grinning. “Motherfucker’s practically drooling over there waitin’ for it!” Him and Hannah started chuckling but after a moment his smile faded as he turned to her. “Now get yo’ mouth on that dick before I have to slap you around about it!”
 

The order was as jarring as it was erotic. I’d never in my life heard a man talk to a woman like that. Hell, even the porn I watched every now and again was tamer. It was so absolutely inappropriate and misogynistic. I was positive Jim had earned himself a slap across the face.
 

But to my absolute shock, Hannah crawled forward, wrapped her fist around the root of his cock, then impaled his meat into her mouth. 
 

Eyeing me the whole time.
 

I was blown away. I mean, absolutely blown away.
 

She kept staring at me out of the corner of her eye as she began the sloppiest, most filthy blow job I could have ever imagined. 
 

Each thrust of her face towards his pelvis ended in a wet gurgle as she exaggerated the sound of gagging on his thick member. Every time she pulled away she let him nearly fall out. She kept her mouth open wide enough that the spluttering sounds of suction bounced around the room. She had him completely hard in under thirty seconds.
 

And me?
 

Fuck.
 

I had a boner I’d never experienced before. It was wrong, wrong, wrong all wrong. I was married to Sarah. I had no business being jealous about Hannah sucking another guy’s cock. But there was nothing I could do about my own reaction.
 

Jealousy burned away inside me and each time Hannah glanced at me out of the corner of her eye it got worse, searing my insides and making my cock jolt stiff.
 

Jim settled back to watch.
 

I tried my best to pry my eyes away from the vulgar scene, to look anywhere but at the nine inches of black man disappearing down Hannah’s mouth. It was impossible. I just couldn’t look away.
 

Hannah came up for air. A string of drool hung from her lower lip. She wiped it off with the back of her hand, panting heavily. “Enjoying the show, tiger?” she asked with a smile. Then she winked.
 

The wink lanced through me like a blade. The memory of Sarah doing the same thing flashed through my mind. The panic putting the two together inspired was like sliding down a very steep hill and being unable to stop.
 

Was this why Sarah had started doing it? If so what the hell was Hannah doing winking at her?
 

Jim looked over at me and smiled. “Oh yeah,” he said. “That’s right. Your pretty little wife told us about your crush.” His hand moved off his lap, slid the six inches across the couch pillow and slithered up until Sarah’s petite feet were completely covered by his dark paw.
 

My cock stiffened that the ache in my loins actually began to hurt.
 

Hannah and Jim must have noticed because they both started chuckling again.
 

I knew I should say something, tell him to stop touching her, fuck, tell the two of them that I was going to bed. But I couldn’t leave Sarah there.
 

And as the seconds ticked into minutes it became increasingly more clear to me that I didn’t want to.
 

Sarah stirred. She let out a cute little growl.
 

My breath stopped in my chest. What the fuck was I going to tell her if she woke up and saw what was happening? How in the hell was I going to explain myself?
 

Jim gave her foot a little rub and a squeeze.
 

The tension left her body and she settled back against the pillows, her breathing slowing again.
 

Hannah either hadn’t noticed what had happened or didn’t care. She was bobbing up and down on Jim like her life depended on it, using her hand to pump his shaft as she did. She looked like she’d never tasted anything so good in her life, too.
 

Jim turned back to her and sort of purred. He cocked his head to one side, watching Hannah fucking his cock with her face. He reached beneath her chest and, to my astonishment, gave her tit a rough squeeze. “Take those titties out,” he ordered.
 

Hannah popped off of his cock, leaving it glistening and swaying in the dim light. She yanked her shirt up over her head, freeing her breasts. Then she resumed the furious sucking and jerking, squeezing Jim’s baseball-sized nuts with her other hand.
 

It didn’t take long watching Jim getting blown by Hannah and rubbing Sarah’s feet for the idea to form in my mind. Seeing my sweet and innocent little Sarah lying there, the unwitting participant to Jim and Hannah’s little game inspired a torrent of the most vivid scenes in my imagination.
 

I did my best to ignore them but it was impossible. The visions, once formed, could not be un-thought. And so, as Hannah brought Jim closer to eruption, I did a little mental CGI and superimposed Sarah’s face onto her.
 

The noise I made as I ejaculated into my underwear made my cheeks flush red again. It was the most confusing orgasm I’d ever had.
 

“Take it,” Jim grunted. He put his hand on the back of Hannah’s neck and pulled her face into his lap.
 

The gagging sound she made was a hell of a lot more real than the previous one’s. Her eyes bugged out and her face started turning red.
 

The only indication Jim gave that he was experiencing anything was the tiny snarl that curled one corner of his mouth.
 

That and the splatter of ejaculate that shot out of Hannah’s nose.
 

As he held her nose pressed up against his abdomen I could see the muscles at the base of his cock flexing and releasing, pumping semen through his urethra and into Hannah’s throat.
 

Time seemed to stop. Each second that passed made me more concerned for Hannah but also more aroused. Jim was using her in the most dominant and alpha way, treating her like she was his personal fuck-doll. Did men really behave like that?
 

My refractory period which was normally fifteen minutes at the best of times seemed non-existent. I was up and achingly hard again before Jim had finished blowing his load into Hannah’s mouth.
 

When he finally let her go she yanked herself off him. Her face was streaked with black mascara. She threw her head back and inhaled a lungful of air.
 

Again I thought that Jim had earned himself a slap across the cheek acting like that. Again I was surprised.
 

Hannah collected the lingering strands of his ejaculate with her finger and scooped them into her mouth. Pushing her tits out she extended her neck and let her jaw fall open.
 

My cock twitched at the realization of what she was doing. Presenting his good work to him for appraisal. She sloshed the sticky liquid inside her mouth. A trickle of it dripped out and landed on her exposed tit with a soft splat.
 

Jim didn’t seem to mind.
 

Hannah closed her mouth. The muscles in her throat tightened, then relaxed as she swallowed the entire load.
 

Jim had already stuffed his hose back into his pants. He hauled himself up off the couch. When he glanced down at her he noticed the drop of cum on her breast. “What about that?” he asked. “Snack for later?” he added with a smirk.
 

Hannah shook her head. She gazed up into his eyes like an adoring lover. Or a really good prostitute. It was hard to tell which look it was. “Was that okay, baby?” she whispered. She popped another finger into her mouth and sucked on it.
 

“Yeah it was ‘a-ight,” Jim said.
 

Hannah put her hands on his thighs. “You’re not gonna’ stay?” she asked, the hint of a whine in her tone.
 

“Nah,” Jim said, stepping around her. “I gotta’ work at nine. You gonna’ have to finish yourself off tonight.”
 

Hannah slumped back in a disappointed pout.
 

Jim turned and shot me a look. “Or get lover boy to do it over there. His dick looks harder than fuckin’ concrete!” He slapped his hands together, then started to laugh. “I’m out.”
 

Sarah stirred at the sound of the door slamming in the hallway but settled back onto the couch and began to snore a few moments later.
 

Hannah stayed on the floor in her dejected pose, tits hanging out and drooping, her face a filthy mess. She finally turned and eyed me with a hungry stare, then started crawling across the floor towards my chair.
 

“Uh, Hannah, no. No, no. I can…”
 

I was interrupted by her crawling up into my lap. She settled down, pressing my hard cock into my lap. The scent of her arousal was accompanied by the feeling of dampness soaking through my underwear.
 

I glanced down. “Holy shit,” I whispered. She was so turned on her juices had soaked through her pants.
 

“Come on, Eli, you little pervert. I know you want it. I’m so fucking horny right now. Just this once. I promise not to tell.”
 






Chapter Twelve


I hardened as Hannah began to grind the damp spot between her legs against my cock. There must have been some rational part of my mind left because I heard it screaming “No! No! No!” in ever softer tones right before I caved.
 

Hannah’s tits slapped gently against each other as she rubbed herself closer to a climax on my lap.
 

I can’t say I’d never imagined it before. Maybe not exactly the way it had happened but something like it. It only made me more turned on that Sarah was sleeping on the couch right behind Hannah’s back.
 

Sarah.
 

The thought sent a rush of cold through my veins. I tried to push Hannah off of my lap but she wouldn’t budge. “Hannah, you’ve gotta’…you’ve gotta stop this,” I muttered.
 

Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was hanging open as she panted in time with each sway of her hips. She was a picture of filth.
 

I put my hands on her hips and tried to force her off.
 

Her eyes popped open and she glared at me. It looked like she was about to snarl. “Oh Eli come on!” she snapped.
 

Come on? What the hell? She was riding me trying to get off with my wife in the same damn room!
 

But the nasty expression faded as she realized I wasn’t that serious about getting her off. Still grinding against me, she leaned forward, her lips nearly touching mine. “Oh I get it. You want to make it look like you tried?”
 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked. It came out sounding about as half-hearted as I felt. Hannah’s hot, damp juices had soaked through my pants and shorts. Each rub of her dripping cunt pushed me closer to another climax. I had lost before the game had even begun. “Fuck, you have to stop!” I grunted. “I’m gonna’…I’m gonna’…”
 

Hannah stopped. She lifted herself about an inch off of my lap and held herself there.
 

I let out a moan, my hips jutting up trying to find her sweet friction again to finish myself off.
 

“Oh now you want to keep going?” Hannah whispered.
 

She didn’t need to hear the answer to know what it was. 
 

I sat beneath her trembling, a hair-width from the point of inevitability with my heart pounding in my ears.
 

“Well now it’s not going to be so easy, my little pervert,” she whispered.
 

The words my little pervert nearly sent me careening over the edge.
 

“If you want me to finish you off you’re going to have to let me borrow something from you.”
 

“Bo…borrow something?” I whispered, breathless from the anticipation.
 

“Yeah,” Hannah whispered back.
 

“What?” I asked.
 

The sound of saliva sticking in her mouth preceded her answer. “Your mouth.” Before I knew it she had unbuttoned her pants, shoved them down and off her ankles and was crawling up onto my chest.
 

“What? Fuck, Hannah, no! I can’t…I mean I can’t do this…we can’t do this…” I stammered.
 

Hannah paused, turned to look behind her, then climbed up and put her thighs around my head, her knees settling over the back of the chair.
 

The acrid smell of her excitement singed my nostrils. My cock hardened at the smell. I hadn’t smelled another woman in a decade. As much as I hated myself for what I was allowing to happen, it was hot as hell.
 

“You worried about sleeping beauty over there?” Hannah asked. “Trust me. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”
 

A disconcerting thing to hear, to say the least. “What? What do you mean?”
 

Hannah smirked. “You should have seen your pretty wife tonight, Eli. She couldn’t keep her eyes off of Jim. Honestly? It was a little embarrassing. I think she laughed at every fucking word that came out of his mouth. Like a little bitch in heat. I bet she would have gobbled his big black dick up faster than I did.” She threw her head back and laughed. “Ha! She would have fucking fought me for it, the way she was acting.”
 

If I had to make a list of last things I ever expected to hear, this one would have been pretty high up. I stared up into Hannah’s eyes. “What?”
 

“Oh, I wouldn’t want to spoil Sarah’s little surprise for you,” she said.
 

A hot jolt of jealous angst shot down my spine. “Surprise? What surprise?” I asked. My mind began to race thinking of all the terrible things Sarah might surprise me with. Had something happened? Had she really been throwing herself at Jim all night? Or was this some fucked up way for Hannah to get what she wanted and get me eating her out?
 

Hannah rolled her eyes above me. She shifted, tightening the muscles in her pussy causing a squelching sound. “Well I can’t tell you that, silly,” she purred. “Otherwise it wouldn’t be a surprise. Let’s just say I don’t think your wife would mind too much what was happening if she were awake. Now are we gonna’ do this or what? My legs are getting tired.”
 

I definitely let my imagination get the better of me. Not that I had that much choice. The whole thing, watching Jim get a blow job while he touched Sarah’s feet, the jealousy it had inspired, Hannah coming onto me, had my head spinning. I felt drunk. Looking up into her eyes I let my mouth fall open.
 

Hannah’s eyes lit up. She cracked a smile and ran her fingers through my hair. “That’s a good boy,” she purred. “That’s a good little pervert.”
 

Suddenly every sense was filled with Hannah. My hands touched her soft, fleshy ass. The sharp smell of her juice shot up my nose and the vinegar taste of it slathered along my tongue. Her bush tickled the tip of my nose.
 

I had crossed a threshold and it seemed like there was no going back. As she mashed her pelvis against my mouth I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and started caressing it in slow circles.
 

Hannah reached down and grabbed one of my hands. She brought it up between her legs and pulled out two fingers. She guided the tips of them to her wet hole, then shoved them inside. “Okay,” she said, panting. “Now fuck me with your hand.”
 

I did what she asked. With my face full of muff I started fucking her with my fingers. They pumped in and out of her with wet slops, hot squirts of her juice running down onto my palm and forearm.
 

She balled her hand into a fist still gripping my hair. Then she started to jerk it back and forth, rubbing herself against my mouth.
 

It occurred to me through the hungry ache between my legs that Hannah was doing the same thing to me that Jim had done to her. Using my like a fuck-doll. It was disturbing how hot it was.
 

I saw the muscles in her abdomen tighten. She let out a grunt. A moment later a splash of her clear juice rushed into my mouth.
 

I nearly gagged but managed to swallow it back.
 

Her grinding turned to fitful jerks as she rode out her climax on my face. I felt smothered in Hannah. As the orgasm subsided, she let go of my hair, pulled her pussy away from my mouth and slid down my chest back into my lap.
 

Excitement rushed through me at knowing it was my turn. Somewhere off in a dark corner of my mind I still knew I should stop. Secrets or not this was not something I should have been doing. With Sarah sleeping in the same room or not.
 

But fuck. She was so hot and wet and I was so close that I just shut the door on that. I knew this wouldn’t end well but when you’re that close…
 

So instead of pushing her away I let my hands settle on her hips. I started moving her back and forth. Her tits were right in front of me, nipples hard and swollen. There was still a dried stain where Jim’s cum had landed. It was all so fucking hot.
 

“There ya’ go,” Hannah purred. “Feels good, huh? Feels nice? Yeah? You ready? You ready to come in your pants my little pervert?” she asked.
 

I had climbed my way back up to nearly the peak of another orgasm. I grabbed her and held her in place, trying to stretch the feeling out. If I was going to cum with another woman on top of me I was going to get the most bang I could out of it. At least make the fallout later worthwhile, you know?
 

I sat up straight and wrapped my arms around her back.
 

Hannah sat higher, picked up a tit with her hand and before I knew what she was doing, plopped the nipple into my mouth. “Take it,” she whispered.
 

I groaned. My back arched as the first blast of ejaculate came rushing through my shaft. I squeezed against Hannah, high enough to see over her shoulder.
 

I froze.
 

Sarah wasn’t sleeping anymore. She was sitting up on the couch, propped up on one elbow with her eyes open staring at us.
 

I uttered guttural grunt as my climax peaked, staring into my wife’s eyes as I rubbed myself out against Hannah. As soon as I’d climaxed the orgasm slithered back down my spine. Dragging behind it was the worst guilt I’d ever felt.
 

“Eli? You okay?” Hannah asked. She pushed herself away from me to look into my eyes. She must have noticed my thousand-yard stare because she froze, then slowly turned around.
 

A thick silence settled on the room.
 

“Oh. You’re up.”
 

The words shattered the glass bubble I felt like I was floating inside.
 

Hannah crawled off my lap and stepped into her pants. She pulled them up, buttoned them, then grabbed her shirt off the floor and slipped it on. She looked about as concerned as if she’d just her lottery numbers and hadn’t won. She glanced at me and smiled. Then she looked at Sarah. Walking by her on her way towards the stairs, she gave her shoulder a squeeze. “I’ll leave you two alone then. Good night.”
 

And just like that she was gone leaving me staring at Sarah. A woman I knew to be my wife but who looked totally different now. Like a person I’d never met.
 

“Sarah…I…” I made to stand but the way she lifted her finger stopped me.
 

She swung her legs over the edge of the couch. She stood up and padded over to where I was sitting on bare feet.
 

My mouth fell open as she lowered herself onto my lap, tucking her knees between my thighs and the arms of the chair. She put her hands on my chest and sighed.
 

What in the hell was going on?
 

“Did you have a nice time?” she whispered.
 

I cringed inside. This was it. This was going to be it. Fallout. Hopefully it had been worth it. Of course it hadn’t. Things like that rarely are. “Sarah I’m so…”
 

“Shh.” She pressed her palm against my cheek.
 

I looked up into her eyes. I just couldn’t see any anger there. “Sarah?”
 

She leaned forward and kissed me. The filthy thrill of Sarah’s lips touching mine, still covered in Hannah’s goo hardened my cock again. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die.
 

“Sarah, please, say something,” I begged as she pulled away from the kiss.
 

She gazed into my eyes for a long time.
 

“Please?” I whispered.
 

Her lips parted.
 

The tension of not knowing what was going to come out twisted my insides into a tight knot.
 

“Would you be mad if I’d had sex with another man?” she asked.
 

The blood rushed out of my head and into my cock, pressing the head of it against the soft space between her legs.
 







Chapter Thirteen


“Did you?” I gasped. My eyes darted across her face, searching for a sign, any sign that would tell me that what she’d said wasn’t true. My head was suddenly throbbing, there was a ringing in my ears and Sarah seemed to transform in front of my eyes.
 

Could this really be happening? Had Sarah, my sweet Sarah done the unthinkable? Had she…fucked Jim?
 

I moved my mouth but no sound came out. It was like one of those dreams where you try to run but your legs just won’t do what you tell them even though danger is imminent.
 

Was everything about to end?
 

“God Sarah, did you?” I managed to gasp again. The sensation of my hard cock pulsing against her was in the periphery but strong enough it couldn’t be ignored.
 

Sarah glanced down between our bodies, looking at my lap to make sure what she was feeling was real. She looked up and narrowed her eyes. She bit her lower lip, as if contemplating whether to tell the truth.
 

The shake of her head started as just the slightest look sideways. Then it sped up until it couldn’t be clearer what she meant. “No.”
 

The single word pierced through me, deflating the tension that had come with not knowing. “Oh my God…” I exhaled, slumping back against the chair. “I thought…” I stopped, leaving the thought unspoken.
 

“What?” Sarah asked. “That I’d had sex with Jim?”
 

Hannah’s words came tumbling back into my mind. The description of Sarah as a little bitch in heat seemed entirely implausible. But just thinking about the possibility hardened my cock again. “Sarah. What the fuck is going on?”
 

Sarah watched me for a long time before answering. A slow smile spread across her lips. “Eli, you’re sweating,” she said softly.
 

I sighed. If I’d taken my blood pressure at that moment I’d probably have ended up going to the hospital. “Sarah what the hell happened? When I was asleep?”
 

The smile blossomed into a giggle. Sarah wiggled on my lap, rubbing my cock as she did. “Yeah. You were passed right out. It was kind of funny. We were in here and talking and hanging out and you didn’t budge.”
 

“What happened.” It came out sounding much more urgent than I’d wanted it to but at that point I no longer cared. I just wanted to know what was going on.
 

“Hannah brought Jim home. I guess he bounces at Denito’s sometimes.” She was looking past me to some point far off in the distance.
 

I couldn’t take it any longer. I sat up, put my hands on her arms and shook her gently. “Hannah said…she said you were…”
 

Just say it, Eli. Flirting with him.
 

Sarah looked down at me again. Her eyes were filled with excitement and wonder and mischief. “We just had a nice time. Nothing happened. I promise. Wow you are really worked up about this aren’t you?”
 

The rage I’d been trying to suppress for what felt like days came bubbling to the surface again. Despite being right on top of me it seemed like some part of Sarah was slipping away. “Sarah,” I said, my voice suddenly stern. “I feel like you owe me more of an explanation than…”
 

Her smile faded. She folded her arms across her chest and leaned back. “I owe you an explanation?” she asked. She reached up and ran a finger along my cheek. Hard enough that it turned my head to one side. “I can still smell Hannah’s pussy all over your face! What do you have to say about that?”
 

My indignation deflated. In my quest to get to the bottom of what was going on I’d nearly forgotten about my own indiscretion. I turned to look at her again. “I don’t…I don’t know what happened,” I offered, shaking my head.
 

Sarah smiled with one corner of her mouth. “Is that right? I bet I could probably figure it out for you. Your little fantasy finally came true. And you ended up with a mouthful of Hannah’s muff!” She burst into giggles.
 

I was completely confused. I thought Sarah would have been furious to wake up and find me with a “mouthful of Hannah’s muff.” (Also, muff? What the hell?) And here she was laughing about it like it had been a drunken game of truth or dare that hadn’t changed anything.
 

“She…she just climbed onto me and…”
 

“Ha!” Sarah guffawed, throwing her head back. “Is that why your dick is so hard?” Before I could react she reached between us and gripped my shaft through my pants. Her smile faded, replaced by a much more sultry expression. “Fuck you are hard.”
 

This was getting more surreal by the minute. The craziest thing of all was that I was still stiff as an iron rod.
 

Sarah’s eyes met mine. She was still gripping my cock and her stare bored into my deepest, softest place.
 

I shuddered at how close I suddenly felt with her.
 

“I saw the whole thing, you know?”
 

“What?” I whispered.
 

“I wasn’t really sleeping,” she answered with a laugh. “Jim’s a lot of things but gentle, he ain’t. I was going to sit up when you came into the room but then Hannah did her little slut walk and Jim told her to get on her knees. Oh my God I almost squealed when I heard that!”
 

My eyes were bugging out of my head at the admission. “You…you were awake?”
 

“Yup,” she replied. Her eyes narrowed again. “I saw you staring at them. I saw you watching Hannah as she sucked his cock. I saw how turned on you got. You want to feel how turned on that made me?” she asked.
 

With my mouth still hanging open, Sarah guided my hand to her abdomen, pulled her sweats and panties away and stuffed it into her crotch.
 

My cock throbbed as the tips of my fingers melted past her folds. The inside of her pussy was sticky wet and hot, hot, hot. “Sarah, I…” I began. I was still trying to make sense of what was going on. This new revelation, that she’d been awake and watching, only made things more confusing.
 

“Why don’t you shut up for a second, Eli,” she whispered.
 

I was taken aback by the command. It was very unlike her to talk to me like that. Still, kind of hot.
 

“I saw you staring at your little crush,” she said, referring to Hannah. “I saw how much you liked watching her choke on that big black dick.”
 

I gasped.
 

“What?” Sarah asked. “Not going to deny it are you?”
 

Each step we took seemed to plunge us deeper down some rabbit hole from which I didn’t know if there was any turning back. Sarah, who had been a loving and attentive partner in our marriage, had suddenly grabbed the reins of our relationship and was whipping it into a gallop. “What’s gotten into you?” was all I could think to ask.
 

Sarah shrugged. “I don’t know. I drank too much. Hannah had some pot, too. I got a little…crazy. You know?”
 

I shook my head. I couldn’t remember exactly but I was pretty sure I’d never known her to do anything like this.
 

“Do you ever wish we’d…” She trailed off, leaving the end of the sentence dangling.
 

“Wish we’d what?” I asked.
 

“Do you ever wish we’d…had more fun? I just mean…I don’t mean we haven’t had a good marriage or anything. It’s just that my whole life has been so…boring. And safe. I’ve always been worried about grades and doing the right thing and my career and…”
 

My heart was thundering inside my chest. I wasn’t sure where she was going with this but that in itself was exciting as hell. “What are you saying?”
 

Very slowly at first, Sarah began rubbing her hand back and forth along my stiff cock. Her mouth curled into a wicked half-smile. “Hannah’s such partyer,” she whispered.
 

“She also waits tables at one of the diviest…”
 

“Yeah, I know,” she said, cutting me off. “But she’s lived, Eli. She party’s hard and…and brings home guys like Jim and…and…”
 

“And sucks them off?” I whispered.
 

Sarah bit her lip and sucked in a breath at what I’d said.
 

“Are you saying…”
 

Before I could say any more Sarah rose up out of my lap. She reached down, yanked my pants so my belt was around my thighs.
 

My cock sprang out.
 

Sarah pushed the sweats she was wearing down off her hips. The sweet fragrance of her drenched puss wafted up between us. She reached under herself, grabbed my cock and aimed it at her hole. A moment later she sank down onto me.
 

I groaned as the tight walls of her wet pussy engulfed my member in heat.
 

“Oh fuck, Eli.”
 

My head began to spin as Sarah started a slow ride on top of me. She put her hands on my chest and began rocking back and forth. She swayed, her pussy swallowing me then letting me go. The sticky sounds of our coupling the only sound in the room.
 

“I saw you watching me. When Jim started rubbing my feet I saw you watching me. Did you like that, Eli?”
 

I was about to protest but my dick throbbed inside her causing her to smile.
 

“I thought so,” she whispered. “It looked like you did.” She rocked back and forth on me a few times, her head rolling back, a gentle moan escaping her lips. “It feels like you do.” She squeezed her pussy around my stiff cock.
 

The vision I’d had, right before Hannah had finished Jim in her mouth, the vision of Sarah doing the same thing, filled my mind again.
 

“Mmm,” Sarah purred. “What was that?”
 

I could barely think through the thick fog of confusion clouding my mind. But my body was climbing towards another climax. My hips jutted up, slamming my meat into Sarah’s sweet pussy.
 

“Oh fuck yeah,” she whispered. “Just like that.” She started riding faster, her pussy dripping juice down onto my nuts. “I thought of it, Eli.” Suddenly she was staring straight at me as she continued to ride. “I got drunk and I started thinking about what it would be like to be a bad girl. To be like Hannah for a little while. I’ve never done anything like that, you know? I’ve never…brought a guy home and…and…”
 

“Sucked him off?” I offered.
 

Sarah started slamming her body against me. She groaned. “Oh fuck does that make me a bad person? I thought of what it would be like to fuck another man. I thought of what it would be like to get fucked by a big black man. Just. Like. Jim. Fuck it made me so horny, Eli.”
 

The room started to spin around me. I grabbed Sarah’s hips and started thrusting up and down in time with her ride. All I could imagine in my mind’s eye was that column of dark meat pumping in and out of my wife, slick with her mucus.
 

Sarah’s eyes went wide. “You thought about it too, didn’t you Eli?” she asked in a fervent whisper. “You thought about what it would be like to watch Jim fuck my pussy, didn’t you? When he was touching my feet?”
 

My cock stiffened inside her and cum started pooling at it’s base. “Fuck, Sarah,” I grunted.
 

Her rocking turned even more violent. She glared at me with an intensity I’d never seen. “Fuck I knew it!” she squealed, entirely too loud. “What if we tried it, Eli?” she whispered, then leaned forward and thrust her tongue into my mouth.
 

My whole body was tense with excitement, perched on the edge of release.
 

Sarah broke away from our kiss and slid back and forth along my shaft. “All we ever do is worry,” she said. “What if we just…took a break from all that? Let’s just…get a little wild?”
 

The orgasm her words inspired was nearly painful from all the times I’d already come. I grunted as seed rushed through my shaft and sprayed her soft insides.
 

Sarah squeezed her eyes shut tight. She lifted one hand to her chest and squeezed her nipple.
 

Through the haze of orgasm I realized she was trying to make herself come, too. I tried my best to keep my erection. Even after I was spent I tried thrusting up into her, tried to keep the vision of Jim’s dick plowing into her in my mind and keep me hard. It was no use. After a few more thrusts my cock fell out of her, sloppy and soft. “Fuck,” I muttered. “I’m sorry.”
 

Sarah’s shoulders slumped. A weak smile formed on her lips. “It’s okay,” she whispered back.
 

But it wasn’t okay. Not to me. I’d managed to get myself off three times that night. Jim had had his and I’d taken care of Sarah’s best friend, something she didn’t seem terribly upset about. There was no way I was going to leave the love of my life hanging.
 

I pushed her off me.
 

Sarah scrambled back, catching her balance just in time to not fall over. She giggled. For everything that had happened she seemed to be in a surprisingly good mood.
 

Jumping up off the chair I grabbed her arms, spun her around and sat her down in the spot I’d been in just moments before.
 

“Eli? What are you doing?” she asked.
 

I sank to my knees in front of her and spread her thighs.
 

For the first time that night, her modesty returned. She blushed and tried to close her legs, tried to push me away.
 

I wasn’t having it. I spread them again and put them up over my shoulders.
 

“Eli!” she squealed. “I’m, like, totally…you know!” She tried to cover her pussy with her hands.
 

“Shush,” I whispered. I looked down. Her sweaty lips were parted, stretched by our fucking. A trickle of my cum was running out of her. I lowered my head.
 

And just as quickly as it had come, her shame seemed to subside. Instead of fighting to push me away, Sarah welcome me between her thighs. She spread herself wider as she watched me closing in on her snatch. “Eli?”
 

Without a word I sank down until my lips were nearly touching her soft core. I eyed the cloudy liquid running out of her. It was so very filthy being this close to my own emission leaking out of her. And so very hot. I took the plunge.
 

Sealing my lips against her pussy I licked it.
 

Sarah shuddered.
 

My cheeks hollowed as I began to suck. I felt the first thick glob of my cum slurp into my mouth. It burned my tongue with. Beneath the sharp taste was a hint of sweetness.
 

Sarah moaned. “Oh my God that is so hot!”
 

I closed my eyes and swallowed. Then I let my tongue run up her slit until I found her engorged bud.
 

But instead of letting me suck on her clit, Sarah put her hands on my head and pushed me back down. Down to where my seed was running out of her.
 

Looking up to see her staring down at me I knew what she wanted.
 

Sarah put a finger on her clit and started to rub.
 

I reached into her with my tongue and scooped another dollop of my load out.
 

The muscles in her pussy tightened around me. Her face scrunched up. Her hips jutted forward, pressing against my mouth. “Yes,” she panted. “Yes, yes, yes!”
 

The muscles in my jaw and tongue began to burn. But I had my eyes on the prize. I was going to make my wife climax and that was that. Pushing past the pain I started fucking her pussy with my tongue.
 

Sarah came with a violent shudder. Her thighs shook on my shoulders. Her breath came in quick gasps. Her fingers slapped across her clit as she rubbed herself up to the peak of an orgasm, then started to fall back down.
 

More cum came splattering out of her. So much I couldn’t swallow fast enough. I coughed, sending some of it out the corners of my mouth. It was probably the kinkiest thing we’d ever done and sort of disgusting but I didn’t care. I wanted nothing more than for Sarah to be happy. Besides, there was something very exciting about the way we were playing out my little fantasy. Our little fantasy now.
 

She came down slowly. Her thrusting slowed, then finally stopped.
 

I kept my lips firmly in place against her, my tongue lapping at her folds, cleaning up the mess I’d made. I looked up when I heard her giggle.
 

Unable to endure me licking her any more, she pushed me away from her cunt. She leaned forward, put a hand on either side of my head and tilted hers.
 

Our lips locked in a hot, messy kiss.
 

I closed my eyes and savoured the taste of her.
 

When she pulled away she looked sleepy but fulfilled. “That was fun. Did you think it was fun?”
 

I nodded. As the afterglow of our coupling faded the sharp and sobering sting of reality pierced our little bubble. I had so many questions. Had she been serious? Was this for real? Or was it just a harmless fantasy.
 

But from looking at her I knew this wasn’t the time to ask. I craned my neck and pecked her lips with mine again.
 

“I’m so sleepy,” she muttered, caressing my cheek with her hand. “What time is it?”
 

I didn’t know and I didn’t care. All I wanted was to feel her warm body next to mine as we drifted off to sleep. “Let’s go to bed,” I whispered. I stood up, tugged my pants back on and offered her a hand.
 

Sarah stood up and hiked up her sweats, giggling as she did. She took my hand and followed me up the stairs. Five minutes later she was snoring softly next to me.
 

I fell asleep just as the birds started singing to the first rays of sunlight outside.
 






Chapter Fourteen


I managed to enjoy a few blissful seconds of peace when I woke up. Then the memories of the night before came flooding into my mind, followed immediately by a panic. I sat bolt upright and turned to see the other side of the bed empty.
 

Sarah was gone.
 

A tightness seized my chest. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I jumped out of bed and tugged on the pants I’d worn the day before. With everything that had gone on I hadn’t even had time to go back home and get a fresh change of clothes.
 

I raced downstairs hoping to find Sarah nursing a coffee in the kitchen or curled up on the couch but she was nowhere to be found.
 

My imagination kicked into high gear. Where the hell was she? I started trying to recount every word of what was said last night. As much as I wanted to remember every detail I found myself fixating on just a few things.
 

Sarah talking about what it would be like with Jim’s big cock inside of her. Sarah telling me she wanted more adventure, more excitement. Sarah pretending to be asleep while Hannah gave Jim a blow job.
 

It felt a bit like trying to remember the details of a dream. Everything was hazy and the more I tried to cement exactly what had happened in my memory, the more I felt everything slipping away.
 

I wanted coffee but couldn’t be bothered to go through the motions of making it. Instead, I spent what felt like hours pacing around the living room, wondering where Sarah was and when she’d be back.
 

Of course I tried texting her. That only made things worse. After three texts I realized I was starting to act like a crazy person.
 

But all I could imagine was Sarah wrapped in Jim’s strong arms, giggling and about to be defiled. It nearly drove me to the edge of madness.
 

When the door opened and the sounds of giggling drifted into the house I raced to the front hall, breathless and spent. I almost couldn’t believe what I saw.
 

Hannah walked into the hall, the muscles in her legs taut from the high heels she was wearing. Sarah walked in after her, draped in an assortment of fancy bags from some of the most expensive stores in town. She was wearing heels that were at least four inches high. Unusual for her. She teetered in like a newborn foal, legs bare except for a very short skirt that barely covered her thighs. “Eli!” she said, laughing. “We went shopping!”
 

I stared at her until she walked over and threw her arms around my neck. The feeling of her body against mine was a soothing balm to the angst and panic I’d spent the morning trying to rationalize away.
 

Hannah shot me a smirk of a smile. “Afternoon, stud,” she said.
 

My cheeks started to flush red again.
 

Sarah’s giggling only exacerbated my shame. Not so much because of what had happened the night before but because of the way Hannah had said it. There I was again, a young man inexperienced and shy, enduring the laughter and gentle mocking of a pair of really hot girls. One of whom happened to be my wife.
 

“Ugh, I need a fucking drink after that,” Hannah said. She kicked her heels off, let the bags she was carrying fall to the floor, then stomped off into the kitchen and began rummaging around in the fridge.
 

I looked at Sarah who seemed to be glowing with excitement. “What…what did you buy?”
 

Sarah took a step back, bent one knee in and put her hands up in a “ta-da” gesture. “You like? I hope you don’t mind I used your credit card!”
 

This was really the last thing I needed to hear. I’d just quit my job, after all. It looked like she’d chewed through half our savings with all the stuff she’d bought. “Baby…are you sure you need this stuff?” I said, eyeing the bags.
 

Sarah sighed and rolled her eyes.
 

“What? What?” I squawked.
 

She set the bags down by the wall, then walked up to me and put her arms around me waist. Looking up, she smiled. “Did you have a good sleep?” she asked.
 

“I did but…”
 

“Good. I want to talk to you.”
 

My heart sank a little. I wanted to talk to her too. It seemed, however, that there might be some disparity in what each of us wanted to talk about.
 

Sarah didn’t seem to pay any attention to my reaction. She grabbed my hand and dragged me into the living room. At least we weren’t going to have this conversation with Hannah around.
 

When we were standing in the center of the room she turned to look at me again. “I’m sorry I got so loaded last night,” she said softly.
 

“I…it’s okay but…”
 

“I love you.”
 

Those three words melted my heart. “I love you too, baby,” I whispered back.
 

“I know this might seem a little crazy,” she said, waving a hand back out towards the hall. “But Hannah was up when I got up and you were sleeping so soundly. She asked if I wanted to go shopping and I thought ‘you know what? Why not?’ I never do this kind of stuff. This is what I was talking about last night. I feel so…free all of a sudden.”
 

My heart sank a little more. “Free?” I asked.
 

Sarah smiled. “Wasn’t that hot? What happened? Oh my God it turned me on so much!” She bit her lip and let her hands slide down onto my ass. She pinched one of my ass cheeks and winked.
 

I tried not to let my concern show but I don’t think I did a very good job. “Baby, I love you. But all this stuff…I just quit my job. For us. I quit for us. Don’t you think…maybe we should think this through?”
 

Sarah sighed. For a moment it seemed like her good mood was going to fade. But she kept her arms around me and didn’t stop smiling. “I know. You’re right. It’s a little crazy. But Eli, I just feel like this is…a last hurrah, you know?”
 

“A last hurrah?” I asked.
 

“Look all that stuff I said yesterday? I wasn’t just trying to be sexy. It really turned me on. I really…I really want to just let loose for a while.”
 

I swallowed back the tightness that had formed in my throat. “Let loose?” I wasn’t sure I wanted her to elaborate on what she meant.
 

“I want to…I want to be a little crazy for a while.”
 

Looking into Sarah’s eyes at that moment made it clear to me that this wasn’t a request or a suggestion. This wasn’t some whim or fancy that she could be talked out of. There was a certainty in what she was saying.
 

Sure, I could try to talk her out of it. I could try to drag her back home and away from Hannah. But the hunger in Sarah’s eyes didn’t seem like it would be sated by pulling her away from this. This desire, whatever it was, needed to be met before she could find peace again. Before we could find peace again.
 

I’m not sure how I knew it. I just did.
 

I sighed and pulled her close. It was reassuring to feel her cheek pressed against my chest. She might not have been exactly the woman I’d married but at least she wasn’t hostile. At least she wasn’t insisting on taking a break, on spending time apart. At least it felt like she wanted to do this together.
 

“Okay,” I said, finally, sounding a little more resigned than I’d hoped.
 

Sarah didn’t seem to notice. Or, if she did, didn’t seem to mind. “Okay?”
 

She seemed surprised at how easily I’d agreed.
 

I won’t say that the little fantasy we’d shared the night before had nothing to do with it. Her illicit whispers were still in the front of my mind. Her curiosity at exploring…other men, was driving a powerful lust within me, too.
 

It was scary but it was dizzyingly arousing at the same time.
 

“Okay.”
 

She pulled away and stared at me, head tilted to one side as if confused. After a few moments her eyes lit up. “I had no idea how you’d react,” she said quietly.
 

I put a finger on her chin and lifted her lips to mine. After a gentle kiss I looked at her again. “I love you. I want you to be happy.”
 

Her eyes softened with affection. “Oh Eli. I love you so much.”
 

The full weight of what I’d just agreed to settled over me. Followed by the fury of emotion it would evoke.
 

Because while I wanted Sarah to be happy I wasn’t quite sure I could cope with that need being her going “a little crazy” and having sex with another man. I quashed the doubt and tried to focus on how hot I found the idea.
 

After a while Sarah pulled away. She held my hands in hers, smiled, then took a step back. “Oh yeah. One other thing.”
 

“What’s up?”
 

Sarah chewed the inside of her cheek before replying. “I quit my job.”
 

My mouth fell open. “You…you what?”
 

Sarah shrugged. “You know I think you were so right. We’ve been so fixated on ourselves for so long. On doing the right thing and getting ahead and being successful. I want to forget about all that. I’m done with board rooms and boring meetings and finance reports and stock options. I was thinking that maybe I’d get back into candle making again. You remember when I started doing that?”
 

I did remember. I just couldn’t find the strength to nod or even to take a breath and whisper “yes.” I just stood there with wide eyes staring at her.
 

“Anyways I thought you could help me out with your web design stuff. But let’s not worry about that for now, okay? Right now let’s just worry about having fun.”
 

Sarah winked, pressed the tip of her finger against my nose and pursed her lips, blowing me a kiss. “Wait ‘till you see all the stuff I bought! Hannah told me that I looked like a…” She covered her mouth as she started to giggle. “She said I looked like a total slut!”
 

Still laughing, Sarah tottered back into the hall on her high heels leaving me reeling in the living room.
 

It took me a good five minutes to recover from the shock of hearing that she’d quit her job. It took another five to talk myself out of racing after her and begging her to go and get it back.
 

In a way I suppose she was right. I’d started this. What right did I have to quit my job and ask her to keep working while I sorted out my life?
 

On the other hand, the modest savings we had would now probably only last half as long as I’d planned.
 

But hearing her humming upstairs as she unpacked her new slutty wardrobe had the odd effect of calming me in one way and exciting me in another.
 

Maybe she was right. Maybe this was what we needed. One great adventure to wrap up ten years of responsible living and kick start a new phase in our life. Who knew, maybe it would one day keep us together, knowing that we’d already played it wild with each other around.
 

Maybe it would keep me from having a mid-life crisis, or keep us from drifting apart through the monotony of everyday life with a family.
 

Maybe it would even make us better parents when the time came?
 

Parents.
 

The word was like a punch to the gut. It certainly hadn’t invaded any of my fantasies thus far. But now that things were getting real, now that the possibility of Sarah getting together with someone was real, it was something that had to be addressed.
 

“Sweetie?” I said, my voice weak as I climbed the stairs. “Hon? We should…I think there’s one other thing we should talk about.”
 

I stopped in my tracks at the sight of Sarah standing in the center of the room.
 

She was still wearing her heels. But now, instead of the short skirt she’d arrived in, she had on a pair of jean cut-offs that barely covered her waist. Her tits were pressed together beneath a far too-tight black bra-like top. A black robe hung over her shoulders and a gaudy glittering necklace of plastic beads hung around her neck.
 

She looked ready to rave.
 

Sarah smiled at my gawking. “You like?”
 

I swallowed and nodded. “I…I like very much.”
 

She stepped forward, bit her lower lip and looked up into my eyes. “Do you think Jim will like it too?”
 

I nearly doubled over at the question. “J…Jim?”
 

“Yeah!” Sarah replied, nodding vigorously. “He’s coming over again tonight! Was there something you wanted to ask?”
 

I probably should have just blurted it out. But she looked so delicious and the prospect of her parading in front of Jim in that…thing she was barely wearing had already begun to harden my cock. “I…it was nothing.”
 

I wasn’t lying, either. I really couldn’t remember what I’d been thinking about just seconds before. All I knew was that I couldn’t wait to see what this little experiment might bring.
 

I couldn’t wait to watch my beautiful wife go a little wild.
 






Chapter Fifteen


Seeing Sarah dressed like a twenty-something festival slut got me incredibly turned on. The clothes transformed not only her appearance but seemed to have an effect on her personality, too.
 

I stood gawking as she swirled in front of me, the dark robe over her shoulders fanning out as she spun in circles with her hands in the air.
 

By the time she sauntered up to me, smiling, giddy at her new, somewhat devilish look, I was hard as a rock. The transformation had changed something about the way she moved, too.
 

Maybe it was the heels but she no longer kept her back straight and head held-high. Every curve, every cleft of her flesh was exaggerated by the way she swayed as she walked.
 

When she pressed her body against me her eyes popped open as my cock dug into her abdomen. “I guess you do like,” she whispered.
 

Her lips were covered in a dark red shade of lipstick. Far more risqué than anything I’d ever seen her wear. Most likely she’d picked it out at Hannah’s urging. It made her mouth look irresistible, the colour of ripe cherries.
 

I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers in a kiss. A hungry and aching need filled me. I wanted so badly to feel the inside of her again.
 

I let my hands wander around her hips to cup her ass cheeks, still kissing her mouth.
 

Sarah returned my kiss but after a while pulled away.
 

I opened my eyes to see the echo of her old self. The shy and slightly uptight good-girl I’d married. “Come on, baby,” I said, the words coming out like the gruntings of a seasoned old pervert.
 

Sarah giggled and tried to push me away. “That voice is creepy,” she teased.
 

I didn’t care. I wanted a taste of this new woman. I wanted to know what dangerous Sarah fucked like. What wild Sarah would do to make her husband happy.
 

“I thought you guys were going to have a drink with me?”
 

The sound of Hannah’s voice at the door made us both jump. Sarah burst into giggles and backed away.
 

Hannah rolled her eyes and took a swig of the beer she was holding. “Oh. Little pervert’s at it again, huh?” she asked. She shot me a sly look and a wicked smile. “Don’t let me stop you,” she said, waving her beer bottle to one side.
 

“Hannah!” Sarah squealed before bursting into more giggles.
 

“What?” Hannah asked.
 

“We were just…I was just showing off some of the stuff I bought. We’ll be right down.”
 

Hannah didn’t budge. She stared at us from the door, as if expecting something.
 

“What?” Sarah asked finally.
 

Hannah strolled into the room and plopped herself down on the edge of the bed. She took another long swig of beer before setting the bottle down on the floor and leaning back on her hands. “What?” she said back. “Show me what you got.”
 

Sarah’s mouth fell open in shock.
 

This was somewhat reassuring. As “dangerous and exciting” as she was trying to be, it as nice to see she still had some boundaries.
 

“What do you mean ‘show me what you got?’” Sarah asked.
 

Hannah smirked and shook her head. “What, you think the guys at Denito’s are gonna’ whisk you away to a private room?” she said with a guffaw.
 

The blood drained from my face as I turned to see Sarah’s cheeks burning red. Guys at Denito’s? What? Had her and Hannah talked more about this than Sarah had let on?
 

Hannah shook her head. “Unh-uh. No way, hon. You better learn to suck a dick like nobody’s watching when all eyes are on you,” she said, jabbing a finger at Sarah. “Otherwise you’re gonna’ get your ass laughed out of there. Now come on. It’s just me. No big deal, right?”
 

Once again I felt my heart thumping in my chest. I felt a little bit bad for Sarah. She seemed as embarrassed as I’d ever seen her by what Hannah was proposing.
 

I knew I should probably feel a little embarrassed myself. But the whole thing seemed as fantastical as the previous night had been. I guess I didn’t really know what to think.
 

When I looked at Sarah again she was chewing her cheek, uncertain of what to do next. It was sweet seeing her shyness. She looked a bit uncomfortable, too. I opened my mouth to tell her that she didn’t need to do anything she didn’t feel comfortable with.
 

That’s when she reached for my buckle and began to undo my pants. “Wait, wait…hold on a second,” I said.
 

“What?” Sarah asked.
 

I shook my head. As hot as it was that I might get a blow job with Hannah watching, I didn’t want Sarah doing anything that would make her uncomfortable. “You don’t have to…”
 

“Oh puh-lease!” Hannah moaned from the bed. “Like you’re not praying that this is gonna’ happen. Little pervert,” she muttered at the end before taking another swill of beer.
 

I turned to Sarah, shaking my head to show her that Hannah didn’t know what she was talking about. I found her on her knees in front of me. “Sarah…what?” I stammered.
 

“Oh shut-up. You’re killing the vibe,” Hannah groaned.
 

Before I could do anything to stop her, Sarah had hauled my cock out of my underwear. She watched it bounce up and down a few times before wrapping her hand around it. Then she blushed and looked away. “Oh my God, I can’t!” she squealed.
 

I tried to step away but was surprised to find that, despite what she’d said, Sarah’s grip on my member was pretty damn tight. Was she really going to do this?
 

“Come on, hon. We don’t have all day. Didn’t you say you were going to send him home to get more clothes? Blow him so we can go downstairs and start drinking.”
 

Get more clothes?
 

So they had talked about me while they were out shopping. I wondered what other lewd ideas Hannah had infected Sarah’s mind with? Before I had a chance to work myself up into worrying about it though, I felt Sarah’s hot lips close around the tip of my cock. I let out an embarrassing grunt and shuddered at the pleasure that raced up my spine.
 

I looked down to see Sarah gazing back up at me, eyes wide as her tongue flicked the underside of my glans. I was embarrassed that Hannah was watching but not enough to make Sarah stop. Her mouth felt so good and knowing we had an audience was kind of exciting, in a way.
 

“Oh my God,” Hannah groaned from the bed.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw her stand up and walk over. My ass tightened, not knowing what she was going to do.
 

“That is going to take forever,” she said. “Here.” Taking Sarah’s hand, she lifted it up between my legs, letting my sack settle on her palm. She closed her hand around Sarah’s in a fist, squeezing my nuts and making me wince. “I can’t believe you guys have been married for ten years and this is how you give a blow job.” She put her other hand on the back of Sarah’s head and pushed.
 

I watched my cock disappear into Sarah’s mouth. It throbbed as the tip of it touched the back of her throat. She gurgled, then gagged.
 

Hannah eased up and let her pull back.
 

Sarah came away panting. A thick strand of bile hung between her lips and the tip of my cock. She looked up at Hannah, uncertain and a little afraid.
 

Hannah, to my absolute shock, knelt down next to her and smiled. She leaned forward, closed her eyes, then pressed her lips against Sarah’s in a kiss.
 

It was the most filthily delicious thing I’d seen in my whole life.
 

With Sarah’s one hand still on my cock and her other cupping my balls, she started to make out with Hannah.
 

I was in heaven.
 

Hannah pulled away first. A slow smile formed on her lips. “Mmm,” she purred. “You’re good at that. Now get this done so we can go hang out.”
 

It didn’t really seem to matter to either of them how I felt about what was happening. They were suddenly lost in their own little world. Sarah smiled back at Hannah, as if remembering some secret they’d shared. With a sultry look back up at me, she swallowed my cock again.
 

This time, though, she didn’t just lick the tip. She worked it into her mouth until I felt the back of her throat again.
 

“That’s better,” Hannah whispered. “Now make him come.”
 

All I could do was stare in disbelief at what was unfolding in front of me. As Sarah began bobbing back and forth on my member she started kneading my balls with her other hand.
 

I could already feel my cum churning out of my nuts and into my vas.
 

Hannah stood up casually, like nothing out of the ordinary was happening, then walked back over to the bed and plopped back down to watch the show.
 

Every so often Sarah would look up at me with her smiling green eyes, coaxing me closer to coming with her enthusiasm.
 

I’d never had such a confused boner in my life.
 

“Take your tits out. They like that,” Hannah urged from her end of the room.
 

Sarah only hesitated for a moment before obeying the command. She yanked her top down, exposing her stiff, ripe nipples, her tits hanging over the tight fabric.
 

It proved to be more than I could take. My cock throbbed as the first spasm of a climax gripped me. “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna…”
 

Sarah’s mouth popped off of my cock with a wet slop. Putting one arm under her breasts she lifted them up, forming a sort of flesh shelf. She started pumping me with her hand.
 

I groaned and my knees went weak as I watched the first hot shot of my ejaculate come arcing out of the tip of my cock and splatter across her gorgeous tits.
 

Sarah seemed…absolutely delighted by this. She looked up at me with an excited smile and pumped a little faster.
 

“Fuck!” I grunted. My hips started to saw back and forth as I fucked her hand with my cock.
 

Sarah kept pumping until the blasts of cum subsided, trickles of seed drooling out of the head of my cock. She eyed the creamy white deposit on her breasts, as if she didn’t believe she was the one responsible for what had just happened.
 

“There. See?” Hannah said, sounding as bored as could be. “That’s how to get a guy to finish. Now come on. Let’s go down to the kitchen. I want to enjoy my day off. Hey. Little perv. Go get your wife some pyjamas from your place, will you?” she added with a teasing wink.
 

I staggered back as Sarah stood up, tits still hanging out, glancing at my drying spunk on her chest. She opened her mouth to speak but Hannah was already next to her, tucking an arm under hers. “He’ll be fine,” she reassured. “Won’t you? Now giddy-up.” She glanced down at my cum on Sarah’s tits and smirked again. Then, before I could say anything else, the two of them were walking down the stairs, whispering and giggling, telling secrets I could only hope to ever hear.
 

What a way to start the day. I sort of wished I could hang out but I needed clothes, too. I figured I could be back in an hour or two and join them in whatever crazy shit was going to happen next.
 

I really had no idea what I was in for.
 






Chapter Sixteen


When I returned it was to find Sarah dressed in another slutty outfit, her back slumped against the couch, eyelids heavy. It didn’t take long to see she was drunk.
 

I dragged the duffel bag I’d brought upstairs before coming down to the living room again.
 

Hannah walked in a few moments later carrying a glass of water. “Honestly? Your wife can not hold down her booze. Like, at all,” she said, sinking down on the couch next to Sarah. She leaned over and ran a finger along the edge of Sarah’s chin.
 

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open and a lazy smile stretched across her lips. “Hey baby,” she muttered, slurring the words.
 

“Come on girl,” Hannah said, hauling her up and making her sit on the edge of the couch. “Drink this or your gonna be totally useless when Jim gets here.”
 

Right. I’d nearly forgotten what Sarah had mentioned it. The idea was a little unsettling. I had to remind myself that this was what we were doing now. This was the new Sarah and the new us.
 

Party time.
 

Right.
 

A wicked shiver travelled down my spine. It was exciting to think of what possibilities the evening might hold in store. I wondered if this was going to be it. What Sarah had talked about. Would tonight be the night that I saw Sarah with Jim?
 

A tension gripped me as I remembered what I was going to talk to Sarah about before I’d been sent on my errand. I waited for Hannah to finish helping her drink the water. When she set the glass back down on the table Sarah slumped back against the couch.
 

I knew that I should wait until Sarah had sobered up at least a little and talk to her about it. But I was worried that that might not happen before Jim got there. I felt like I needed a backup plan. Someone that would look out for her if she couldn’t do it herself. Or if I couldn’t do it for her.
 

“Hey Hannah?”
 

“Huh?” Hannah asked, turning to look at me.
 

“Can we…can I talk to you?”
 

She glanced back at Sarah who’s eyes were closed. Her head was rolling gently side to side. “Sure. What’s up?” she asked.
 

Sarah’s head lolled to one side and she started to snore. “Shit. How much did you feed her?”
 

“What?” Hannah squawked, waving her hands. “Like a couple of beers and a few shots! It wasn’t that much.”
 

It might not have been that much for Hannah but it sure had done a number on my wife. “Listen,” I said, setting the duffel down and walking into the living room. “I’ve got to ask you something.”
 

“Yeah. I got that. What’s up little perv?”
 

I shot her a weak smile. I was getting a little tired of her calling me that but this didn’t seem like the time to bring it up. There were more important things to be discussed. “I tried to talk to Sarah about this earlier but we got interrupted.”
 

Hannah eyed me with a blank stare. She was a tough nut to crack.
 

“Sarah’s…she went off her birth control a while back.”
 

Hannah didn’t react for a moment. Then her eyes opened a little wider and she smiled. Possibly in the most genuine way I’d seen her smile yet. “Eli! That’s…kind of sweet! Are you two trying?”
 

“We are. Or…we kind of were. We weren’t…having a ton of sex lately.”
 

Hannah smirked. “You don’t say?” she said sarcastically.
 

“What’s that supposed to mean?”
 

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Eli, Sarah and I have been talking about this for a while. Trust me, I’m pretty sure there are parts of your marriage I know more about than you do.”
 

That was disconcerting to hear but she said it with a smile so it couched it somewhat. “Anyways, I just, I’m a little worried.”
 

“What? About wha…ohhhh,” Hannah said after a pause. “Right.”
 

I stood there not knowing what to say, hoping that she would come up with a game plan. No such luck.
 

“Well what do you want me to do about it?”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know. Just, maybe, if things get…you know, if things go there and it looks like…”
 

Hannah snorted. “Oh. Right. If Jim’s about to blow it into your wife you want me to yell ‘time out!’ That it?”
 

I nearly grunted at the angsty jolt that ripped through me at hearing her say it. I sighed and lifted my hands in what ended up being a sort of pathetic looking gesture.
 

Hannah raised one eye. “You know, for a guy who’s wife is about to get her bare pussy fucked by a big black stud you sure are pretty calm.”
 

I shook my head and furrowed my brow. “What do you want me to do?”
 

Hannah got up off the couch and walked over to where I was standing, eyeing me the whole time. She stopped just a few inches from my face.
 

Her proximity and the slightly awkward conversation caused my cock to harden a bit.
 

“Oh I just would have thought that you’d be a little more worried about it. You know, what with the risk of Sarah getting fucking pregnant!” She got right up in my face with that last word, staring at me. One corner of her mouth cracked into a smile.
 

“Of course I’m worried about it!” I snapped.
 

Hannah smirked and before I knew it her hand was on my cock again. 
 

I grunted at the unexpected sensation.
 

“Yeah. Maybe you are. Except you’re kind of turned on by it, too. Aren’t you?”
 

I couldn’t hold her stare and had to look away. I pushed her hand off of my cock and stepped to one side. “Well, so maybe I am. I just thought…I thought since you were friends and we were all sort of in this together, I thought that, you know, maybe you could…”
 

Hannah took another step towards me and got into my face again. “Hey Eli? I want you to understand something. Sarah came to me because you weren’t keeping up your end of the deal.”
 

“My end of the deal? I…”
 

“Just shutup and listen, okay?”
 

The muscles in my jaw tightened. Hannah had gone from being a tease to taunting me. That I could handle. Now she was just being rude. I didn’t appreciate that. I didn’t feel like having an argument with her though. “So?”
 

“So?” she echoed. “So I didn’t talk her into this, you know? I didn’t drag her over here and convince her to quit her job and start living this fucked up life.” Hannah was suddenly very serious. More serious than I’d ever seen her.
 

I wasn’t sure but I thought I saw her bottom lip quiver. Could have just been my imagination, though. “Fucked up life?” I asked.
 

Hannah shook her head like she’d never talked to anyone so naive. “You think I like this? You think I like being a waitress at fucking Denito’s? You think I like waking up every morning and wondering if I’m going to see Jim?”
 

The question caught me completely off guard. Hannah had never seemed anything but confident in her choices. “Are you…are you in love with him?” I asked.
 

“Ha!” Hannah threw her head back.
 

Sarah snorted on the couch but went back to snoring a few moments later.
 

“Am I in fucking love with him, he says,” Hannah said, shaking her head. “Jim’s not the kind of guy girls fall in love with, bud.” Her expression darkened. “A guy like Jim is fucking heroin, Eli. And his dick’s the big meaty needle that I can’t stop dreaming about. And when it’s not around? My life is a fucking nightmare.”
 

Her admission chilled me to the bone.
 

“Let me tell you something,” Hannah said. “You guys are patching things up. You’re having fun. I can see that. And you know what? I’m happy to help. I’ll take her shopping and to all the wild parties she wants to go to. I’ll let her fuck Jim because I can see how bad she wants. She’s wanted it since she first met him. He has that effect on women. The man’s a fucking snake-charmer.”
 

“Hold on a second,” I said, interrupting. “She just met him last night. Right?”
 

Hannah sighed and shook her head. “Man you are out of it, aren’t you? She met him a few months back. You were working late. He came over one night when she was here.”
 

A vice tightened around my gut. “What?”
 

“No nothing happened.”
 

My knees nearly gave out from the swell of relief that rushed through me. Thank God.
 

“But she’s hungry for it, Eli. She’s been hungry for months. Whatever happened between you two just…gave her the courage to go for it, I guess.”
 

Once again her words cut through me. But the bitter slice of hearing that Sarah had been thinking about another man for the last few months was tempered by a warm arousal. My cock flexed and hardened. “She never cheated on me?” I asked to be sure.
 

Hannah shook her head. “I told her she should.”
 

“You what?!?”
 

“Don’t give me that,” Hannah replied, unperturbed by my outburst. “You should have been taking care of what’s yours. You’re lucky to have a girl like that. She had plenty of chances, trust me. Jim was over here all the time. Not once. Said she could never do it to you.”
 

That was reassuring, I guess. But it darkened my outlook on our little arrangement somewhat. Sure, I was just as into this as Sarah seemed to be, but I couldn’t help the notion that sprang to mind. Was I being played?
 

“Listen,” Hannah said, her voice suddenly soft. “I’m not going lie to you. Jim’s not the kind of guy you just fuck and get out of your system. He’s just not. I’m happy things are getting better for you two. I am. I’m happy you’re doing this, too. I think it’ll be good for Sarah to get it…off her chest. Before you start a family and all that. It’ll probably save you some heartache down the road. But keep an eye on her, Eli. Keep her close. Make sure she knows it’s about the two of you. That might sound cute but it’s not. Trust me. Jim’s got a way of getting under a girl’s skin. Getting into her veins. That’s not the problem. The problem only starts once he’s gone.”
 

It was dark warning that filled me with a sense of foreboding.
 

“I gotta’ go shower before he gets here. Why don’t you go and make sure Sarah’s still alive. Little perv.” She stepped around me and smacked my ass as she walked towards the hall.
 

I spun around. “Hey Hannah?”
 

“What’s up?”
 

“I don’t…can you stop calling me that?”
 

Hannah cocked her head, rolled her eyes, then shook her head as she turned to walk away. She threw a hand up. “Whatever.”
 

I turned to Sarah who was still sleeping on the couch. A trickle of drool was running down her cheek.
 

Hannah had meant what she’d said as a warning.
 

The trouble was it had served the opposite purpose. It had turned me on even more.
 






Chapter Seventeen


Jim arrived way later than we were expecting, around ten that night. In a way it was a good thing because it gave Sarah time to sober up. When he got there her the three of us were sitting in the living room spacing out from the pot we’d smoked.
 

I found the dis-associative effect of the weed very calming and I was glad Hannah had shared.
 

He walked in like he owned the place, slamming the door behind him. He was wearing a tight-fitting muscle top and baggy shorts.
 

Hannah and Sarah both perked up when he got there, donning smiles reserved for visitors, not to be wasted on husbands or friends.
 

Hannah did her best to play it cool. But her confession shed a new light on her behaviour for me. Things I’d never noticed before, the way she touched her neck, or looked at him with what I now saw as a put-on aloofness, were suddenly clear as day.
 

I saw it in Sarah, too. She was far bubblier than Hannah. Probably because she had nothing to hide. There were no raw wounds that she needed to protect.
 

Not yet anyways.
 

I kept playing the conversation with Hannah over in my mind. I knew I should have been far more wary of the situation. But the ominous warning had only sharpened the edge of danger that hung over Sarah and I and that was really hot.
 

There was also a part of me that couldn’t really bring myself to believe that this thing could possibly spin so far out of control. We were both grown-ups. Consenting adults having a bit of fun. It was pretty hard to imagine Sarah throwing our life together away because she got a taste for some black dick.
 

Jim greeted me with a nod before planting himself on the couch between Hannah and Sarah. He cracked a toothy grin as he put his arms around their shoulders, a massive, dark paw settling on their skinny white arms. “Now that’s more like it!” he said, glancing from Sarah to Hannah and nodding.
 

“You working tonight?” Hannah asked. “You want a drink?” The second sentence came a little too quick. Like she’d made a mistake asking about work first.
 

“Hell yeah,” Jim said. “And roll me a joint, too.”
 

Hannah bounced up off the couch and walked quickly to the kitchen.
 

This left Jim alone on the couch with Sarah.
 

A jealous arousal gripped me as he turned to her, smiling and tilted his head to one side. “Hannah says you ready to play tonight.”
 

Sarah blushed and turned away but not before glancing at me.
 

I was wearing a tense expression but couldn’t do a thing about it. Sure I wanted to relax. But how the hell do you relax when you’re about to dive into something like that?
 

Jim didn’t seem to notice, or care. “Huh? Whaddya’ say?” he asked, leaning closer and turning Sarah’s face towards him with a finger on her chin.
 

Suddenly she looked petrified. She almost looked like now that this was really happening, she might actually want to back out. Her back stiffened and as Jim leaned closer she pressed back against the couch.
 

“It’s ‘aight, baby. Jim don’t bite.”
 

I’ll always remember those words. They were the last words I would hear before watching Sarah dive down the rabbit hole.
 

With nowhere to go and Jim bearing down on her she looked like a cornered animal. She looked like she was going to fight or try to run.
 

But as soon as his fat lips pressed against hers the tension melted from her body. She sucked in a deep breath of air.
 

I could see by the motion of his jaw the moment that his tongue slipped into her mouth.
 

That’s when Sarah’s hand came up and pressed against his chest. As the kiss continued, her fingers curled into a claw and raked down his chest.
 

He kept kissing her, leaning against her until she looked like she was going to slip between the pillows and have to be pulled out. When he finally pulled away Sarah’s mouth hung open and her eyes stayed closed. She let out a soft exhale.
 

A shiver ran down my back and settled in my lap, stiffening my cock completely.
 

“You see that?” Jim whispered to her. “That’s what a real man like.” He swung his head slowly around to look at me. “He I’m just joking, E. You cool?” he asked with a chuckle.
 

I swallowed back the gob of saliva that had pooled in my mouth and nodded. There was no way for me to try and play it cool so I didn’t bother. I was sitting on pins and needles and really just wanted them to pretend like I wasn’t there.
 

“Oh, hey. Here’s your drink, Jim.” Hannah came strutting into the living room, hand outstretched, offering Jim the bottle of beer she was carrying.
 

“That’s cool. Just put it on the table. I was just starting to get busy over here.” Without even looking at Hannah, Jim leaned over and began kissing Sarah again.
 

Hannah put on a fine show of looking like she didn’t care. The tells were easy to spot though, now that I knew what to look for.
 

Looking anywhere but at the two of them. Setting the drink down on the table and pulling out her phone as she plopped onto the couch, pretending to be immersed in a message she’d just received.
 

Like it was no big deal that Jim was sucking on Sarah’s face.
 

I wondered why she would have encouraged Sarah to fuck Jim? If she was so…smitten with him, or whatever she was, why would she do that to herself? It made no sense but in that moment I didn’t care.
 

It was astounding how hot watching Sarah make out with him was. I was hard as a rock in no time.
 

You know how pro porn is so exaggerated you end up going to the amateur stuff most of the time to see something real?
 

Well, this was as real as it got.
 

Sarah’s body language, the reluctant way she was touching him, the little flinches as his massive hands drifted over parts of her body only I’d ever touched. It was like watching her about to lose her virginity all over again.
 

And the pot stretched everything out into slow motion. Every smack of his lips, every caress he gave her felt like a white hot blade of pleasure being lanced into my heart.
 

I was so immersed in the moment it was hard to tell how long they kissed. 
 

After a while Jim’s hand drifted up Sarah’s stomach and cupped her breast. He pulled away from her lips. “Mmm, baby. Those are some nice titties.”
 

Sarah flashed a weak smile. Her face was burning red. She stole a glance at me but quickly looked away.
 

“Hey,” Jim said, glancing over his shoulder at Hannah. “You forget how to suck a dick?”
 

Hannah looked at him out of the corner of her eye.
 

I’d never seen her so cowed. I bet if any other guy had said something like that to her she would have slapped them. With Jim? She didn’t even flinch. Just set her phone down, slipped down onto the floor and slid between his legs.
 

My cock throbbed at the sight. To be honest I never would have thought things like this happened outside of porn before that moment. It was so surreal. Was it Hannah and Sarah just really getting into the fantasy? Or did Jim really hold that kind of sway over a woman that he could talk to her like that?
 

Hannah’s warning echoed in my mind again but I pushed it aside. I was way too turned on to worry about it now and there were other things to focus on.
 

As Jim started kissing Sarah again and fondling her tits, Hannah hauled out his python of a cock and slipped it into her mouth.
 

My eyes danced between the three of them. I couldn’t get enough.
 

Sarah seemed to be getting more and more comfortable with what was happening. Her nipples were poking through the fabric of her top. Every so often Jim’s fingers would linger over top of them. He’d roll the hardened nubs between a finger and thumb.
 

This made Sarah arch her back, pressing her chest out towards him like she wanted more.
 

Hannah worked his cock with her tongue and hand between his legs. She licked down the hardening black shaft and slurped a nut into her mouth, stroking him with her hand.
 

Jim seemed not to notice, save for his hardening shaft. He kept playing with Sarah’s tits until finally he tucked his fingers into the elastic of her top and peeled it away, exposing her full, ripe breasts.
 

Sarah sucked in a breath at the sudden cold air on her flesh.
 

“Damn, girl. Them’s some nice titties,” he said. He stared at them for a while before leaning against the back of the couch.
 

Suddenly Sarah looked even more exposed and even more shy. Sitting there with her tits out in front of a strange man with her husband watching, she didn’t know where to look.
 

Hannah didn’t miss a beat, licking and rubbing his cock until a dribble of precum came oozing out.
 

Jim looked over at me. “Y’all ready to do this?”
 

I looked at Sarah. She looked so sweet and innocent. I wanted to be sure she was still into it. But I really had no idea what I would have done if she’d said no.
 

I was so worked up and my balls were aching for release. I raised an eye, holding my breath.
 

Sarah gave a quick nod at me before looking away again.
 

“Alright. Come on baby. Get up off the couch for me for a second.”
 

I was surprised how quickly Sarah obeyed. She jumped up and stood there holding her hands together in front of her lap, looking down at the ground.
 

“Get that top off. And take that skirt off, too. You got some panties under there?”
 

Sarah peeled off her top, then dropped the skirt she was wearing to reveal a pink thong covering her soft bush, the back string wedged between her ass cheeks.
 

Hannah popped Jim’s cock out of her mouth to turn and look at Sarah.
 

“Hey. Did I say stop?” Jim asked.
 

Without another word Hannah went back to servicing his cock, slipping it into her mouth and pulling him deep into her throat.
 

“Go on, baby,” Jim said. “Take those panties off.”
 

Sarah bit her lip and hesitated.
 

I could tell that this final step was a big one for her.
 

But she bent over, tucked her fingers beneath the elastic and let the thong fall onto her ankles. Then she stepped out and to one side, completely naked.
 

Jim’s lips twisted into a grin. “That’s one fine looking pussy, too,” he growled, one eye raised. He turned to me. “I bet that tastes nice and sweet, huh?”
 

Once again I realized that I hadn’t swallowed in forever. I nodded, not sure how to react, whether Jim was just joking or what I should do.
 

“You ever had another man’s dick inside you since you two been married?” he asked, turning back to look at Sarah again.
 

Sarah shook her head.
 

Jim nodded towards me. “Go on over there. Let him give you a kiss. One last taste before you give your wife away.” A slow chuckle rolled out of him as Sarah crossed the room.
 

I stood up, trying to steady my shaking hands. I didn’t want to seem like a rube but I’d never been in a situation anywhere close to this.
 

Jim started to laugh. “Not like that, motherfucker!”
 

Wet gurgles and slurps from Hannah blowing him slapped around the room.
 

“Get on your knees and kiss your wife’s pussy my man!” Jim ordered.
 

It was at that moment that it dawned on me that we were all acting like Jim’s marionettes. Puppets in his game. It was as frightening as it was hot.
 

I sank to my knees in front of Sarah. Looking up into her eyes I saw her staring back at me. Her expression was a mix of arousal and disbelief. Like she was as surprised to find herself in this position as I was.
 

I pressed two thumbs against her pussy lips and split them apart. Her pink folds were shiny and wet. I leaned closer, closed my eyes, pursed my lips and planted a soft kiss on her cunt. The taste of it gave me a rush of euphoria and I stuck out my tongue and started licking up and down her slit.
 

“That’s it,” Jim growled. “Get up in that thing. Get it good and wet.”
 

As I licked I felt Sarah’s hands settle on the top of my head. She stood before me with her legs parted, palms on my hair like she was anointing me.
 

A baptism by black shaft.
 

I could feel Jim’s eyes on us, watching as I ate my wife out in preparation for his meat.
 

“’Aight. ‘Nuff. Get back here, girl.”
 

Without a word Sarah pulled away. Her eyes lingered on mine for only a moment before she turned to face Jim and walked to the couch. She stood with her eyes lowered until he stretched out a hand. She put her dainty white hand in his dark paw.
 

Holding onto him for balance, she swung a leg over his lap.
 

The whole time this was happening Hannah hadn’t stopped sucking his cock.
 

As Sarah positioned herself above him, Jim touched Hannah’s cheek, a sign to get out of the way.
 

Instead of popping off him and scurrying away, she eased him out of her mouth, slid her tongue down his shaft, licked his balls, then buried her face in his ass hole. The muffled sounds of her licking his ass crack drifted across the room.
 

Jim’s hands roamed up and down Sarah’s body. He paused at her tits, gently twisting her nipples which made her gasp. “It’s alright. It’s alright,” he whispered. He let one hand fall to her hips, grabbing his cock with the other and pointing it at her soft cunt. He pulled her down, until her pussy was kissing his meat.
 

As if on cue, Hannah backed away and crawled out from between his legs. Without so much as a glance at me, she wiped the filth off her mouth and scurried out of the room.
 

Maybe it was the fact that suddenly it was just the three of us but the reality of what was about to happen hit me like a ton of bricks.
 

Jim was about to drive his cock up inside my wife.
 

My insides twisted up as I remembered that none of us had told Jim about Sarah’s…condition. I guess I’d thought that Hannah would drop a hint, or maybe that she’d be there and whisper it to him before he came or…I don’t know.
 

Still on my knees I opened my mouth to speak. But what the hell was I supposed to say? I was totally new to this. How the hell do you tell a guy who’s about to put his dick into your wife that she’s bare and not to come inside her?
 

That wasn’t the only thing that kept me from saying something, though. There was something else holding me back, something tugging from the deepest, darkest corner of my mind. It was so depraved I could barely acknowledge it was there.
 

There was a part of me that wanted to see Jim nut up inside her. There was a part of me that wanted to know what that kind of danger felt like.
 

Sarah’s gasp grabbed my attention. I looked up to see that the head of Jim’s cock had slipped past her labia and into her opening.
 

Her back arched and her hands fluttered out to her sides, like she was having a panic attack. She started sucking in quick breaths. Falling forward, she pressed her palms against Jim’s chest.
 

“Shh, shh, shh,” Jim said, putting a hand on either side of her hips. “It’s alright. It’s alright, baby.”
 

Sarah seemed to resist him pressing his way into her, seemed to be pushing back and trying to get away. She looked down between her legs, to one side, then the other, as if looking for a way to escape.
 

“Hey, hey,” Jim said, his voice low. “It’s alright. You can do this. You almost there.”
 

Sarah shook her head. “It’s…I don’t know if…it’s so big,” she whimpered.
 

Jim cracked a smile and chuckled. He held her in place. “Oh baby, you don’t even know what God gave you. You gotta’ trust me. You can take it. I know you can.”
 

Still panting, Sarah stared at him. Her brow was furrowed with worry.
 

Jim started to nod. “You alright? You’re alright. I know you are. Now relax.” His smile widened, presumably at the sensation of Sarah…opening herself for him. “Thaaaat’s it,” he purred. “Just like that.”
 

Without warning he gave her hips a rough yank, impaling his cock into her pussy with the sound of a too-ripe watermelon being split open.
 

Sarah’s mouth fell open and she sucked in a breath.
 

I was frozen in place. The only part of my body I could feel was my cock throbbing between my legs.
 

“You alright?” Jim asked softly. “That feel alright?”
 

Sarah fell forward, locking her lips to his in a kiss.
 

A violent shudder tore through me. Their union was complete and there was no going back.
 

She pulled away.
 

I’ll never forget the words she whispered next.
 

“Oh. My. God. It feels so…”
 






Chapter Eighteen


“Feels good, right?” Jim said with a smile.
 

Sarah looked down between her legs again in disbelief.
 

To be honest I, too, could not believe that the entirety of his fat snake had fit into her. There were a few times when we’d had sex that I thought I’d come up against her end. This proved otherwise. There was obviously a part of her that I’d never filled. A part that I never would.
 

She started to rise. Bracing herself against his chest, she pulled her pussy off his cock leaving it coated in a milky white cream. 
 

I’d never seen her mucus that colour.
 

Holding herself over him, she closed her eyes, as if savouring the moment. Then, she slid back down, letting his cock fill her again.
 

Jim was…very patient. He held her hips as she rose and fell a few more times. He let her get used to the feeling of being stretched that wide, let her find her rhythm. It wasn’t long before she was riding him like a whore hungry for cum.
 

His hands slid up and down her body, caressing her curves, then settling back over her hips.
 

Sarah’s pumping became increasingly more violent. She threw her head back and forward, whipping her hair against his chest.
 

I swear I thought I saw her eyes roll back into her head. She was like a woman possessed. It was like watching a butterfly molt back into something far more ugly and primitive.
 

A transformation from doting wife to willing slut.
 

It was the fucking hottest thing I’d ever seen.
 

My cock started throbbing in time with her squeals. Each time she’d fall onto his lap she’d moan or mewl.
 

Each time I felt a powerful need to get up, throw her off of him and fuck my cock into her pussy. But I was still paralyzed, completely enthralled by what was taking place.
 

Sarah’s body shook. Her muscles flexed and she threw her head back and screamed. A gush of her juice came pulsing out of her pussy, dripping down Jim’s balls. The orgasm seemed to tear through her like someone pulling a starter rope on a chainsaw. It ended as violently as it had begun. Sarah crashed against Jim, sobbing and burying his face in his neck.
 

A worry grew in my chest. It was unlike Sarah to have that emotional of a reaction to anything. I wondered if she was just putting on a show or if she really was feeling it so deeply.
 

Jim let her ride out the final fits and spurts of her climax. He rubbed his hands up and down her back, let them glide down onto her ass. Spreading her ass cheeks apart, he wandered around her crack with the tip of his middle finger until he found the tight and puckered ring of her back hole.
 

Sarah gasped, sat up straight in his lap, tried to slap his hands away from her backside and burst into giggles.
 

“What’s up baby? You don’t like a little ass play?” Jim said, smiling at her but keeping his finger pressed firmly against her sphincter.
 

Sarah’s face turned a deep crimson. “I don’t…we don’t really do that,” she muttered.
 

“Oh yeah?” Jim said, chuckling. “Well maybe you just ain’t doin’ it right, hmm? How about that?”
 

It was obvious he wasn’t looking for an answer and Sarah didn’t give him one. She just sat on his lap looking bashful and embarrassed but not objecting to him fingering her back hole.
 

“You know how to suck a dick, don’t you baby?” Jim asked.
 

Sarah smiled, turned and even deeper shade of red, then looked to me.
 

As our eyes I felt a deep connection grow between us. I’d never done anything so intimate in my life. I’d turned out my wife to another man, for fuck’s sake. “It’s okay,” I whispered, nodding.
 

I have to admit I wasn’t really thinking of Sarah at that point, selfish as that was. I’d thought watching her ride Jim’s fat cock was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. But the idea of watching her lick her own juice off of him hardened my cock even more.
 

It would also be a handy way to keep him from coming inside her pussy. So, win-win there. Right?
 

Jim started chuckling. “It’s okay? It’s okay,” he said, reaching up and squeezing Sarah’s tits.
 

That got her attention.
 

“You know what sweetheart? Pretty soon you won’t have to turn to your husband and aks that. Pretty soon you gonna’ be all Jim’s.” He flashed her a toothy grin that faded after a few moments. “Now get on your knees. Your friend wants hers, too.”
 

I glanced towards the hall, reminded that Hannah was still in the house with us.
 

She wasn’t exactly lurking. Just half-hiding behind the frame, watching the show with a somewhat jealous expression on her face.
 

Sarah pulled herself off of Jim’s cock slowly. She exhaled as the bulbous head popped out of her pussy.
 

For a moment I thought she was going to try to sink onto it again. But one look at Jim’s stern expression had her scrambling down onto her knees in front of him.
 

His cock was dripping in her sticky liquid. She wrapped a fist around the root of it, opened her mouth and leaned forward. She sniffed the air like an animal.
 

Maybe Jim got impatient. Or maybe he just needed to get off. Whichever it was, he put a fat paw on the side of her head and drew her mouth onto his glistening hard shaft.
 

Sarah gagged as the taste and smell invaded her senses.
 

I saw her stomach heave.
 

Jim held her in place.
 

After a few deep breaths, she opened her jaw and began to suck more of him into her mouth.
 

“Mmm,” Jim said, letting go of her head and putting his arm up over his head. “Your pretty little wife’s mouth is as sweet as her pussy.”
 

It wasn’t long before he had Sarah bobbing up and down on his cock the same way Hannah had done.
 

To be honest it wasn’t as hot as I’d thought it would be. Some of the innocence had left her, forever would be by her first betrayal when she let him inside herself. Now she looked a little bit closer to one of those porn stars that did this for a living.
 

I guess there was something hot about that, too. Just not as real.
 

As Sarah sucked him off, Jim guided her hands to where he wanted them. Rubbing up and down his meat, fist close to her lips for maximum friction.
 

Just as I thought Sarah would have to pull off and catch her breath, he touched her chin and guided her off his cock himself.
 

Sarah came off panting but kept stroking him with her hand.
 

Jim pushed it away with a gentle slap.
 

Sarah looked up, puzzled and a little bit worried like she’d done something wrong. “Sorry, I…”
 

Jim’s lip twisted in a grimace. He grabbed his dick with a forefinger and thumb, just below the glans and pinched. A hot shot of his ejaculate came flying out of the tip, landing just below Sarah’s eye with a wet splat.
 

She gasped, flinched and squeezed her eyes shut tight.
 

Jim pinched his cock again. Another burst of white ooze came flying out, hitting her chest and dribbling down the valley between her tits.
 

Sarah’s hands came up to either side of her face.
 

I’d never given her a facial and it was obvious from the way she was taking this one that no one else had, either.
 

Jim grunted, pinched his dick one last time, then started pumping it hard. Gush after gush of white seed came shooting from the tip. It coated Sarah’s cheeks. Some of it landed on her forehead, some on her chest. A few shots went into her mouth which she promptly pushed out with her tongue with a grimace before sealing her lips shut.
 

By the time he was done she was covered in a milky-white glaze.
 

“Not bad,” Jim said, letting his cock flop out of his hand to one side. “You better get a lesson in how to take a cum shot from your friend before I come back.” He looked up to see Hannah standing at the entrance to the living room and smiled. “Come here, baby. Your turn.”
 

Hannah walked quickly over to where he was sitting. She threw a leg over him and sat on his lap the same way Sarah had been sitting just a few minutes before. She pulled her shirt up over her head, picked up her tit and fed the nipple into Jim’s mouth.
 

He growled a low “mmm-mmm,” as he started to suckle.
 

Sarah wiped a dollop of cum off her eyelid, then turned to look at me.
 

Jim and Sarah had started making out and I realized it was time for us to go. Standing up, I motioned for her to follow me out of the room.
 

I helped her stumble up the stairs and into the bedroom, both of us in a daze. 
 

Sarah turned to face me, naked and still covered in Jim’s cum. “Eli?” she whispered. “Are you okay?”
 

I put a hand on each of her cheeks, the cooling, sticky mess of Jim’s deposit smearing along my palms. I kissed her, thrusting my tongue into her mouth the same way Jim had.
 

My cock roared to life as she kissed me back.
 

“Get on the bed,” I whispered, struggling to tear my clothes off. “We have to fuck.”
 






Chapter Nineteen


Sarah stumbled backwards onto the bed.
 

Kicking my pants off I scrambled onto her, thrusting my throbbing cock between her splayed thighs. Touching the tip of it to her drenched folds, I drove myself inside, throwing my head back and roaring as I slipped into her messy heat.
 

“Oh Eli,” she moaned. She dug her claws into my ass and pulled me close.
 

I looked down and stared deep into her eyes as I started to thrust.
 

Jim’s cock had stretched her noticeably stretched her pussy. Her walls, normally tight around my shaft, were still pleasant but there wasn’t nearly as much friction as I remembered. A heart-wrenching thrill rushed through me at the thought that I’d let another man do this to her. Would she ever be the same again?
 

Sarah’s feet hovered around my head as I plowed my cock into her softness. Her lips were twisted in agony. She threw her head to one side.
 

“Oh fuck,” I muttered, staring down at my shaft disappearing inside her. “He fucked you. He fucked you. I saw him fuck you,” I whispered.
 

Sarah craned her neck to watch my cock moving into her, too. She glanced up at me. “He fucked me, baby. He was inside me. His cock was so big. Oh fuck, Eli, he stretched me out so much. Can you feel it? Can you feel how much he stretched me?”
 

Hearing her talk made me slam into her with more force. I know she meant it to be hot and it was, but my mind twisted her words into taunting. The anger that boiled inside made me fuck her even harder. The cum churning in my nuts started to move into my cock. “I’m gonna’ come,” I breathed. “I’m gonna’ fucken’ come!”
 

Sarah wrapped her legs around my waist, locking her ankles at my back. She stared at me with an intensity I’d never seen in her eyes. “Spill it in me, baby. Give it to me. Give me all that cum,” she begged. She closed her eyes and threw her head back against the bed.
 

I watched her tits flopping on her chest as I sawed into her. I couldn’t help but wonder what she was imagining with her eyes closed. Was she back with Jim? Was she wishing he were still inside her? Was she dreaming of his cum filling her up instead of mine?
 

The thought sent me barrelling over the edge of an orgasm. My balls tightened and my cock flexed and a rush of hot ejaculate spewed from me and into her soft womb.
 

Sarah’s body tensed and her back arched up and off the bed as she came with a shudder. It wasn’t the same mind-bending orgasm that had brought her to tears with Jim.
 

But her clenching pussy felt good squeezing out my nut.
 

As my orgasm faded I collapsed on top of her, panting and spent. The first tendrils of regret worked their way into my mind. I rolled off of her to catch my breath.
 

After a sigh, Sarah rolled over onto me, put her head on my shoulder and her warm hand on my chest.
 

I looked down to see her smiling.
 

“Are you okay?” she asked, sounding a little worried.
 

“I’m fine,” I whispered. I turned my head and kissed her cheek. “I’m fine. Are you?”
 

“I think so,” she whispered back. “I can’t…I can’t believe we did that.”
 

With my arousal fading, the conversation I’d had with Hannah drifted back into my mind. I didn’t want to ruin the moment but my insides were tight again just thinking of what she’d said. I turned to Sarah again. “Baby?”
 

Her eyes fluttered open and she smiled. “What is it?” she asked softly.
 

“I talked to Hannah. While you were passed out.”
 

The smile faded from her lips and her brow furrowed slightly. “You did?”
 

I nodded.
 

“What about?”
 

I thought for a moment, trying to come up with the best way to bring up what was bothering me. “She told me some stuff about you. About times you were here. Before this all happened. About Jim.” I felt her neck tense against my arm. “I’m not mad,” I said, hoping to reassure her. “She told me about how…about how you wanted Jim. Even before last night, how you wanted him after you first met him.”
 

Sarah’s eyes opened wide. She sat up and started shaking her head. “Eli, I never…”
 

“Shh, baby. It’s okay. I know. She said nothing happened with you two. She just said you wanted him. That you were attracted to him. Is that true?”
 

She looked away, thought for a moment, then nodded. The cum had dried on her face. “I’m sorry, Eli, I…”
 

“I know, baby. I know,” I said, reaching out and bringing her in close to me again. “I know. You don’t have to be sorry. I wasn’t paying attention. I should have been. I should never have gotten so caught up in work.”
 

She seemed to relax and a long silence passed between us. The sounds of Hannah climaxing drifted up the stairs. The whole thing was so surreal it was almost laughable.
 

It didn’t take long for my mind to wander back to the memory of watching her with Jim. I kept replaying everything I’d seen, watching him first go inside her, then seeing her mouth on his cock and watching him spray his seed on her face, marking her as his.
 

After a while Sarah propped herself up on her elbow and stared at me. “So, we’re okay?” she asked.
 

I smiled. I felt a little conflicted. Watching her had been hot as hell but I felt a little needy, like I couldn’t get as close to her as I wanted or needed. “We’re fine,” I replied.
 

“Like, fine fine?” she asked.
 

I hesitated. I wanted to share with her exactly what was going on inside my head but just couldn’t find the right words. There would always be time to talk about it later if I wanted. “Fine fine. For sure.”
 

Sarah breathed a sigh of relief. She leaned close and kissed me. The dank smell of Jim’s cum wafted off her cheeks. “That makes me happy,” she whispered. “When I looked at you, when I was…when he was…I thought…I thought that maybe you were upset.”
 

I let out a laugh. I was glad she’d brought it up. “I can’t say I was entirely happy about it,” I confessed. “There was a part of me that just wanted to make you mine the whole time you were with him. Not that I wanted it to stop. Just…it’s hard to explain.”
 

“It’s okay,” she said, rubbing my chest with her hand. She gazed at me for a while. “Eli? What’s next?” she asked.
 

I took a deep breath. That was something I didn’t have an answer for. While a part of me wanted to call it a day, tell her to come home and chalk this up as one crazy adventure we’d never repeat, the animal part of my brain had a completely different opinion.
 

I thought of what Hannah had said, about Jim being like heroin. It was kind of how I felt. Now that I’d seen Sarah give herself to him once it didn’t seem like enough. It had been pretty vanilla sex, after all. Sure he’d come on her face but remembering the way he’d talked to her, how dominating he’d been, the way he owned her, all made me curious to find out just how far Sarah would let him.
 

And just how much of watching I could take.
 

“Do you want to go home?” I asked quietly.
 

Sarah bit her lip. She thought about it for a while before shaking her head. “I don’t think so. What would we do there anyways? We don’t have jobs any more, remember?” she added with a grin.
 

I wished she hadn’t brought that up but didn’t want to start an argument. “What do you want to do then?” I asked instead.
 

Sarah’s eyes roamed around the room. She was either searching for the answer or figuring out the best way to say what was already on her mind.
 

“Baby,” I said. “Just tell me. I want to make you happy. You deserve that. You deserve more than that.”
 

Slowly she came to look at me again. “Don’t take this the wrong way…”
 

My stomach flopped at what she’d said. How often does something good begin with ‘don’t take this the wrong way?’” “But?” I asked.
 

“God, I don’t know. It…he felt so good, Eli. I didn’t think…I didn’t expect it to feel that good. I thought it would be fun. I thought it’d be something different, something hot. Now that it’s over?” She paused. “I kind of wish it weren’t.”
 

Two very different feelings conflated inside of me. I didn’t want it to be over either. I wanted to see more, wanted to know just how depraved Sarah could get. But hearing your wife say she hasn’t had enough of another man’s dick? Wasn’t I supposed to be more mad about it or something? “You want to stay here for a while longer?” I asked.
 

Sarah nodded. “I do. I want to…I just want to have a little more fun.”
 

That part I liked hearing. Because that’s what this was supposed to be about, after all. And at the end of the day that’s all I really wanted from her, too. “You think Jim’ll be back tomorrow?” I asked.
 

Sarah cuddled up to me again. “I hope so. I feel kind of…empty without him. I want him to fill me up again.” She giggled at herself.
 

The words tightened around my heart. My cock throbbed.
 






Chapter Twenty


I woke up the next morning to the feeling of the bed moving. I’m not sure why I decided not to let on that I was awake. I kept my eyes closed, facing away from the two of them.
 

An ache had begun inside me the moment I came to. Not completely the good kind, either. It was like waking up after having a big fight the night before. The world just felt different. Like I didn’t fit in it any more.
 

“Hey. Sarah? Wake up,” Hannah whispered.
 

“Huh? What time is it?” Sarah muttered as she lifted herself off the bed.
 

“It’s nine,” Hannah replied. She sounded terse and impatient. “Hey Jim has to go soon.”
 

“Oh,” Sarah answered. “Okay.”
 

A pregnant silence followed. “He…he wants to see you before he goes.”
 

The words wound around my heart in a delicious agony. In a way they were the last words I’d wanted to hear. But they inspired a painful curiosity. Just how far would Sarah go? Would she go to Jim? Would she give herself to him so soon again? Would she wake me to do it? Or would she slip out of the bed hoping I wouldn’t notice and let him fuck her without asking me?
 

The possibility that she might tightened my balls and made my stomach heave.
 

“Uh…I…”
 

I could tell she’d turned and was staring at me. Our entire relationship, all the trust we’d built and everything we’d become together, seemed to hang on that moment.
 

“You have to give me a minute,” she said finally with a soft exhale. “I have to talk to Eli.”
 

Nothing had ever brought me as much relief as what she’d said. Listening to Hannah get up and pad softly out of the room so Sarah and I could talk realigned my world for me.
 

“Eli? Eli. Wake up,” Sarah said, giving my arm a gentle shake.
 

I made what I thought was a passable performance at pretending to wake up. It was difficult trying to act sleepy when my heart was racing at what felt like a hundred and fifty beats per minute but I did my best. “What’s up?” I said, trying to sound as groggy as I could.
 

Cool as a cucumber. My wife just fucked another man last night. No big deal.
 

“Hey,” Sarah said as our eyes met. Her face lit up with a smile and she bit her lip. She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “Hannah was just in here. Did you hear her?” she asked.
 

“No. Is everything okay?” I asked, lying through my teeth.
 

Sarah paused before answering, formulating her response and the question I knew was to follow. “Are you feeling okay?” she asked.
 

I nodded. Another lie. Sort of. I felt like I’d just done a speed-ball. “Yeah, what is it?”
 

She chewed her lip again. “It’s Jim. He’s…he’s got to leave.”
 

“Oh?”
 

“Hannah…she wanted to know if…Jim wanted to know if…” She hesitated, struggling to force the words out.
 

“He wants to fuck you again?” I asked.
 

She seemed to flinch at hearing it spoken out loud. “Yeah.”
 

I was so happy that she’d woken me, that she hadn’t just snuck out. But as I searched her expression for a sign of what she really wanted, a sense of dread crept into my brain.
 

Sarah, my lovely wife, was praying I would say yes.
 

The realization was one part elation, two parts pain. “Do you want to?” I whispered.
 

She locked eyes with mine and began to nod slowly. “Yes,” she whispered back.
 

And here I began to see that, despite the fact that this had begun as a harmless game, it was destined to be so much more than that. Already it had laid bare parts of me I’d never even known were there.
 

I swallowed back the dryness that had formed in my mouth, wondering if I even had a say in what happened next. If I told her she couldn’t and she did anyways, what would that mean? Maybe it was partly the fear of making that discovery that drove me to answer the way I did. “Then go. You should go to him.”
 

Sarah’s eyes opened a little wider. Her mouth fell open, too. “Are you sure?” she asked softly.
 

One last hurdle to jump over. “I’m…I’m sure.”
 

She took a deep breath. The covers fell off of her revealing her gorgeous breasts. They looked more swollen than normal, her body already responding to the arousal of getting laid by Jim again. Her pink nipples were stiff with desire.
 

“Okay,” she whispered. She leaned in and kissed me again. “I love you.”
 

And with that she slipped away not bothering to cover her naked body as she walked out into the hall.
 

I waited, paralyzed, as I listened to her walk down the hall. I closed my eyes. She’d left the door open and a few moments later I heard the sounds of lips on flesh. I couldn’t tell whether they were hers or his but someone was sucking something.
 

From the sounds of it she’d gone into Hannah’s room.
 

After a few minutes of sucking I heard her gasp then I heard the bed springs begin a steady and rhythmic creaking.
 

Jealousy and arousal rushed through me. I imagined Sarah on her back, legs spread, Jim’s powerful torso suspended above her as he fucked his fat, stiff cock into her soaked cunt. Blood surged through my cock, hardening it. I reached down and started stroking myself.
 

After a while the even sounds of the bed bucking beneath Jim’s weight were joined by soft gasps and pants.
 

My balls tightened up at knowing that I was listening to Jim about to make Sarah come again. I was so hard and ready to blow. But I wanted to save myself for when she got back. I wanted to be ready to claim her again.
 

A thought had been hovering over my painful arousal that I hadn’t allowed in. Now, very slowly and carefully, I let it creep into my mind and lace through the tangle of emotions already there.
 

I wondered if Sarah had told him that she wasn’t on birth control yet? Had Hannah? Did he know that he was fucking her unprotected pussy? Did he care?
 

As Sarah’s panting mounted I squeezed my eyes shut tight, trying to drive out discomfort and paranoia the questions brought but keep the heat they inspired. I had to take my hand off my cock and stop touching myself to keep myself from coming.
 

“I told him you know.”
 

Hannah’s voice gave me a start. My eyes popped open as I scrambled up to sitting on the bed. “What…what the fuck are you doing here?” I gasped.
 

Hannah was leaning against the door frame wearing a thin bathrobe barely held together by a loose cotton belt. “Watching you pump yourself,” she said, staring at me. As she started walking towards me the robe fell open further for a moment, revealing her pussy and left breast. She pulled it closed but only after I’d gotten an eyeful.
 

Hannah sat down on the bed to the sound of Sarah climaxing in the other room. 
 

It didn’t sound as intense as it had the night before but the noise lanced straight into my heart.
 

“You really get off on this, huh?” she asked, staring at my cock tenting the sheets.
 

“What the hell is going on here, Hannah?” I asked, shaking my head. The shock of her staring at me as I jerked myself off to Sarah getting fucked in the other room threw into perspective how crazy this all was.
 

Hannah shrugged. “Sounds like she’s having a good time in there,” she said with a smile.
 

Jim’s grunting coming from the other room made it apparent that he was enjoying his own orgasm.
 

“What the fuck am I doing?” I said, my head falling into my hands.
 

“Hey,” Hannah said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “Relax. I told him she wasn’t on any birth control. He knows. He can be a jerk sometimes but he’s not fucking crazy.”
 

I appreciated the reassurance, I guess. “What is happening here? Seriously?” I felt an intense need to connect with someone, anyone, even if it were Hannah. I needed to shake how suddenly alone I felt in all of this.
 

“Hey. It’s okay.” Hannah gave my shoulder a squeeze. “You’re gonna’ be okay. She’ll be back in here soon. All yours for the rest of the day. ’Kay?”
 

It seemed like small consolation but at least it was something. “Then what?” I asked.
 

Hannah shrugged again. “That’s up to you guys. And Jim.”
 

And Jim.
 

It had happened so quickly and yet I knew it was true. I knew because of what Sarah had said last night, by how eager she’d been to go to him that morning. Out of nowhere I knew that Jim had a say in all this. I slumped forward, dejected at the thought.
 

“You should talk to him,” Hannah said.
 

“Talk to him?”
 

“Yeah. Just…talk to him. I think he’ll be back tonight. He doesn’t have to work tomorrow. He usually stays over when he doesn’t have to work.”
 

I wanted to ask her what, exactly, I should talk to him about. But at that moment Sarah appeared in the door.
 

Seeing her covered in his ejaculate again brought a strange relief. At least he hadn’t finished inside. Maybe Hannah was right? Maybe he wasn’t fucking crazy?
 

“Well,” Hannah said quietly, standing up. “I guess I’ll leave you two alone.” She walked through the room and out the door past where Sarah was standing without giving her a second glance.
 

Sarah and I stared at each other for what felt like an eternity before she walked softly towards me and sat down on the bed.
 

Jim’s cum was slathered along her belly and breasts, dripping and drying and already starting to cake.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her beautiful body covered in another man’s seed.
 

She didn’t say a word. Pulling off the covers she swung a leg over my lap and straddled me. She pressed my cock down against my pelvis with her damp and swollen pussy. Putting an arm on my chest, she pushed me down until I was lying on the bed.
 

My cock throbbed beneath her at her dominance.
 

She glanced down at the mess Jim had made on her chest. Then she ran her fingers up her belly and onto her breast, trailing some of the puddles of cum that hadn’t dried yet. She cupped her tit and leaned forward, bringing it close to my mouth.
 

Her nipple was still stiff. It was covered in the slimy white deposit Jim had left. Sarah put the thumb of her other hand onto my chin and opened my mouth. Leaning even closer, she fed me her nipple.
 

The acrid taste of Jim’s spunk erupted through my senses. It was as revolting as it was hot. I pursed my lips. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked a fat dollop of it, squeezing my eyes shut as it trickled into my throat. I swallowed the load.
 

As my cock hardened beneath Sarah again, she started riding me slowly back and forth. Her wet pussy lips felt like heaven against my hardness. I cocked my hips, trying to bury myself inside her sheath.
 

But each time I came close she would slide up, denying me entrance to her soft core. She kept her breast pressed against my mouth.
 

I suckled it, turning the stiff and wrinkled nipple over and over with my tongue. I grunted as I felt my nuts tighten. I wanted so badly to be inside her. I leaned back, letting her nipple fall out of my mouth. “Baby, please…” I begged.
 

Sarah lifted a finger to her lips, still riding me. She slowed her strokes, her now-drenched pussy lips dragging along my throbbing cock.
 

“Oh fuck,” I grunted. “You’re gonna’ make me come.”
 

Sarah’s swaying slowed even more. Each slow sweep along my shaft felt like an eternity. My cock hardened, engorged with blood and started to fill with seed. I glanced down at the purple head peeking out from under Sarah’s messy lips in time to watch the first pulse of seed erupt from the tip.
 

Gush after gush of my hot ejaculate fired from the tip of my cock, milked out by Sarah’s soaked lips. I felt each splat land on my stomach, the seed landing in impotent puddles on my flesh instead of coating the inside of her sheath.
 

It was a tantalizingly depraved sensation.
 

As my climax waned, Sarah continued to ride me.
 

My cock softened beneath her, the heat brought by seeing her cum-covered body, of her feeding me her nipple with Jim’s deposit still on it, crept back into the dark corners of my exhausted brain.
 

Just when I thought she was going to slide off of me, she reached down beneath her legs, touched the tip of my stiff member and slipped what was left of my erection into herself.
 

I groaned, the feeling it caused only teasing me more, giving me a taste of where I might have finished if she’d allowed it.
 

She squeezed me with the muscles in her pussy a few times before letting me slip out and lying down next to me.
 

“Oh God, baby, that was so hot,” I whispered. I leaned closer to her and kissed her on the lips.
 

She returned the kiss gently with her tongue and let me linger inside her mouth.
 

“Baby I was so worried. I thought he’d come inside you. I…I just…Hannah told me she told him, that you weren’t on the pill or anything but…”
 

Sarah kissed me again, cutting me off in mid-sentence. “Shh,” she said when she pulled away. She put a palm on the other side of my head and pulled me towards her chest.
 

We lay like that until I fell asleep.
 






Chapter Twenty-one


When Jim returned that night Hannah and Sarah were already a few drinks in in the living room.
 

Hannah, perhaps trying to set me up, asked me to go open the door.
 

I did, but reluctantly. It wasn’t that I couldn’t face him. In fact, I didn’t feel bad about what had happened or what, inevitably, was going to happen that night. I guess I’d just never been in a situation like that with another man and I wasn’t sure what to expect.
 

I swung the door open to find him standing in baggy black jeans and a jacket that looked a size too big, even on his massive frame. “Hey, Jim,” I muttered, stepping aside to let him in.
 

“Hey, E. Whattup?” he said, walking in and heading for the kitchen.
 

I breathed a sigh of relief. I’d thought about what Hannah had said, about talking to him. I’m not sure why. What good would that do?
 

I was about to walk back into the living room when he said my name.
 

“Hey, E!”
 

“Huh?” I asked.
 

“Why don’t you come in here for a sec?”
 

My shoulders sank a little at his request. But for some reason I followed him into the kitchen.
 

He flipped the lights on. The harsh white glare was in stark contrast to the dim lighting in the living room and hall.
 

Jim opened the fridge and grabbed a beer. He was about to close it when he looked at me with one eye raised. “Want one?” he asked.
 

I shook my head. I didn’t mind a drink every now and again. But I felt like I needed all my wits about me and alcohol always clouded my judgment and stirred up emotions that sometimes didn’t need stirring. “No thanks.”
 

Jim shrugged. “Cool.” He cracked open the bottle of beer and took a long swig. He licked a bit of it off his lips before setting the bottle down on the counter. “That’s a nice wife you’ve got there,” he said.
 

The sentence sounded like there was more to it. Like at any moment he might added “it’d be a shame if someone took her for themselves.”
 

I forced a smile. “Yeah…uh, thanks.” What else do you say when someone who’s fucked your wife gives you that sort of compliment?
 

“Yeah,” Jim said with a broad grin. “You’re welcome.” He took another swig of his beer. “So, Eli.” It sounded like a headmaster about to have a serious talk with his student. “How far you want this thing to go?”
 

I was dumbfounded for a second. It was probably the last thing I’d expected to hear from him. “Uh…say what?” I finally managed to mutter.
 

“All this shit,” Jim said, waving his beer bottle in a lazy arc towards the living room. “You like knowing your girl’s getting a little something on the side, right?”
 

“Uh…yeah, but…”
 

“Yeah, so, that’s what I’m sayin’. You gonna’ stop there? Or you want to find out what a fine piece of ass like that can really take?”
 

“I’m…I’m not sure I know what you mean.”
 

Jim eyed me for a while before taking another massive swig of his beer. “You thought this was it? Huh? You thought you’d watch her get stuffed with a big, black dick and it’d be over, huh?”
 

“I…I didn’t really think it through, I guess,” I replied.
 

“Yeah. Right. Well I’ma’ just put this one out there. I live with three other guys, right? They pretty big and all that.” He took a few steps closer so he was standing two feet or so away. “They’d breed the fuck out of that tight pussy you got there,” he said, his voice low.
 

I shuddered at what he’d said. I couldn’t bring myself to look away from him staring at me. The expression he was wearing looked like a dare. “You mean…you mean that…”
 

“I mean, my friend, that if you are amenable, I could see to it that that tight little pink slit gets fucked right, you know what I’m saying?”
 

It was terrifying to think that I’d already begun to imagine exactly what he was saying. Sarah on her back, legs splayed, three other black studs each taking their turn sawing into her. The vision made my blood boil. “Jim, I, I don’t know. I…I’d have to talk to Sarah about it and we hadn’t really discussed…”
 

Jim balled a fist and tapped me on the shoulder. “Unh-uh. You don’t worry about that shit. I’ll get her all set up for you.”
 

I shivered again. Set up? What the hell did that mean? That Jim was going to convince my wife to take a train of men? “You will?” I whispered, shocked at the words coming out of my mouth.
 

“Hell yeah brother!” he said, his lips cracking into another grin. “You don’t worry about a thing. You just leave it all to ole’ Jim. We’ll get that little wife of yours all straightened out.”
 

My hands had started to shake. I couldn’t believe that I was even having this conversation, let alone letting myself be led towards watching Sarah with not one but four other men.
 

Jim let me consider his proposition as he finished his beer. “What’s the matter, E? Feelin’ a little nervous, huh? Maybe a little scared?”
 

I looked down at the floor and nodded. “Yeah. I guess.” I was embarrassed to even be considering the strange request but I couldn’t deny how hot it made me.
 

“Let me put it to you like this,” Jim said after a while. “I know Sarah’s sitting on that couch in there just wondering when she’s gonna’ get another taste of dark meat.”
 

The sounds of Sarah and Hannah bursting into giggles echoed through the hall.
 

“Ain’t nothing wrong with likin’ it,” he continued, shaking his head. “But if you think that shit last night and this morning turned you on you ain’t gonna’ believe what watching her get ganged be like. You gonna’ be wishing you got in on this a lot sooner after you see that!” He started chuckling and drained the last of his beer. “Now what do you say?”
 

My throat was dry and tight. My insides felt like they were about to flop out of my stomach. My palms were sweaty and my vision blurred. “Jim, Sarah’s…I mean, I know that Hannah told you that Sarah’s not…”
 

Jim waved away my concern with a meaty paw. “Yeah, yeah, I heard about that.” He narrowed his eyes and stared at me, grinning. “That’s kind of what makes it hot, though, ain’t it? That shit’s a little risky. Turning out your wife to a roomful of other men, knowing they gonna’ lather that pussy up real good? Ain’t it?”
 

I took a deep breath before glancing up at him and nodding again.
 

“Yeah. That’s it,” Jim said, his voice almost a growl. “Come on, E.” He set his beer bottle on the counter and wrapped a heavy arm around my shoulder. “What you say we go in there and get Sarah a little freaky?”
 

My mind was spinning in disbelief at what I’d just agreed to. The temptation to watch Sarah with Jim again was not one I could pass over easily. I let myself be guided into the living room, where Hannah and Sarah were giggling and whispering on the couch.
 

The two of them went silent and watched the two of us come in.
 

“What the fuck?” Jim bellowed. “Someone die in here?” He burst into raucous laughter and started unbuckling his belt.
 

I slipped up against the wall, trying to make myself as small as possible.
 

Jim dropped his pants and shorts. His long cock, already half swollen, swung up in a lazy arc, pointing at the two women on the couch.
 

Hannah’s nostrils flared at he sight of it and she sat up a little straighter.
 

Sarah did the same.
 

Jim walked through the room and came to a stop in front of the couch. He eyed the two of them, as if trying to pick which one would be first. Grabbing his cock, he held it out and wagged it at Hannah. “Come here baby. Suck a dick,” he ordered.
 

Hannah scrambled up onto her knees. She wrapped both hands around the root of his cock and started to caress the tip with her tongue.
 

Jim crooked two fingers at Sarah, inviting her to join in.
 

Sarah shot me a glance. She must have sensed that she didn’t need my permission this time because she didn’t ask. She got up on her knees and waited expectantly for Jim to tell her what to do.
 

“No, no,” Jim said. He waved the two fingers at the floor. “Down there.”
 

Sarah blushed but did what he said. She got down onto the floor, still on her knees.
 

Jim stepped apart with his feet and put a palm on the side of her cheek. “Come here.” He guided her forward and under his legs, out of the way of Hannah whose gentle sucking and stroking had turned into a vigorous rub. Popping Sarah’s mouth open with his thumb, he pulled her in until one of his nuts was touching her cheek.
 

It dawned on her what he was asking for. With her cheeks still burning, she shot me a shy glance before opening her mouth wider and letting the wrinkled skin of his sack slip past her lips.
 

My cock throbbed to hardness as I watched her rolling it around with her tongue, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked on it.
 

“Fuck yeah,” Jim growled. He stared down at the two women, one working his organ, the other his testicle, and seemed to appreciate the sight.
 

I saw his flesh harden in Hannah’s hand.
 

His nut popped out of Sarah’s mouth. “Get on up there,” he said, pushing Hannah away and coaxing Sarah into place.
 

Sarah’s eyes went wide with wonder a moment before she closed them as she took the first few inches of his cock into her mouth. She sighed and began to bob back and forth on it, caressing the shaft with her fingers as she sucked.
 

Jim stood with one hand on his back, watching his dark meat disappear past her lips. After a while he pulled back. His cock popped out with a wet slurp. “On the couch,” he ordered. “On your knees.”
 

Sarah scrambled back and up onto the couch. She spun around, this time far less bashful than she’d been the night before. She even put a hand on her ass and pried one of her cheeks apart, baring her glistening pussy for Jim.
 

Jim grinned, pressed the tip of his cock against her pink flesh, then speared her with it. It slipped into her wetness, silent and frictionless.
 

Sarah’s mouth fell open as the dark rod filled her. Mounted on the pole, she began to push back and forth, trying to hasten the fuck she was about to receive.
 

Jim put a hand on the small of her back and slowed her down. “Easy, baby. Nice and slow this time.” Keeping his hand on her back, he set the pace of her strokes. His stiff cock slipped in and out of her with soft wet pops and clicks.
 

He kept fucking her this way, bringing her to the edge of an orgasm, then easing off just enough so she slipped back away. He kept this up until Sarah’s pussy was a frothy, drooling mess.
 

A pained look twisted across her face each time, her eyes begging him to finish.
 

“Old Eli over there, he’s a little worried about that pussy of yours,” Jim growled, pressing against Sarah’s back so she stopped fucking him.
 

Sarah looked at me with wide eyes, as if she couldn’t believe he and I had talked about this.
 

“That’s right,” Jim purred. “But I know what you want, baby. You want all that batter up inside you, don’t you?”
 

Sarah’s eyes danced back and forth between mine and Jim’s. Her fingers had curled and were clawing into the couch.
 

Hannah sat at the other end, with her knees curled up under her chin, alternating watching the two of them and me.
 

“Oooh, fuck that pussy’s squeezing tight,” Jim grunted. “You want that seed, baby?”
 

Sarah began to pant. A bead of sweat broke out along her brow. “Oh fuck, I…I…I…” She chewed the inside of her cheek.
 

“What do you say, E?” Jim asked. “She look like she ready to breed?” One corner of his mouth curled up in a wicked grin.
 

My gaze settled on Sarah. If I’d ever seen her looking more beautiful than she did then, I couldn’t remember. Her tight pussy was stretched to twice it’s size by Jim’s girth. Her back was arched, her nipples hard. Her eyes seemed to be suddenly begging me.
 

I pressed my sweaty palms against my pants. This was crazy. I knew I should stop. I should tell him to pull out, come over her ass and her back. All I could imagine was what her pussy would look like, messy and running with his seed.
 

“Do it.”
 

A deathly silence fell as soon as I’d grunted the words. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw Hannah’s mouth fall open in disbelief.
 

Sarah’s movement became even more animal, her hips twisting and writhing on Jim’s meat, trying to suck out his gift.
 

Jim didn’t look at me again. He pulled out of her, held his hips there for a second, then slammed back inside.
 

The force of his fuck sent Sarah spiralling over the edge of her orgasm.
 

Jim grunted.
 

My vision narrowed on the root of his cock, the only part of it still outside of Sarah’s dripping pussy. 
 

The muscles clenched.
 

The sight sent a potent shot of heat racing through me.
 

A groan left Jim as he ejaculated inside my wife. He held her in place, barely moving, so I had the perfect view of his muscle clenching and releasing, pumping blast after blast of his batter deep into her womb.
 

I shuddered, perched on the edge of my own orgasm. The tiniest step rubbed my cock against my boxers. I winced as pleasure welled up, then faded back. Cum spilled out of my cock as I shivered against the wall.
 

When Jim had finished, he kept his cock inside Sarah for a long time.
 

She was crumpled up against the couch, panting and trying to catch her breath.
 

When he finally stepped back and let it fall out, it was followed by a torrent of his cum that ran out onto the couch and down Sarah’s leg.
 

All I could do was stare.
 

Jim smiled, walked over to where he’d dropped his pants and stepped into them. Doing up his belt he looked at the two women still on the couch, then at me. “Get your asses upstairs, ladies. E, you mind grabbing me a beer?”
 

I felt trapped in a trance. Mindlessly I stumbled towards the kitchen as Jim led the way up the stairs, followed by a blushing Sarah and a somewhat sullen Hannah. I heard them walk into Hannah’s room, heard the two of them start to giggle. Then I heard the door close upstairs.
 

I dragged myself over to the fridge and pulled out a beer, my heart a little heavy. It seemed like I would be spending the night alone in bed.
 






Chapter Twenty-two


I was surprised when I woke up the next morning. Not necessarily surprised that I woke up, per se. Rather that I had been able to sleep at all.
 

I couldn’t remember drifting off but the last thing I did remember was the sounds of Jim having his way with both Hannah and Sarah in the room across the hall.
 

Laying there, I’d prepared myself for a night of anxiety and tossing and turning. After all, Jim had appropriated Sarah as if he owned her, stealing her into the room he shared with Hannah.
 

The first hour or so had, in fact, been pretty torturous. Hearing the noises coming from down the hall was bad enough. Worse, were the silences. In those I lay perfectly still dreaming up fantastical and ever more degrading ways that Jim could be using Sarah.
 

This resulted in a massive hard-on forming between my legs. One that wouldn’t go away. So as the noises started up again, I stroked out an orgasm, then another when the first didn’t quite chase the angsty lust away.
 

It was after that second one that I was filled with a very unexpected and pleasant sense of peace. Even though it had just been a few days, somehow all of this seemed less and less crazy.
 

There must have been other people living these sorts of lives, after all. I couldn’t be the only one who felt the compunction to offer my wife to a strange man to do with as he pleased. I couldn’t be the only one who got off on that sort of thing.
 

My conversation with Jim also rid me of some of my anxiety. He really didn’t seem like a bad guy. The most stressful part of it was wondering if I’d done the right thing, agreeing to let Jim set up a…gangbang, there really was no other word for it.
 

Would Sarah hate me for going behind her back? She’d made sure to check in with me before she did anything with Jim. This seemed like it was crossing some boundary.
 

But I fell into a sound sleep nonetheless. When I woke up the sun was shinning through the window and the faint sounds of birds chirping in the trees could be heard from outside.
 

As the memory of what had happened over the last few days wandered into my mind I waited for the familiar pulse of anxious lust and jealousy I’d become used to.
 

It never came.
 

I sat up and stayed completely still, listening for any sounds that might be coming from the bedroom or downstairs. When I heard nothing I got up, dressed, then headed down to see if I could get the coffee started.
 

I was greeted by the sight of Hannah sitting at the kitchen table. She was wearing her flimsy robe, had her knees tucked up to her chest and was nursing a cup of hot, black coffee. She looked…a little depressed, actually.
 

“Hey,” I said, walking past her to help myself to some Joe.
 

“Hey,” she muttered in reply.
 

“Did you have a good night?” The question nearly made me burst into laughter. I could only imagine what the three of them had gotten up to. Still no panic attack about it, though.
 

“It was alright.”
 

After pouring myself a cup of coffee, I turned to face her, leaning back against the counter. “You okay?”
 

“You okay?” she echoed, mimicking the question with an ugly sneer. She sighed, shook her head and set her cup down on the table before burying her head in her hands. “I’m sorry,” she said quietly.
 

I found myself oddly touched by her sudden vulnerability. She was clearly going through something. Even though I had no idea what it was, I felt the need to reach out to her about it. If only because she was being kind enough to let us use her place. “Hannah?”
 

She looked up at me with tired eyes. Her cheeks looked a little sunken and she had black circles under her eyes. A weak smile flirted with the corners of her mouth.
 

“Do you want to talk about it?”
 

Hannah shook her head. “What’s there to talk about?” she muttered.
 

“You…you seem upset. I just thought I’d…”
 

“Just…forget about it,” she said, trying to wave away my concern.
 

I thought a moment, then took a seat across the table from her. “Is she still up there?” I asked. For the first time since I’d woken up I felt my insides tighten thinking about Sarah. There was nowhere else she could be, really.
 

“Yeah,” Hannah replied, her voice flat.
 

“With Jim?”
 

Hannah tilted her head and shot me a sarcastic glare. “What do you think?” she snapped.
 

I wasn’t sure what she wanted from me. I thought it might be best to leave her alone. So I picked up my coffee and made to stand up when I felt her hand on my arm.
 

“Please,” she whispered. “Don’t go. Stay. I’m sorry. I just…I get like this when…” She left the sentence dangling. A hush fell between us.
 

Once again I was touched by how genuine those last few words had sounded. I sat back down and waited for Hannah to be ready with whatever she was going to say. “When what?” I finally asked, unable to bear the silence any longer.
 

“When he does this.”
 

“You mean Jim?”
 

“Yeah,” she nodded. “Jim.”
 

It was clear to me then that this wasn’t Jim’s first rodeo. Hannah had obviously experienced something similar before. I didn’t want to press her but was getting increasingly more curious as to what other rodeo’s might have been like.
 

“You told him he could take her back to Lyndon Lane,” Hannah stated.
 

“Is that his place?” I asked.
 

“Yeah.”
 

“I…yeah. I guess.”
 

“You guess?” she said, the beginning of a smirk forming on her lips again. She shook it away. “There’s nothing to guess at. Jim’s up there getting head from your little blowup doll of a wife fully convinced she’s going home with him today.”
 

That was the first punch to the gut of the day. Not that I should have expected anything different. Still, it fired me up to hear her say it. “Jim’s…he’s done this before?”
 

Hannah hid behind her cup as she took another sip of coffee. “He does this all the time,” she stated.
 

“What, like, makes you sleep with him and other women?”
 

“Other women, yeah,” she replied. “His friends. I’m his little fuck toy.”
 

Yikes. That was something you didn’t hear every day. “You don’t like it?” I asked quietly.
 

Hannah stared at the table for a long time. “It is what it is,” she said, finally.
 

I waited for what seemed like an appropriate amount of time before asking the next question. “Why then? Why do you do it?”
 

Hannah let out a soft exhale that nearly turned into a smile. She looked up and squarely into my eyes. She shook her head. “Every time it happens I tell myself I’m going to stop seeing him, Eli. Every fucking time he brings someone over and gets me to put on a little show for him I say that’s going to be it. And every fucking time I try to tell him that I just…” Her voice cracked. She paused. Her nostrils flared as she took a deep breath. “I can’t.”
 

“Why not?”
 

A serene expression softened the tired lines of her face. “Because I’m weak, Eli. I’m a pathetic fucking excuse for a human being.”
 

I wasn’t sure exactly why. The last few evenings she seemed to be really into all this. It felt a little too much like prying to ask why, though. “Are you…do you love him?”
 

“Yeah,” she whispered. “There’s that, too.”
 

“What else?”
 

“What else?” she echoed. “What else.” She levelled her gaze at me again. “It’s his dick, Eli.”
 

Well, it didn’t get more direct than that. The answer was slightly unsettling. “His dick?”
 

“His cock. That fucking thick, veiny muscle hanging between his legs. You remember that one? The one that’s currently buried in Sarah’s face?”
 

The sarcasm stung a bit but nearly as much as the visual it inspired. I shook my head. Surely it wasn’t possible that someone could get addicted to…cock. Was it?
 

“Every time I try to walk away he wraps his arms around me, smiling and telling me everything’s going to be alright. Every time I fall for it, throw my legs open on the couch or the bed and beg him to fuck me so hard I can’t walk. Every fucking time I give in, knowing that the feeling of his cock inside me won’t last, that I’ll just regret it when it’s over. I can’t. I just can’t. I can’t say ‘no.’ That dick is just so…”
 

Her little monologue had me perched on the edge of my seat.
 

“It’s so big, Eli.” She closed her eyes. “And it feels so good going in.” When she opened them again it was to stare at some point far off in the distance. “It feels so good going in,” she added with a whisper.
 

I can’t say I understood. Female arousal, even Sarah’s, was still very much shrouded in mystery for me. I got it right some of the time but it was like a game of roulette. You didn’t know if you won until the game was really over. “Hannah?” I asked quietly.
 

“Huh?”
 

“What did you mean when you said ‘blowup doll’ of a w…”
 

“Well hello, hello!”
 

We both turned at Jim’s booming voice and belly laugh coming from the kitchen door. He was completely naked and seemingly unashamed. His cock was mostly flaccid but there were still a few drops of cum dripping from the tip.
 

For some reason I felt the urge to stand up, if not salute. It was silly and I nearly started laughing at myself for it. He was just such an imposing presence. It didn’t feel right just sitting there as he strutted into the room. I resisted the urge, however, knowing Hannah would probably laugh at me for it.
 

That and the fact that by that point too much of my mind was taken up wondering where Sarah was and what the heck “blowup doll wife” meant.
 

“Baby get me a coffee, will ya’?” Jim asked.
 

I glanced at Hannah quickly enough to see her eyes dart down to his cock for a split second. A moment after that she was on her feet, shuffling towards the counter, grabbing a cup and filling it with coffee from the pot.
 

Jim, in a masterstroke of bad hygiene, grabbed a chair, swung it around so the back was at his chest, then plopped himself down on it. His cock fell out over the back of the seat, dangling just inches above the ground. A vulgar but utterly dominant pose.
 

“Watcha say, E? Sleep alright?” he asked with a grin.
 

Hannah walked up behind me, plonked the coffee down in front of Jim, then without a word walked out of the kitchen and up the stairs.
 

Jim frowned. “What’s up with that?” he asked, pointing behind his back to where Hannah had disappeared.
 

I shrugged. As badly as I felt about Hannah’s predicament, it didn’t seem like my place to start a he-said she-said with Jim about it. It was hard to believe that the appendage swinging beneath his legs had that much of a grip on her anyways.
 

Jim took a sip of coffee and smacked his lips as he set the cup down. “Mmm. That’s good shit. You get some?”
 

I nodded, glancing at my mug.
 

“Good. Good. Now you better get a good breakfast in you, too. Or a good lunch. You’ll need all your strength for where we going today.” He chuckled for a bit before taking another sip. “By the way. I got something for you.”
 

This piqued my interest. Jim didn’t seem like the guy to go around handing out gifts. But I had to say the more I got to know him, the more certain I was that he was a good guy at heart. “Oh yeah? What’s that?” I asked absently.
 

Motion in the corner of my eye made me glance up just as I was taking a drink from my mug. I spluttered, nearly spilled the coffee as I struggled to get the cup down on the table. A little dribble of hot black liquid came running out of my nose.
 

My mouth fell open at the sight of Sarah standing at the entrance to the kitchen. Of course I recognized her as my wife. When you’ve been with someone for that long, you don’t lose the ability to pick them out in a crowd no matter what they’re wearing.
 

But if it weren’t for that I would have had no idea who the woman standing at the kitchen door was. She had been completely transformed.
 

Her hair looked like it had been shellacked into the shape of a fifties pin-up girl. She was wearing a tight top and beneath it a tighter bra. One that smashed her breasts against each other, forming two cupola’s of creamy flesh.
 

The top tapered into her thin waist. It was a little too short, revealing just a slice of her midriff. A tight black mini-skirt looked like it had been saran-wrapped around her hips. It covered maybe an eighth of her thighs, leaving the rest of her beautifully tone legs, bare.
 

The meaning of “blowup doll wife” suddenly become acutely and almost painfully clear.
 

“Sarah?” I whispered.
 

Sarah pursed her lips. They’d been painted a bright red and looked almost cartoonishly full. Almost. They glistened like maraschino cherries swimming in a drink.
 

“You like?” Jim asked. He craned his neck to look over his shoulder at Sarah.
 

She flashed him a smile, then smacked her lips as she kissed the air in his direction.
 

I was absolutely bewildered by what I was seeing. I stumbled up and staggered a few steps back from the table in shock.
 

“I think he likes it, baby,” Jim said with another chuckle. “C’mere.”
 

Sarah’s obedience was immediate. She stepped forward on the high heels she was wearing, toes pointed perfectly forward, feet following each other in a line that caused her hips to sway like a pendulum. She walked up and came to a stop next to Jim.
 

Jim reached up, put his hand on her ass and gave it a few soft pats. “Now that’s what a white girl should look like,” he said, smiling at her.
 

Sarah blushed and returned the smile.
 

My eyes danced between her ruby red lips, the inviting pink tongue beyond and the cleft of flesh at her chest.
 

Had Jim done this?
 

“Baby?” I whispered again.
 

Sarah raised an eye. 
 

A few days ago I would have been delighted at the playful glance. Now a terrifying shiver raced down my spine as my cock began to rise.
 

“Ain’t she pretty?” Jim asked.
 

I was too dumbfounded to reply.
 

“Go on, baby. Give E a little sugar. Something to tide him over ‘till this afternoon.”
 

Sarah stepped forward until her mouth was about an inch from mine.
 

Unable to break away from her stare, I only felt as her hand burrowed into my pants and clamped down around my cock. She started to pump.
 

Cum began to froth in my nuts.
 

“No, no, no! Baby not like that!” Jim chided. He gave her ass a light slap. “Get that thang’ out. Get yo’ mouth on it!”
 

Sarah stepped back, then bent forward in a way I’d never imagined her doing. She bent at the waist, so that her feet stayed spread slightly apart, granting me a view of her magnificent ass flaring out from her back.
 

She yanked open my belt, undid my pants and let them fall to the floor.
 

My cock sprang out in front of her mouth. She did just as Jim had told her. Opening her mouth wide, she pushed her pink tongue out and laid the head of my cock on it. She looked up as she started licking side to side along my glans.
 

“That’s better,” Jim muttered. “Give him a little more. Look at him. He’s achin’ to get some.”
 

For some reason hearing Jim coach my wife about how she was supposed to give me head caused my cock to swell even more.
 

Sarah enveloped the engorged head with her red lips. She slid her mouth over it, sheathing me inside the soft heat of her cheeks. As she began to suck the walls of her mouth touched the sides of my cock.
 

My ass tightened as I began the slow rise towards climax.
 

Jim sat in his seat staring at her giving me head, appraising his creation. He looked up at me with one eye raised. “You dress a woman up like that and all of a sudden she know how to suck a dick, right?”
 

I was relieved that the question sounded rhetorical. My head was swimming in the pleasure of Sarah’s expert tongue flicking the underside of my cock as she sucked me off. When she reached up under me I flinched, not wanting to have my balls squeezed.
 

But instead of cupping them in her hand, she pressed the tip of her nail against my perineum, then dragged it ever so gently between my balls, scraping the soft skin with her nail. Coaxing the cum out of my nuts like a fucking snake-charmer.
 

My breathing became laboured. I had to ball my hands into fists to keep from reaching up, clamping them down on either side of her head and fucking her mouth like it was my own personal flesh hole. It wasn’t long before I was so turned on I was practically teetering on the tips of my toes.
 

As the first drops of pre-seed leaked into Sarah’s mouth she looked up at me and smiled with her eyes. “Mmm,” she purred, tasting the liquid.
 

“Oh God…Oh God.” I was so very nearly there. Everything about her looked so perfectly slutty. And Jim staring at her working my cock with her mouth just added heat. “Baby…I’m gonna’…I’m gonna…”
 

Jim cleared his throat. “Alright that’s enough,” he said, rising up off his chair and giving her bulging ass another slap. “I don’t want that pretty face to get messy. Hannah worked long and hard on that shit.”
 

“Just another…” I grunted.
 

But Sarah showed no mercy. As soon as she’d heard his command, she popped off my cock, straightened up and stood at attention in her model pose.
 

I grunted as I felt my orgasm slipping back into the dark recesses of my mind. Grabbing my cock, I started to pump.
 

Jim put his hand on Sarah’s arm and pulled her a step back.
 

Time seemed to slow. A hot white arc of my ejaculate erupted from the head of my cock. I watched it sail through the air before landing on the toe of Sarah’s black shoe.
 

Through the rapture of my climax I watched as each gush of my seed spilled, then splatted on Sarah’s shoes, the tile floor, my own socks.
 

Finally, I slumped forward, drained and spent but still staring at the impotent, jiggling puddles of my own goo that lay useless and dying on the floor.
 

The whole thing ended in the most uncomfortable silence I’d ever known.
 

“Alright, baby,” Jim muttered. “Go get yourself cleaned up.”
 

Sarah turned and smiled at him before walking wordlessly towards the bathroom at the far end of the hall and stepping inside.
 

Cock still in hand and nearly doubled over from my emission, I glanced up at Jim who seemed to be staring at me with disdain. “Uh, Jim?” I asked quietly.
 

“What up?”
 

“Are you…I mean, are you going to take her to…” I couldn’t bring myself to finish the sentence.
 

Jim flashed a grin. “Hell yeah, dawg! We gonna turn that girl out! Mmm-mmm,” he said, staring at the door she’d disappeared behind.
 

“Jim?” I asked.
 

“Hm?”
 

“Can I…can I come too?” The words came out in a frightened whisper.
 

A short silence followed. “Only if you’re good, E. Only if you’re good.”
 






Chapter Twenty-three


The relaxed attitude I’d woken up with all but vanished when we pulled into the driveway of a gaudy McMansion in the suburbs. The faint sounds of hip-hop beats could be heard coming from inside. Laughter and people splashing in a pool could be heard coming from the back yard.
 

It was a gorgeous Saturday for that time of year. Unseasonably warm with a blue sky that stretched for miles without a cloud.
 

The three of us followed Jim up to the front door, then walked into the darkened house one by one as he held it open for us. The air was heavy with the smell of alcohol and weed.
 

My eyes adjusted quickly to the dim light. The front hall was quite large, decorated in the sort of faux-opulence the newly-rich demand. The hum of conversation died down as people began to notice us.
 

A silence descended on the room to the left. A group of young black men lowered their drinks and stared straight at us.
 

From across the hall a group of what looked to be sorority girls did the same, eyes narrowing as they glared at Sarah.
 

My heart began to race. I was so completely out of my element in a place like this.
 

The partiers were all college-age or a little bit older. The group of men that our arrival had silenced began setting down their drinks and wandering over towards us, keeping their eyes on Sarah as they navigated the furniture.
 

“Few more people here than I was expecting,” Jim mused, looking around at the crowds. He cracked a smile. “Looks like our little pin-up princess is gonna’ have her work cut out for her!” He chortled at his own cleverness.
 

“What up, J? What up?” One of the men, in his early twenties and with an athletic build brought his hand down on Jim’s outstretched palm in a greeting. He eyed Sarah up and down. “This all you got?” he asked, looking a little disappointed.
 

Jim grinned. “Oh don’t worry, she tight!” he said, slapping Sarah on the ass.
 

Her only reaction to the smack was a light blush. She smiled at the young man.
 

“A’ight,” he said. “How much?”
 

Jim shrugged. He put his heavy hand on my shoulder, right by my neck and gave it a few squeezes. “Oh she ain’t mine. This is daddy, yo,” he said, turning to me.
 

A few of the guys gave me the once over then started chuckling amongst themselves.
 

A very faint humiliation worked it’s way up out of my gut. But as the men realized Jim was serious, it twisted into a perverted yet potent sense of power. Of power over Sarah like I’d never had before.
 

Jim shrugged again. “What you say, E? Boys want a taste. How much for which hole?”
 

The sense of power swelled as men all around us began pulling out wallets and billfolds, counting out crisp bills and staring at me, waiting for me to decide on a price.
 

I turned to Sarah. She seemed completely unperturbed. Had Jim prepared her for this? Did she know this was why we were here?
 

“Come on, man! Make up yo’ mind ‘fore I have to rub one out all over the floor!” someone shouted from the back of the group.
 

The rest of them burst into laughter.
 

Sarah eyed them all with a pleasant smile. Then, in one magical, sweeping gesture, she turned to me with twinkling eyes and a wicked smile. “So, Eli?” she said quietly. “Are you ready to make your wife a whore?”
 

The question ripped through me and hardened my cock. She looked so beautiful and there was an innocence to her despite the sexy get-up she was wearing.
 

I glanced around at the leering eyes and hungry stares raking over her body, then back at Sarah again.
 

It was like being given a gift. She was offering the choice to me, showing me she was still mine by what she’d said. I knew I could turn around and say we were leaving and that that, too, would be alright.
 

Or I could decide to stay, pimp her out to this half-stoned, half-drunk gang of muscled and horny young men. All so I could watch her fall from grace.
 

The world around us faded away. I stepped closer to Sarah and stared into her deep green eyes. “Do you really want this?”
 

Her expression changed. The coy smile faded from her lips and in an instant she was Sarah again. The Sarah I had married, the one I’d spent the last ten years of my life with. “Eli,” she whispered. “This is playing. This is just a game. I want what you want,” she said, touching my arm. “But I want to tell you something. I got so hot last night. When Jim was fucking me I couldn’t stop thinking about you and what it would be like to be with you again and tell you about everything that happened.”
 

My blood started to boil in the most erotic way. “What…what did he do to you?”
 

She sighed and tilted her head to one side. “Oh God, Jim. He fucked me so many times I lost count,” she said, staring into my eyes.
 

My heart tightened as I imagined Sarah lying on her back, exhausted and spent, her legs spread open letting Jim use her body any way he pleased for as long as he wanted. “Did he…did he…”
 

Sarah nodded. “He did. He came inside me,” she said. Her eyes seemed to lose focus as she slipped back into the memory. “He came in my pussy so much that when I woke up this morning his cum was still dripping out of me.”
 

“Oh my God,” I whispered back.
 

“I know. It’s terrible, isn’t it?” She took a step towards me and grabbed my arm, her nails digging into my skin. “It’s so wrong, Eli. But it feels so good. I know you feel it too. When he comes inside me I feel so dirty. I feel like such a slut letting him use my body like that. That’s how he came up with this,” she said, glancing down at her outfit. “Last night he told me I was his fuck doll, that he was going to dress me up like one and make everyone at this party fuck me until someone’s…” She stopped and bit her lip.
 

“Until someone’s what?”
 

“Until someone’s seed took root.” Her eyes widened and she eyed me with a desperate and hungry stare. She put a hand on her belly and rubbed it. “Can you imagine what that would be like? Watching my belly grow knowing it was someone else’s…”
 

Something inside me snapped. It was so dirty and wrong and at the same time the pull of experiencing that kind of terror was too great. “I love you,” I whispered.
 

Her eyes lit up as she realized what I was about to do. “Oh, baby. I love you too.”
 

I stepped away from her. The guy standing next to me was waving a twenty dollar bill back and forth. “Twenty bucks?” I asked.
 

“Depends,” he said. “What that get me?”
 

I looked at Sarah, the woman I loved so much. The woman I was about to sell. “Her pussy,” I said quietly.
 

The crowd broke out into laughter and a few cheers. A couple of the guys gave each other high fives. The sorority girls sneered and laughed from the other room.
 

Sarah guffawed.
 

The guy pressed the bill into my palm, walked up to Sarah and kissed her on the lips, thrusting his tongue into her mouth. “Alright bitch. Get the upstairs.”
 

A smattering of applause broke out as the guy started to lead her away.
 

“No, wait.”
 

The two words brought a deathly silence to the room.
 

The guy raised an eye, wondering what I was about to say.
 

“You have to fuck her here. With everyone watching. I want everyone to see what a whore she is.”
 

More laughter punctuated by catcalls broke out.
 

The guy cracked a grin. “Alright boss. Whatever you say. You the pimp.” Without a moments hesitation he walked behind Sarah and peeled her skirt up over her ass. He sucked in a breath as his dark hands caressed her soft and creamy flesh.
 

Sarah stared straight at me.
 

The guy pushed his trunks down and hauled out his cock. It wasn’t as long as Jim’s but thick, like a soda can. He wrapped his fist around it as he pumped himself hard. His other hand wandered over her ass, cupping her cheeks, grabbing her flesh and squeezing it.
 

He pried her apart and the tip of his thumb settled against her sphincter.
 

Sarah gasped at his touch.
 

Bringing his hand around up and around her body, he slid his thumb along her lips.
 

Sarah’s tongue flicked out, moistening his digit.
 

He grinned. Letting his hand slide back down, he pried her ass open and pressed his thumb against her ass hole again.
 

Sarah staggered forward, her hands settling on my chest, her mouth just inches from mine.
 

I stared at the sight of his black thumb easing into her bottom hole.
 

Her nails dug into my shirt and she winced at the pressure.
 

“Are you okay?” I whispered. Suddenly it seemed like her and me were the only ones in the room. Everyone else was just a fixture.
 

“Whatever you want,” she whispered. “Whatever you want.”
 

She looked so beautiful and so filthy all at once. I pressed my lips against hers in a kiss.
 

Guy stepped forward.
 

Sarah’s tongue shot into my mouth. She sucked in a breath as his cock pierced her and dug into her pussy. 
 

The soft inhale sucked the air out of my lungs.
 

She moaned into my mouth as his cock sank deep into her pussy.
 

I was in heaven.
 






Chapter Twenty-four


He fucked her just like that. Standing in the hall with everyone watching while we kissed. He fucked her slowly, the sticky sounds of their union floating around the room.
 

As Sarah squirmed and writhed on his meaty pole she dug her hand into my pants and wrapped it around my cock. Bracing herself against me, she started stroking me, her rhythm matching his.
 

It wasn’t long before we were both teetering on the brink of an orgasm.
 

The guy inside her grunted. “Fuck that’s tight. Y’all ready? I’m gonna’ breed this bitch.”
 

His words sent us tumbling over the edge. As Sarah came her fist pumped furiously inside my pants, drawing out my seed.
 

I felt it rush through my vas, charge through my shaft, then come splattering out inside my underwear. I felt the exact moment he started to come inside me by the way her body tensed.
 

She let out a pained and animal mewl as her orgasm crested. Then she opened her eyes and stared into mine. “He’s doing it, baby. He’s fucking his cum into me,” she whispered. “It’s so hot and sticky inside me. This could be it. This could be the one that takes.”
 

Her words sent another violent after-shock ripping through my body.
 

As soon as he was done there was another one waiting, twenty bucks in hand. They led her into the other room, bent her over the couch and yanked her skirt down, exposing her glistening pussy, dripping with cum, to the entire room.
 

I settled into a chair, collected money and watched as each guy at the party lined up for a turn with my wife.
 

My erection returned quickly and with a vengeance. As each young stud filled her with his cum I sat staring with my damp underwear stuck to my cock. I knew that with each deposit the risk of her getting pregnant increased. But I just couldn’t get enough. All I could think of was sharpening the buzz ringing in my head.
 

After a dozen guys had fucked her a huge refrigerator of a black man stepped up behind her with his cock out and ready to plunder her depths. When he looked down at her hole he grimaced. “That’s fuckin’ disgusting,” he said, referring to Sarah’s used cunt. “C’mere and look at this shit,” he said, waving me over.
 

I stood, burdened by the heavy weight of everyone’s stares and stepped around the couch.
 

Sarah’s backside was red, rubbed raw by thrusting pelvises and pawing hands. Her pussy lips were parted, her normally tight pink gash stretched and worn by the parade of cocks that had deposited her emissions in her belly.
 

Coke-can-cock held her open for me as I gazed at the full depth of her depravity. “How much for her ass?” he asked.
 

Sarah sucked in a breath and looked over her shoulder, a look of frantic terror gripping her face as she watched me deciding what the only virgin hole she had left would cost.
 

“Another twenty,” I replied.
 

Coke-can started chuckling. He bent down and pulled a wad of folded bills out of his shorts pocket, flipped out a twenty and handed it to me. Then he spat a gob of saliva into his palm and rubbed it onto his dark cock until it was a shinning black rod.
 

Sarah gripped the couch as he pressed the engorged head of his member against her winking hole.
 

“Ease up, baby. Ease up.” He pried her ass cheek further apart and tried to work himself in. “Bitch all locked up,” he said. Turning to me, he nodded that I should take my place in front of her.
 

I stumbled around the couch and sank to my knees, our faces inches apart again.
 

Sarah looked up at me with tired but satisfied and smiling eyes. “Did you like that, baby? Did you like seeing all that cum dripping from my puss?” she whispered.
 

A few of the people still standing around us snickered at the question.
 

I kissed her, putting my hands on her cheeks. “I loved it,” I whispered, pulling away.
 

Behind her, Coke-can tried working his snake into her ass hole again.
 

Sarah winced.
 

Suddenly I was possessed, completely consumed by my desire to see this through. To see Sarah violated in the last possible way, to watch as the entrance I’d always been denied was fucked and filled and left dripping just like her pussy. “You can do this,” I whispered. “You can do this for me.”
 

Her lips quivered as she tried to smile weakly. “You want it? You want to see me take it in the ass Eli?”
 

“Oh fuck yes.”
 

Sarah closed her eyes, let go of her grip on the couch and reached around herself. Grabbing a fistful of ass in each hand she spread herself apart, welcoming Coke-can inside.
 

He smirked, put a hand on the palm of her back, cocked his hips, then thrust forward in a powerful lunge driving his meat into her back hole.
 

Sarah let out an animal moan as her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body shook on the couch as the big black dick thundered in and out of her. Every few thrusts she would arch her back and squeeze.
 

“Yeah. That’s it,” Coke-can grunted. “Squeeze that fucking dick.” He fucked her until her body went limp, flopped over the couch like a true rag-doll, a fuck puppet, a meat sock for these brutes who only wanted her insides to blast into.
 

Coke-can came with a grunt. He shoved his cock deep into her tunnel and held it there as it spewed seed.
 

Sarah shuddered.
 

Pulling himself out he walked around the couch, cock in hand, and waved me aside.
 

I fell back, my eyes glued to the scene.
 

Coke-can grabbed a fistful of Sarah’s hair and lifted her head. He slapped his filthy cock, sticky with his own deposit, against her cheek. “Open up,” he ordered.
 

Sarah’s mouth fell open and her tongue fell out.
 

My chest tightened as I watched him feed it to her, inch by inch. With half of it inside he paused and waggled it side to side. “Open up,” he grunted again.
 

Sarah’s throat opened with a gurgle.
 

The dick continued it’s crawl until Coke-can’s nuts came to rest against her chin. He grinned. “Now gargle that shit.”
 

Looking up, Sarah opened her mouth another fraction of an inch. She exhaled. Gagging, choking sounds came wafting out of her throat.
 

Coke-can shuddered above her. As her face started to turn red, he pulled his python out. He slapped her across the cheek with it again before stuffing it back down his pants.
 

With the show over, the crowd started making it’s way out of the room.
 

I hauled myself up off the floor and walked around the couch again. My cock was throbbing and desperately in need of release. I whipped it out, unfazed by the few people still watching me.
 

Her pussy squished and gushed as I stuffed my member into her. The heat of her insides and the frothy churn of other men’s nut overwhelmed me. I started fucking her like a dog, pounding thrust after thrust into her until the hot swell of my own orgasm washed over me and I came with a loud shout.
 

“Woop!” someone shouted from the hall.
 

I collapsed on top of her in a heap.
 






Chapter Twenty-five


It was Sarah who decided we should go back home the next day. We bailed on the party in the afternoon. Sarah was completely spent. She could barely walk to the curb and get in the taxi. We made love again back at Hannah’s place. Afterwards, Sarah fell asleep.
 

I lay in bed next to her staring at the ceiling and ruminating on what a crazy few days it had been. We’d certainly discovered things about ourselves neither of us had ever dreamed of.
 

It had been terrifying at first but now that we’d crossed the threshold I was sort of sad that we hadn’t stumbled on something like this sooner. 
 

Every time I thought of the cum churning around inside Sarah, swimming up to her softest places, searching for her egg, a rush of jealous lust would fill me.
 

The feeling would haunt me in the best way for days afterwards.
 

We slept at Hannah’s that night. In the morning, Sarah packed up the few belongings I’d brought over while I made coffee.
 

I was a little sad that Hannah hadn’t come home. I felt bad for her, I have to say. She was a bit of a firecracker but she was a good person and she deserved better than Jim.
 

We were just packing stuff into the car when they pulled up in his Hummer.
 

“Yo, what’s up?” Jim said as he got out of the car, arms outstretched.
 

Hannah stepped out the passenger door. She looked like a wreck. Her makeup was all messed up, her hair looked like a bird’s nest. She glanced at the two of us, then looked away in shame.
 

“Hey Hannah? You alright?” Sarah asked, stepping towards her.
 

Jim stepped between them, staring Sarah down. “She fine. Little tired is all.” He flashed his crooked grin.
 

Something snapped inside me again at what he’d said. This time, though, it wasn’t in the direction of submission. This didn’t feel right. Sure, Hannah was a consenting adult but he had her under her spell.
 

Somehow, I just couldn’t let that stand. “Hey Jim,” I said, tapping his arm.
 

“Don’t you touch me, bitch!” he snapped. He shook his head, as if surprised at his own outburst, then flashed his smile again. “Hey, I’m just joking, E. Come on, man! We just about to get the party started again! Why don’t we go inside and you and I can get a fresh taste of pink meat.” He brought his paw down on my shoulder and squeezed.
 

I shrugged his hand off and stared straight at him. “I’m not your bitch, bud. And neither is she,” I said, nodding towards Hannah.
 

Her tired expression turned to curiosity at what I’d said.
 

“I think that maybe Hannah needs a little break. We’re going to bring her home with us. Why don’t you go back to your place. Party there, you know?”
 

Jim’s brow furrowed, darkening his stare. “Yeah that there’s my girl. Now stand your punk ass down before I…”
 

“What are you going to do, Jim? Huh?” I surprised even myself at what I’d said. I wasn’t exactly a tough guy in real life. But I could see that Hannah needed help and it seemed like we were the only ones remotely close enough to offer it. “You gonna’ kick the shit out of me? Out on the street in broad daylight with two witnesses?”
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Jim’s fists clench.
 

But it was too late to step back. I was either going to tear Hannah away from him or go down trying.
 

The muscles in Jim’s jaw hardened as he pushed his chin out. He glared at me. Then he looked at Hannah and shook his head. “Shit. That ass ain’t worth it,” muttered.
 

“Shut the fuck up, Jim. Just shut the fuck up and go.” Adrenaline was coursing through my veins.
 

Jim smirked, but turned and walked around the car. “I don’t need this shit. But you, baby?” he said, stabbing a finger in the air at Hannah. “You remember who fucked this up for you the next time your crawling out of your skin ‘cause you need some of this.” He pointed two fingers at his dick.
 

For a moment I thought Hannah was going to cave. The needy look returned to her eyes as she stared at Jim getting into his car. Then her face hardened. “Fuck off, Jim,” she whispered. “Just fuck right off.”
 

Jim started the car, then peeled away from the curb leaving the three of us standing out in the sun. A few moments of silence passed.
 

“Um…wow?” Sarah said quietly. “I can’t…how did you do that?” A smile spread across her lips.
 

I couldn’t help but smile back. “I have no idea. But I think we should get out of here in case he changes his mind.”
 

Sarah turned to look at Hannah and they both started to laugh. It was a different kind of laugh now, though. It was a laugh I could join in on.
 

Sarah ran back into the house to grab her purse.
 

Hannah walked over to where I was standing by the car. “Hey,” she said quietly. “Thanks.”
 

“No problem. You deserve better than…”
 

“Don’t…just…you don’t have to say it. I know. It’s not easy to accept but I know.” We stood in silence staring at each other for a time. “Why’d you do that anyways?”
 

I shrugged. “Sarah really likes you. And…I like you too.”
 

Hannah’s face warmed and she nearly smiled. “Even after I…fuck, Eli. What if she’s pregnant?”
 

I shook my head. It had been a wild ride but somehow I knew everything would be okay. “Why don’t you come back with us? Stay a few days? We can repay the favour. We’re not doing anything anyways. We can binge watch TV and stuff our faces and…whatever.”
 

A slow smile formed on Hannah’s lips. She held my gaze. “Whatever, huh?”
 

“Yeah. Whatever. What?”
 

Hannah smirked.
 

Sarah came running out of the house waving her purse. “Okay! I’m ready to go!”
 

“Okay,” Hannah said. “That sounds nice.” She turned to go, paused, then looked back at me. “You little perv.”
 

I made the most innocent face I could muster.
 

“Yeah. Whatever my ass. Hold on. Let me get a few things.” She walked up the driveway and disappeared into the house.
 

“Where’d she go? I didn’t get to say goodbye,” Sarah said, sounding a little wistful.
 

“She’s just going to grab a few things,” I said, turning to my wife. “I told her she could come stay with us for a little while.”
 

Sarah let the idea sink in. She looked up at me out of the corner of her eye and one corner of her mouth turned up. “You did, huh?”
 

“I did.”
 

“Hmm. Gee that sounds like no fun for you at all. Two hot women sitting around in their PJ’s watching TV?”
 

“What?” I said, feigning innocence again.
 

Sarah shook her head. “Oh puh-lease. You’re going to be sitting upstairs and just waiting for the pillow fights to break out, huh?”
 

I put two hands in the air. “I have never objected to a good pillow fight.”
 

Sarah rolled her eyes, eyed me again, then winked. “Alright. Let’s go. But you better bring your A-game. I’m not the same woman you married, Eli.” She leaned close to whisper in my ear. “I need cock now. Daily. And lots of it. And from what I saw, Hannah’s got quite the little addiction, too. You ready to do what it takes?”
 

“More ready than I’ve ever been, baby,” I whispered back.
 

Hannah jumped into the back of the car.
 

I turned the key, put on a pair of sunglasses and revved the engine.
 

The girls burst into laughter as I peeled away from the curb just like Jim.
 

Reality could wait a few days.
 

It was time to go home and have some good, clean, wholesome fun.
 


THE END
















***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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